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Volume V 


A Wobbling Empire 


Book of Zhu Hou Zong 


Chapter One 


Lethal Consequences of Justice 


Yan Song’s retaliation 


With Yan Shi Fan having been sent to prison and Yan Song’s downfall, many thought 
Comrade Xu Jie’s butt would be moved to the precious seat of the first secretary. Everything 
seemed to have been fully accomplished. 


Those who held this view were probably not much into politics. In this world, everything 
can be negotiated and estrangement can happen faster than turning a book page as long as 


interests are involved. 


The degree of the estrangement and the way it’s manifested all depend on how much 
interest is at stake, which dictates if it will be a verbal or physical squabble or if it’s an affair 
that can be settled using knives or missiles. We must realize that people even argue over prices 
when buying groceries on the street. When back then the emperor didn’t care about big 
matters, the precious seat of the first secretary was the symbol of the highest authority and the 
biggest interest. It would be ridiculous if the fight didn’t result in turning the earth and sky 


upside down. 


Xu Jie understood that. Yan Song surely understood it as well. Decades of experiences in 
politics brought him back to calm from the initial shock. He also began to accumulate his 
strength for a counterattack. Then in his own actions he would tell his enemies it was not a 


coincident that he had been standing erect for twenty years in politics. 
Xu Jie, let me show you my real strength. The arm twisting is just beginning. 
In fact it was not just the intellect of Yan Shi Fan that Yan Song relied on and made him the 


most powerful official, exceeding his predecessors Yang Ting He, Guo Xun, Zhang Cong, Xia 
Yan, and others. He also had his cohorts. It had never been Yan Song alone in the fight. 


The name Yan Song represented not just a single person but a force and a group that 
shared a common interest. If I become an associate minister then you will be my assistant. If I 
become a deputy minister, then you'll be my associate minister. We all advance together and 
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we all enrich ourselves together. 


Now Xu Jie is persecuting Lord Yan, what? My wife just bought some jewelries and my son 
is going to a private school. I’m also looking for a promotion. Now you, Xu Jie, dare to touch 
my rice bowl, I’m going to fight against you with my life! 

Yan Mao Qing, the right deputy minister of justice, was one of those men. Ever since he put 
himself under the wings of Yan Song, he had done many bad deeds. It was under his 
suggestion that Yang Ji Sheng was eventually executed. As a reward, he got the lucrative job in 
charge of salt regulation. He was crazy for money. Previously Comrade Civility and 
Tranquility levied only six hundred thousand in taxes on salt. After he took the job, he dared 
to ask to levy a million. He then would be able to please the emperor and in the process able to 
extort local governments. He truly showed his color as a treacherous man. 


When the news of Yan Song’s downfall reached him, he immediately gathered his cohorts 
in the Party of Yan to discuss countermeasures. 


Given that Yan Song had retired and gone home, after analyzing the situation, Yan Mao 
Qing decided on the first step, which was to rescue Yan Shi Fan. 


As the party’s think tank, Yan Shi Fan played an irreplaceable role. The most urgent thing 
was to rescue the fellow so that he would be able to provide some ideas and that would make 


it easy for everyone to act. 


But it was easier said than done. Yan Shi Fan’s case had been under the emperor’s edict 
and it involved crimes in financial matters. He also stayed in the model prison in the capital. It 
was not a jail and a police station involving a street brawl and a bail would be enough to bring 
him out. 


More troublesome was the case was handed down by the emperor. By convention it was a 
joint investigation by the three agencies in charge of judicial matters. The three judicial 
agencies were the Office of Crime and Prosecution, the Censorial Council, and the Ministry of 
Justice. If one had to be rescued, all three agencies had to be dealt with. Not one could be 
ignored. 


Yan Mao Qing was the right deputy minister of justice and it was an easy matter at the 
Ministry of Justice. But Comrade Yan Song was already down and there wasn’t a voice in the 
Cabinet. How could the Office of Crime and Prosecution and the Censorial Council be dealt 
with? 


That was essentially the situation facing Yan Mao Qing. It seemed to be indeed a difficult 
problem. But the result told us they did it: 


Tried jointly by the tribunal of three judicial agencies, the unanimous conclusion was Yan 
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Shi Fan was guilty of corruption. The total amounted to eight hundred taels and the 
punishment was to send to military service in Leizhou. 


Being the deputy minister of works and the director of the Office of Documents, yet he was 
worth only eight hundred taels and it was also quite an auspicious number. 


Sure the punishment handed down was a rather heavy one. Leizhou was today’s Leizhou 
in Guangdong. Back then it was a remote and desolate place. Anyone sent there to do military 
service most probably would never be able to come back. 


But history has told us laws are fixed and people are flexible. A death sentence can be 
converted to life sentence. A life sentence can be converted to a term sentence. Then a term 
sentence can be converted to medical treatment outside of prison. The matter is then solved. 
Yan Shi Fan was naturally no exception. But his method was simple, he just escaped. 


Half way on his travel, the fellow managed to escape, not known if the escorts were bought 
out or if it was his own decision. Usually if someone was an escapee, he wanted to find a 
secluded place to hide, at least a place that no one knew him. 


But Yan Shi Fan was a bold man of exceptional skills. He dared to escape back to Jiangxi 
and settled down there in full view of everyone. He went shopping and roamed about as usual. 
It was like he returned home more than with full honor. 


A felon of a serious crime involving corruption morphed himself into a criminal of eight 
hundred taels. Then on his way to military service he managed to get back to home. The 
power of the Party of Yan was indeed beyond Xu Jie’s imagination. But just when he was 
about to fight back, the emperor suddenly issued a new edict. It was this edict that let the 
matter get out of control. 


After all, he had been an old friend of many years. In somewhat disparaging words, even if 
he was a dog, he would have attracted affections having been fed for over twenty years. Not to 
mention Yan Song, who looked much more handsome than a dog. Thus after kicking out Yan 
Song, the emperor felt lonely. In a short time, the feeling of loneliness changed to sympathy. 
Then he issued the order: 


“Yan Song is already in retirement. His son is also convicted and serving punishment. 
From now on if anyone dares to submit a memorial like the one from Zou Ying Long, he will 
be immediately executed!” 


That meant the end to Xu Jie. He was ready to continue, riding on his recent victory, to 
submerge Yan Shi Fan under a sea of memorials. The emperor’s order hit him right on the 
most tender spot. In an instant, he lost all the tools for his attack. All he could do was sit still 
and wait for his enemy to fight back. 
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Xu Jie was obsessed with Yan Shi Fan because he knew very well the man possessed great 
destructive power and should only be put in a cage and not let loose in the wild. By this man’s 
intellectual capacity, if he was even a slightly careless, he could be doomed. Reality also 
confirmed his prediction. Soon later, Yan Shi Fan acted, which was not only vicious but also 
lethal. 


After Yan Song had retired, by convention he should have gone home. But he stopped 
when he was in Nanchang because he didn’t want to concede his defeat yet. In addition, he 
knew the matter wasn’t over yet. 


The progress of events confirmed Yan Song’s intuition. The wait by the seasoned politician 
got him the emperor’s order and his exceptionally smart son. 


In the order Yan Song saw hopes and in his son, he found the way to turn defeat into 
victory. 


Yan Shi Fan remained calm. He told his father, despite the situation they were in and Xu Jie 
had become the first secretary and seized power, he was not invincible. Everything could be 
started afresh. All they needed to do was to break through one man, Lan Dao Xing. 


In Yan Shi Fan’s one-eyed head there was extremely dreadful intelligence. Beneath the 
surface, he grasped the essence of the matter. No question, Lan Dao Xing was the key of the 


matter. 


The emperor pushed out Yan Song because God didn’t like him, not Lan Dao Xing. If they 
could prove the one who wrote on the sand table was human and not God, the problem would 
be solved. If somehow they could also get Xu Jie implicated and prove he was involved, then it 
meant Xu Jie cheated the emperor, which meant Xu Jie’s certain death. 


If that happened, then Yan Song would be out of retirement in honor. He would be able to 
continue to seek benefits for himself and dawdle at work. The Party of Yan would once again 
be in power. Everything would return to the starting point. 


They took action. Yan Song ordered his cohorts in the Court to send money to Lan Dao 
Xing. They wanted him to switch side and hit back at Xu Jie by accusing him of being the man 
who plotted the whole thing. They assured Lan Dao Xing that he would be promoted and rich 
if he did. 


But Lan Dao Xing refused. 


Seeing that soft-sell didn’t bear results, hard-sell ensued. Yan Song used his money to buy 
out the eunuchs in the palace and directed them to frame Lan Dao Xing up and imprisoned 
him. Even worse, he bought into access the prison guards, who tortured and pressured Lan 
Dao Xing to frame Xu Jie (it didn’t seem really to be a frame-up). 
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Lan Dao Xing still refused. Although he had injuries all over his body, he never admitted a 
single word. 


Both soft and hard sells failed to work. Yan Song was baffled. In his view, Lan Dao Xing 
was nothing but a swindler and a swanking Taoist monk. How could he be so tough? 


One thing, belief, turned a Taoist monk into a soldier of steel. In this world, belief is the 
firmest object. Once it is adhered to, it becomes unshakable. Money and beauty are weak and 
feckless before it. 


Lan Dao Xing was a Taoist. But he believed in Wang’s Philosophy. He believed he would 
be able to find the true light from the Philosophy of Light of the legendary man. Neither lure 


and pressure nor money and whip could make him submit. 


That is the power of belief and a power that no material can budge. But this is a point that 
Yan Song, whose heart had been poisoned by greed, could never understand. 


Lan Dao Xing withstood the test, so did Xu Jie. Having failed the strike, Yan Song once 
again began to wait. He was convinced as time went by, he would gradually appear in the 
emperor’s mind and win the emperor’s sympathy. Then assisted by the Party of Yan’s force in 
the Court, he would be able to rise again. 


It was a sound plan and actually it was very feasible, as proved by the emperor’s previous 
order. But what was confounding was Xu Jie’s attitude. While Yan Song was on a large scale 
assault, but from the beginning to the end, Xu Jie showed no reaction at all, nor did he use his 


power to fight back, despite that, for him it was something very easy to do. 


Politicians are animals on this planet having the most endurance. They never move 
recklessly. Only when they are sure about their victory, will they launch the final fatal assault. 
Having been through what happened to Yan Shi Fan and Lan Dao Xing, Xu Jie gained a clear 
understanding of the true strength of Yan Song. He knew despite that he occupied the position 
of first secretary, Yan Song still had significant influence to the emperor. And in the Court, the 
Party of Yan still possessed strong power. 


All he could do was wait and wait for his enemy to reveal an opening, which would 
certainly show itself again. 


Not only didn’t Xu Jie mind at all Yan Song’s assault, on the contrary, he often wrote to 
send his regards to Yan Song, who was in Nanchang and wished for his health and wellbeing. 
He apparently knew Yan Shi Fan escaped back to home but he didn’t investigate, just as if he 
didn’t know anything about it. 


Even more than that, after he became the first secretary, his son had said to him, father, you 


have suffered enough and now you finally have the upper hand, you should take revenge on 
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Yan Song. 


To everyone’s great surprise, Xu Jie exploded and blasted at his son with all kinds of 


invectives: 
“Without Lord Yan, how could I have made where I am now, how can you think like that?” 


He treated his son that way and even more with others. As time went by, all these words 


went into Yan Song’s ears and he was greatly touched. 


He kept a low profile when he was the second secretary, now he had power in his hands 
and he didn’t wield it when Yan Song was down. What Xu Jie did made the Yan father and 
son feel that First Secretary Xu was a generous man. Yan Shi Fan was especially moved. 
Everyone knew he came back as an escapee. If someone wanted to punish him, the 
shortcoming was right there to be exploited. But Xu Jie did nothing. Thus even the man who 
regarded himself as the smartest man in the world couldn’t refrain from being moved by 


emotion: 
“Lord Xu means not to hurt me!” 


Yan Shi Fan was a man who was just too smart. He also felt too good about himself. In 
those years, he had always looked down on Xu Jie and took him as a kind of person who could 
only serve as his valet. He bullied Xu Jie at will and was rude to him, but Xu Jie took 
everything in stride. Now First Secretary Xu was the same as before and there was nothing to 
indicate that he would want to retaliate. It seemed he would continue to stay down. 


Yan Shi Fan felt assured. He seemed to have forgotten he was an escapee. Flaunting in 
public, he built a luxurious house in Jiangxi and seemed to settle himself down as a rich 


country man and enjoy the fruits of years of his corruption. 


But Yan Shi Fan, whose arrogance overwhelmed him, didn’t know that Lord Xu, who 
seemed never have harmed anyone, was now digging a hole, a much larger hole than the 
previous one. When someone wanted revenge, it would never be presented as a hot meal, but 
a cold dish. 


Yan Shi Fan didn’t know Xu Jie but Xu Jie knew Yan Shi Fan. He clearly understood 
although the cyclops was exceptionally smart, he had a fatal flaw. 


Perhaps because he had a physical deformity, Yan Shi Fan had some psychological 
problems. Simply put it, he was eccentric. Throughout his life, he did only bad things and 
never did any good things. It was really not easy for him to behave that way. In addition, he 
was greedy to the extreme. He did what he wanted to do, and never cared about place and 


time. 


For example, when his mother died, he should have stayed at home mourning and help his 
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daddy. But he rather hid in his home patronizing women and never bothered to do what his 
father asked him to do. Comrade Yan Song was already over eighty, senile with bad eyesight, 
he could no longer understand official communications, nor write green verses. Several times 
he was harshly berated by the emperor, which resulted in his downfall later. 


When viewed from the angle of political science, Yan Shi Fan was a genius aide but a rather 
clumsy politician. He didn’t understand he needed to suppress and hide his desires. On this 
point, he was far inferior than his father. He escaped and he built a mansion, but regardless of 
all these things Xu Jie never bothered him. Xu Jie was convinced the flaw that he was waiting 
for would eventually be exhibited by the man. 


What made Yan Shi Fan was also what destroyed Yan Shi Fan. That just was his fate. 


A murder case triggered by a brick 


In Xu Jie’s view, it was better to let Yan Shi Fan loose than put him in a cage. If he was let 
fly and venture in the wild, eventually there would be a day that he would bring trouble to 
himself. 


Just as predicted, trouble quickly came to him. But the perpetrator was not Yan Shi Fan, 
rather it was another familiar man, Luo Long Wen. 


As we have introduced before, he was Hu Zong Xian’s townsman. He had done 
undercover work in the effort to put down Xu Hai and had made great contributions. But as 
we have said before, the man was narrow minded, was prone to making troubles, and was not 
much reasonable. After Hu Zong Xian’s downfall, he made the best of the circumstances. No 
one knew what sort of channel he exploited, but somehow he managed to bring himself to 
under the protection of Yan Shi Fan. Unsavory minds thought alike. Soon, the two became 


intimate friends. 


As intimate friends loyal to each other, when Yan Shi Fan was sent to military service, 
Friend Luo went to military service. By the same token, as a loyal friend, if Yan Shi Fan 
became an escapee, then he was also an escapee. But he didn’t escape back to Jiangxi. Rather 
he assessed the situation again and went to his quondam enemies, the Japanese bandits. Now 
not only was he an escapee, he was also a traitor. 


Although he had a job for a living, still, doing robbery was a high risk business and not as 
leisurely as in the capital. After some time, Luo Long Wen became more and more fond of his 
good times in the past and also grew more and more hateful of Zou Ying Long and Xu Jie, 
who brought this hazard to him. He often cried loud: 


“T must take Zou Ying Long and Xu Jie’s heads. That’s the only thing that can relieve the 
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pain in my heart!” 


That was basically a way to win in spirit only. He had neither money nor men. With a 
handful of bandits with him, all he could do was just complain from thousands of lis away. No 
one in the capital could hear him anyway. 


But he could never expect that these words were the beginning that would bring him to his 
demise. 


Soon, Xu Jie, in the capital, heard these words. The naive Luo Long Wen didn’t know that 
as Yan Shi Fan’s key cohort, ever since he escaped to the Japanese bandits, he had been always 
monitored. He was watched when he became a bandit from an escapee. But no one stopped 
him. That’s because Xu Jie thought the man’s action now would be a lethal weapon that could 
be used to kill Yan Shi Fan. 


Once he learned of these words, First Secretary Xu acted immediately. Not only did he 
report what he heard to the emperor and publicized it with great fanfare, he also amassed 
large numbers of Guards in Brocade to protect his and Zou Ying Long’s house. He also made it 
known publically that his personal safety had been greatly threatened. 


When Yan Song was torturing Lan Dao Xing, it was a matter of life and death, but Lord Xu 
was as steady as a mountain. But when one man threatened him thousands of lis away with 


just a few words, he became so excited. Eventually there was one reason, political motivation. 


Only by enlarging the Luo Long Wen matter, could he attract attention. Then he would be 
able to implicate Yan Shi Fan. When Little Brother Luo became a bandit, Big Brother Yan 
surely couldn’t extricate himself from the association. To this cyclops, the Lord Emperor never 
felt a sense of affection. 


Both Yan Shi Fan and Yan Song had been pushed to the corner. Thus far, everything had 
been under Xu Jie’s control. But even he couldn’t have expected that an incidental matter took 
place and it brought the good show to an abrupt early end. 


What triggered the whole thing was just a brick. 


Unlike Luo Long Wen, Yan Shi Fan neither was so despondent, nor did he complain. His 
full attention was to build his new house in Yuanzhou of Jiangxi. Just as Xu Jie had predicted, 
Yan Shi Fan was arrogant. By conventional thinking, as an escapee, one would be content to 
live out his life by having a few chums and erecting a small hut to live. But this fellow dared to 
hire over four thousand men. Not only that, he was afraid it was not well known enough. 
Every day, the beating of drums and gongs started the work of building his mansion! 


Of course Yan Shi Fan could act so boldly because the prefecture magistrate of Yuanzhou 
had been taken care of. And no one bothered him. 
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But unfortunately, in Ming, the hierarchy of officials included not just the prefecture 
magistrate. 


As there were many men at work, naturally they would gather and look for fun. As they 
were bantering, a man walked by and threw couple of more looks at them. By chance these 
men just finished their work and they were looking for trouble. They challenged the passerby. 
As they squabbled, someone was so bored that he threw a brick to the man, who was then 
injured. 

The fellow kept his cool and didn’t become physical (the other side had the numerical 
advantage). He simply came up and sought his justice from their boss and Yan Shi Fan’s 


servant. 


But the servant at the House of Yan was rude and arrogant and didn’t bother to receive 
him. A bystander saw something and felt the man acted unlike a common man, perhaps he 
was an Official. And he reminded the servant to treat the man with courtesy. 


Nonetheless he was a man who had served Yan Shi Fan and he had been in big occasions. 
A doorman of a prime minister would be considered a 7" grade official. The fellow just 
enlarged his eyes and bawled: I have seen so many high ranking officials in the capital, who 


the hell are you, get out of here now! 


Seeing the vicious servant acting like that, the man didn’t utter a word. He covered his 


wound and left in humiliation. 
The self-esteem of the servant was greatly satisfied. The seed of a big trouble was sown. 


The name of the man walking by was Guo Jian Chen. At the time he was a judge in 
Yuanzhou. Just as the servant said, he was not a high level official. But the lackey surely didn’t 
understand some of the basic concepts in officialdom, such as background, backing, and the 
principle that all rise and fall together. 


Guo Jian Chen was a judge and in charge of justice, which was also the job Xu Jie once had. 
Although his prospect was not as good as Xu Jie’s, he had a good friend, whose name was Lin 
Run. 


Having being humiliated and without an outlet for his suffering, he wrote down the insult 
he received and his anger in a letter to Lin Run. 


Whoever else but this man got involved wouldn’t have mattered much. All we can say is 
that Yan Shi Fan was at the end of destiny. 


Lin Run’s courtesy name was Ruo Yu. He was from Putian of Fujian. He was a 
distinguished scholar of year thirty of Civility and Tranquility. Despite the fellow’s low rank 
in seniority, he was rather an exceptional man. He first worked as a county magistrate. For his 
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outstanding work, he was soon promoted and became a censor in Nanjing. 


It must be known it was not easy for someone to advance to a censor from a local position 
in just a few short years. As a censor, he had to often write to the emperor. If he was lucky and 
one of his memorials was liked by the emperor, it would not be impossible for him to get 
promoted through several levels, like what happened to Hu Zong Xian. 


And this Lin Run was an outstanding one among those censors. Not only did he have a 
strong personality, he was also very smart. As soon as he was on the job, he dared to impeach 
his own boss, the left deputy censor general of the Censorial Council, the famous corrupt 
official Yan Mao Qing. He also wrote a flawless memorial so that no one could find fault 
against it. 

Although the impeachment attempt faded without result because of Yan Song’s protection, 
Lin Run’s techniques in castigating and his intelligence very much impressed Yan Shi Fan. 
And he deigned to invite the fellow to dine with him. 


On the table, facing the rich and powerful Yan Shi Fan, Lin Run showed no sign of 
intimidation. On the contrary, he took ownership of the conversation. His repartee impressed 
Yan Shi Fan. Hence after Yan Shi Fan had been always very polite to Lin Run and was afraid 
to offend him. 


But the man Lin Run abhorred the most was no other but the ruinous Yan father and son. 
Upon receiving Guo Jian Chen’s letter, an idea sprout up in his mind, he decided to impeach 
Yan Shi Fan. 


Although previously Zou Ying Long had done once and the emperor also warned that 
whoever again brought this matter up would be executed without question, Lin Run still 
decided to take a chance. 


Unlike Yang Ji Sheng, Lin Run didn’t want to sacrifice himself for the cause. His move was 
risky, but it was made after a careful consideration. Based on what ensued, he very probably 
had a close connection with Xu Jie. Thus the current situation was fully in his grasp. Having 
experienced the previous Luo Long Wen incident, the emperor’s patience was exhausted. 
Another spark would ignite the eruption of the volcano of anger. 


In December of year forty three of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1564), Lin Run officially 
submitted his memorial. Once again, war was on. 


It was a very harsh memorial. In it, Lin Run once again employed his intelligence, not only 
did he accuse Yan Shi Fan colluding with bandits and of ill-attempt, he also exposed the crime, 
escape from military service, that all earthmen knew. 


It had been concealed for two years and all was just for today. 
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After reading the memorial, the emperor was indeed outraged. He again forgot what he 
had said and issued the order to investigate the matter and arrest Yan Shi Fan. 


Unparalleled in the world 


Once receiving the order, Xu Jie wasn’t at all ecstatic, on the contrary, he was very nervous. 
He also immediately sent a secret messenger and demanded to inform Lin Run about this 
order at the first available moment. 


Xu Jie seemed to be too nervous. Once the order was issued, Lin Run surely would know it. 
It would be just one or two days late, what would be the difference? 


But reality showed it was a very wise decision. It was the crucial one or two days that 
changed the progress of the matter. Xu Jie knew very well despite that Lin Run’s harsh 
languages, there was no concrete evidence. The only thing that could prove Yan Shi Fan’s guilt 


was he escaped on his way to military service. 


As soon as the order was made public, then members of the Party of Yan would certainly 
send the information to Yan Shi Fan. As smart as Yan Shi Fan was, he would surely flee at 
once back to Leizhou on military service. If that happened, then Lin Run’s charge became a 
frame and the matter would end without an outcome. 


What would decide the success of the matter was the speed of the transmission of 


information. 


Xu Jie’s prediction was right on the mark. On the day the order was published, Yan Shi 
Fan’s son Yan Shao Ting, a Guard in Brocade, immediately left to send the message. But when 
he breathlessly arrived in Jiangxi, what met him was a ruin. Two days ago, Lin Run had 


toured here and arrested the brick laying Yan Shi Fan. 
Not only that, Censor Lin would do it to the complete. Little Brother Luo Long Wen was 


also arrested. He also submitted a second memorial, which enumerated Yan Shi Fan’s 
wrongdoings. The men, together with the memorial, were all sent to the capital. 


Once again Yan Shi Fan became a prisoner and came back to the capital. This time, 
everyone, including Xu Jie, thought this would be the end of him. 


But once Yan the Young Lord entered the capital, something no one expected happened. 


As soon as Yan Shi Fan and Luo Long Wen arrived in the capital, with much fanfare, they 
shed the shackles and chains and were invited by court officials to a banquet. After they 
feasted they didn’t even enter the prison door and went to stay at a mansion that had been 
prepared for them. 
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In summary, the two fellows were not considered prisoners. On the contrary, they 
appeared much more like superiors who came to inspect work. 


Xu Jie, having witnessed the spectacle, was shocked again. The two prisoners of the state 
dared to be so arrogant but the Court acted like they saw nothing. Everyone was silent. The 
Office of Crime and Prosecution didn’t act. The Ministry of Justice didn’t act, nor did the 
Censorial Council. 


Am I the only one seeing all these?! Xu Jie shivered. He was frightened never like before. 


Yan Song was down and Yan Shi Fan was now a second timer. Events had progressed so 
far but the Party of Yan was still so strong. It was still so boldly and daringly challenging and 
flouting the law! 


Having recovered from the shock, Xu Jie started to think anew. Finally he was convinced 
and certain it was a very powerful force and it was an exceptionally sturdy and tough interest 
group. To destroy it completely, conventional method wouldn't be possible to accomplish it. 


To defeat it, a breakthrough point would have to be found. Yan Shi Fan would be the best 
candidate. If impeachment didn’t work, arrest didn’t work, and even imprisoning him didn’t 
work. Then I have only one option left, kill him. 


I want to let all those who help and follow him know who is the real leader of the Court. I 
want to use the harshest method to tell them, if they ally them with the Party of Yan, they are 
on their way to death! 


When Xu Jie made up his mind, Yan Shi Fan was leisurely drinking with Luo Long Wen. 
But as a co-prisoner, Luo Long Wen didn’t possess the kind of mental strength Yan Song had. 
Although the Party of Yan had a wide network and powerful, he didn’t have to stay in the 
dark prison cell, and he didn’t have to eat leftover meals, still, he was brought here for 
interrogation and trial. If he was presented all those bad things he had done, then he would 
get death penalty. If he wouldn’t be executed right away, he would be executed a little later. 


But Yan Shi Fan smiled and told him: 
“We're going to be fine, don’t worry.” Luo Long Wen exhaled relief. He thought Yan Shi 
Fan had taken care of the judges who would conduct the trial. 


Yan Shi Fan told him that the three senior officials in charge of the case, Minister Huang 
Guang Sheng of Justice, the left censor general of the Censorial Council, and the head of the 
Office of Crime and Prosecution were all not members of the Party of Yan. In addition, they 
had long held grudges against him. They suppressed their grudges because they didn’t have 
the chance yet. When they had the chance, they would sure to try him until he was dead. 


Before Luo Long Wen could digest the horrible news, Yan Shi Fan continued and told 
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something else that left him confounded: 


“T have sent men to spread the news to ask for justice for Yang Ji Sheng and Shen Lian to 
say that thank to us, they died. I am sure these will be soon sent to the ears of the three trial 
officials.” 


Little Brother Luo was now in an extreme fright. He bawled to Yan Shi Fan: 

“Are you mad? Aren’t you putting yourself to death?!” 

“Don’t worry,” Yan Shi Fan was still very calm. “Not only will the charges not bring death 
to us, they will save our lives.” 

He calmly looked at Luo Long Wen, whose face was full of wonderment, and then said: 

“There can be charges that bring death to me, but those are not the things that the three 
bookish judges can conjure up. In this world, there are only two men who can kill me.” 

“One is Lu Bing, but he is dead. Another one is Yang Bo. I just asked around. He got in 
trouble not long ago and now out of power. He no longer has the emperor's ears. He is not to 
be worried.” 

Thus Yan Shi Fan confidently issued his final prophesy: 

“Let the fire burn on the grassland, there will always be the water backed up from the 


1” 


ocean. 


My plan is a perfect plan and it’s not going to fail me. Lu Bing is dead. Yang Bo is out of 
favor. In this world, I have no match. In this world, I am unparalleled in talent! Who can kill 
me? 

Xu Jie can. 


Years ago when Xia Yan was killed, he was just an unpolished deputy minister level 
tactless youngster. He was too green on both power intrigues and political astuteness. But 
after years of bloody fights, he had gotten used to maneuvering all the rules and techniques. 
By now, he had become capable of participating in the deadly race. 


In fact, ever since the day Yan Shi Fan got to the capital, every move of his had been under 
Xu Jie’s close watch. From his lavish feasts to spreading rumors, Xu Jie knew everything. 
Unlike the three trial judges, after a moment of reflection, he understood Yan Shi Fan’s attempt 
and also knew his plan in full. 


This was a duel between the two most intelligent individuals in the years of Civility and 
Tranquility. This duel would decide the winner and loser. 


This is the final test. Having gone through years of tortures and trials, having been to the 
dead ends and then seeing the light at the end of the tunnel, I’m finally here. I have all the 
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advantages. In front of me, there is only one enemy remaining. 


If I kill this man, I will be unbeatable in this world. 


Xu Jie’s justice 
Just as Yan Shi Fan predicted, the three trial judges adopted the opinions of the Street Press 


and charged Yan Shi Fan with killing Yang Ji Sheng and Shen Lian. There was great injustice. 
There was great public outcry. The argument was vehement. 


Once they finished their drafts, as usual, they sent the draft to Xu Jie, the head of the 


Cabinet for review. 


Xu Jie seemed to have waited them for a long time. He received their draft, perused it, 
smiled, and then praised them: 


“You've all done a good job on this case. These are sharp words and the charges are 
explicit.” 

“But I have a question and I'd like to ask you all for answer,” Xu Jie suddenly withdrew his 
smile and in a cold tone said: 

“Do you want to kill Yan Shi Fan or do you want to save him?” 


This was a question that insulted their intelligence. The faces of the judges reddened and 
they shouted: 


“Why are you asking this, surely we want to kill him!” 
Seeing that his comrades got excited, Xu Jie smiled and then laughed out loud: 


“As soon as you submit this memorial, Yan Shi Fan will be a free man. All you have done 
will be in vain.” 

What's that? Everyone was stunned and they were baffled and looked at Xu Jie, waiting for 
his explanation. 


“You don’t know the inside of it. Although the Yang Ji Sheng case has been a public outcry, 
it can never be reported to the emperor. You have to know despite that Yang Ji Sheng was 
persecuted by the Yan father and son, the decree for his beheading was issued by the emperor.” 


“The current emperor is a wise one and pay attention to details. He is never going to admit 
his own fault. If you put this charge in, then aren’t you embarrassing the emperor? If it’s 
shown he had been fooled by others, how is the emperor going to face everyone? Then when 


the emperor is angry, Yan Shi Fan will be naturally declared innocent and he will be released.” 


Xu Jie was right on. That was exactly Yan Shi Fan’s plan. To realize his plan, he first spread 
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rumors that said he was most frightened by Yang Ji Sheng’s case. Then he would lure the three 
judges to include this charge in their report. That’s because he understood very well the 
personality of the emperor. The fellow thought highly of himself and considered he was 
number one in the world. He thought no one could fool him and he also never admitted his 


own mistakes. 


Now you are going to tell him. Brother, you are wrong. Someone else has used your hands 
and wrongfully killed Yang Ji Sheng. You have put your signature on the execution order. You 
are an idiot. You are a sucker. Of course he is going to be mad and deny what you are saying. 
And Comrade Yan Shi Fan will be able to free himself. 


It was an insidious trick, which was to drag the emperor in. It was not something that an 
average person could come up with and could find its use. For example, later in the mob ruled 
world in Shanghai, the number one hooligan Du Yue Sheng had used the same trick. It was 
just when the country was to be liberated. Jiang Jing Guo, at the behest of his father, Jiang Jie 
Shi, went to Shanghai to put the monetary system in order. He hit hard at speculations and 
everything was going on at full swing. Then when it befell on Du Yue Sheng, He was 
relentless and explicitly indicated that Du was the target. 


Du Yue Sheng didn’t argue and obligingly paid the fine. But behind the scenes he had 
others exposed Kong Xiang Xi’s son’s racketeering activities. The matter was brought to Jiang 
Jing Guo: if you don’t punish him, then why do you punish me? 


The spectacular Shanghai’s war on defending the monetary system had to end abruptly. 
The families of Jiang and Kong were akin among themselves. Any matter would be resolved 


among themselves. Hooligan Du was relieved. 


But Yan Shi Fan was not as lucky as Du Yue Sheng. That’s because his enemy was Xu Jie, 
who was surely an able match of his. 


With their heads spinning, the bookmen were dazed. Bewildered, they could only ask Xu 
Jie for advice if such is the case. If you give us an idea and decide on a charge, we’ll have it 
done right away. 


But what Xu Jie did next made them even more surprised. The unfathomable Lord First 
Secretary simply smiled and then pulled out a memorial that had been prepared earlier: 


“T’ve already got it written. You just need to submit it.” 
How come? Are you a prophet? 


With inestimable admiration and regard, the three judges opened the memorial. Wind of 
death blew onto their faces. 


To put it simply, Yan Shi Fan was charged with the following crimes. First, he was Luo 
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Long Wen’s buddy. But then Luo Long Wen colluded with the bandits. So Yan Shi Fan, by 
association, was also colluding with the bandits. They amassed overseas bandits, fraternized 
with foreigners, and planned to flee to Japan. 


Next, he colluded with pirates, trained private forces, and planned revolt. 


Lastly, he seized land to build a house. According to surveys done at the place, it was a 
piece of land where spirits of royalty existed. Yan Shi Fan was monstrously audacious. He 
dared even to erect a building on it. It was truly a hideous crime (back then Hu Wei Yong was 
also charged with the same crime). 


After reading this memorial, even the three bookish judges were certain about Yan Shi 
Fan’s death was a certainty. The two phrases that upset the emperor the most were exactly 
insubordination and colluding with bandits. 


Shivering, the officials stowed away the memorial that would mean death and left. As they 
were leaving, with great awe and admiration in their eyes, they bade farewell to Lord Xu. Xu 
Jie still politely saluted back. He was so calm that it seemed what happened previously had 
not taken place at all. 


In nearly three hundred years of Ming history, this is a scene that touched me the most. 
Every time I read this, I can’t help feeling a chill in my spine. In this plain conversation and 
analysis, despite there were no knives brandished, there hid a sort of wisdom that was even 
more dreadful. 


As the smartest men in the world, both Yan Shi Fan and Xu Jie acutely grasped the key in 
this fight, the emperor. In fact, Yan Shi Fan’s death or freedom was not about if he had 
committed any crimes or the severity of his crimes. Even if he colluded with extraterrestrial 
aliens, not to mention the Japanese, as long as the emperor didn’t permit, then Yan Shi Fan 
wouldn't die. 

There lied the key of the issue. 

Having dealt with the emperor for so many years, Yan Shi Fan knew the emperor better 
than the emperor himself. He knew the emperor was a man very sensitive about his personal 
image. That made him coming up with this idea. If there was no exception, it wouldn’t have 
been a problem to sail through the trouble safely. But unfortunately, he ran into Xu Jie. 

If you parse the conversation described above, you will know that Xu Jie’s astuteness can 
be described in only one word, terrifying. 

He deciphered Yan Shi Fan’s plan, got ready with the memorial ahead of time, and decided 
on the charges. To accomplish these things, he had to understand the three points below. He 
couldn’t miss any one of them: 
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First, he very clearly understood the emperor’s habit. He knew the emperor would die then 
admit a mistake. And he knew what could be said and what couldn’t be said. 


Next, he knew the foolishness of the three judges and their thinking. He also knew ahead 
what sort of charges they would come up with. 


Being able to grasp the minds of the emperor and the officials was already extremely 
difficult. But what we can be certain is on these two points, Yan Shi Fan also had them in his 


hands. That’s because his intrigue was built based on them. 


But it was the ability to grasp the third and the most important point, Yan Shi Fan’s mind, 
that made Xu Jie the final victor. 


Not only did he know what was in the emperor’s mind and the minds of the judges, he also 
knew what was in Yan Shi Fan’s mind. He even knew fully the method Yan Shi Fan employed 
to implement his intrigue. Thinking that he was the top mind in the world, Yan Shi Fan was 
shrewd and cunning. But despite his intrigues, he was always spinning in Xu Jie’s hands. In 
the end, he was counting the money from the sale of himself. 


But, Comrade Yan Shi Fan shouldn’t be blamed. Use a movie line here: it’s not because our 


forces are incapable, it’s all because our enemy is too cunning. 


Being able to accurately measure other people’s thinking, make precise predictions, and the 
unfathomable strategizing is the apogee of intelligence. In my view, it has exceeded the limit of 
human intellectual ability. 


In this fight in the dark, Yan Shi Fan lost. But his loss was worthy of his effort because he 
lost to a man smarter than him. The real victim worthy of pity was the emperor. 


The emperor, who was naturally endowed with talent and intelligence, was egotistic and 
obstinate. He finally paid a price for his obstinacy. He devoted his entire life to intrigues and 
controlling the minds of others. But in the end he became a tool in the fight between two of his 


officials. His temperament and personality were used at will and at ease by the two officials. 
In this way, the operator of puppets ended up a puppet. That was perhaps retribution. 


Finally everyone should be reminded that a specific problem requires specific analysis. In 
the end it was because Comrade Civility and Tranquility was too sensitive about his personal 
image that allowed Xu Jie and Yan Shi Fan to play the emperor like a toy. If it was Zhu Yuan 
Zhang in his place, perhaps not only Yan Shi Fan wouldn’t be able to keep his life, even the 
bookish men who were put to investigate the case wouldn’t be able to escape death. They all 
would have gone to meet the King of Hell hand in hand. Thus one shouldn’t abuse this trick. 
Dogmatism can be fatal. 


Just as Xu Jie predicted, after the memorial was submitted, the emperor was furious. At 
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once he ordered a reexamination and ordered the immediate execution of Yan Shi Fan and Luo 
Long Wen. He was more obedient to Xu Jie than Xu Jie’s son. 


Unlike in many people’s imagination, death penalty was very rigorously applied. Killing 
without due course is just a rumor. Local officials didn’t have the power to kill. The authority 
to review death penalties belonged to the central government, or more precisely, the emperor. 


Every time a list of names on the death row was submitted, the Lord Emperor would 
personally review it. Not all would be killed. Whoever didn’t look pleasing to the eye would 
have his name marked by a checkmark. That meant the end of the man. Everything would be 
settled when the head was chopped off in the autumn execution time. Until then death was 
not real. If you missed the turn this year, then sorry, you have to stay in prison for another 
year, you'll still have your chance. 


As to Yan Shi Fan’s situation, at most he would get an autumn execution. But with 
Comrade Xu Jie’s great help, the emperor took a very unusual special care, an immediate 


execution. 


With Death approaching him, Yan Shi Fan was still in the dark. He knew nothing. He still 
proudly boasted to Luo Long Wen: 

“Many want me killed as a revenge on Yang Ji Sheng. Don’t you know?” 

Luo Long Wen had no stomach for more tumult anymore. He was not assured after all. 
With the fool in front of him, furor was brewing everywhere in his body. But he couldn’t 
suddenly turn against his friend. All he could do was to remain silent. 

Sensing that the joke had gone too far, Yan Shi Fan restored to his normal demeanor. He 
patted his little brother’s shoulder and assured him: 

“Be assured, drink your wine. In no more than ten days, we’re going home. Perhaps my 
father will rise again. Then we’ll finish Xu Jie and Lin Run. We’ll take our revenge!” 

That made Luo Long Wen happy. But when asked about specific questions, Yan Shi Fan 
refused to say anything. It seemed he enjoyed playing the game of fooling others. 

Comrade Yan Shi Fan, if you enjoy playing, then let’s keep playing while you still have the 
strength to play. 

Pretty soon, Yan Shi Fan, full of hopes, got the result he had been expecting, a lot of Guards 


in Brocade showed up and the news of immediate execution. 


If one’s hope is high, one’s disappointment is also high. Yan Shi Fan, who had enjoyed 
good food and lodging, collapsed and became unconscious upon hearing the sudden and 
horrible news. After a successful rescue by dowsing cold water on him, he got his senses back 
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but suffered an enduring aftereffect, uncontrollable tremor. When Daddy Yan sent men to visit 
him and ask him to write his will, he was still trembling and couldn’t write a single world. 


Luo Long Wen was no exception. He trusted his big brother for such a long time but in the 
end he was still wrapped in a hoax. A single word, miserable, wasn’t enough to describe his 
condition. He cried all the times. If he knew he would end up like this, he would rather die in 
the battlefield in the war against the Japanese bandits. At least he would have earned a name 


for himself. 


On April 24 of 1565 of year forty four of Civility and Tranquility’, Yan Shi Fan and Luo 
Long Wen’s identities were confirmed, they were escorted to the execution ground and were 


executed by beheading. 


The scholarly and exceptionally smart, but doer of all evil deeds, and cruel and vicious 
talent thus ended his sinful life. 


An evil-doer by now was finally overwhelmed by his own doings. 


On the day Yan Shi Fan was executed, the people in the capital greeted each other with the 
news. They went in droves to the execution ground. They also carried with them wines, drinks, 
and foods. They cheered, laughed, ate, and drank. It was like a picnic in the park. 


If one’s reputation was this bad, it got to be a hard earned one. 


On this same day, a student at the Imperial College squeezed himself into the crowd and 
occupied the best place to view the execution. In his hands he raised a piece of cloth, on which 
seven words were written in big font: Shen Lian, Document Curator, Guard in Brocade. 


After he saw by his own eyes Yan Shi Fan’s head had been hacked down, he cried loudly. 
He shouted to the sky: 


“Lord Shen, you now can close your eyes!” 


Having said that, he left, while still sobbing. Years ago, when Shen Lian was demoted to 
Baoan for impeaching Yan Song, he had taught the local poor students to read and write, free 
of charge. He did that until he was persecuted to death by the Yan father and son. This man 


was one of the poor students. 
For the arrival of this day, he had waited for too long. But finally he saw justice. 


Xu Jie, in his own way, finally got his justice carried out. It was not an honorable way. It 


was not a virtuous way. It was a treacherous way and it was done shamelessly with intrigues. 


Was Yan Shi Fan’s death an injustice? Yes, a great injustice. 


' The Chinese version says it’s a date in March. The author didn’t convert the day, which is in Chinese. After converting the 
day to modern day calendar, the date is April 24. 
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Luo Long Wen colluded with the bandits simply for a living. He wasn’t Wang Zhi. With 
his limited capability, even if a Chinese traitor was wanted, he wouldn’t be on the list. 


Yan Shi Fan was not even worth arguing. The fellow had embezzled so much, he had 
plenty of money. Back then, Japan was a poor country from top down, poverty and dearth 
ruled the land (no one would be a bandit if he was not poor). Richman Yan was erecting a 
building and could have immersed himself in the enjoyment of all the fancy foods. Was he a 


traitor? You are kidding. Even Lord Heaven wouldn’t believe it. 


As to the charge that he occupied the land of royal spirit, it was an iffy proposition. Back 
then there were no land laws. By Yan Shi Fan’s stature, it was a matter of little significance for 
him to acquire a piece of land. But if you insist that the land was of royal spirit, then no one 
would be able to refute you. On this question, Xu Jie had vowed he had sent people to survey 
it and the existence of royal spirit was indeed confirmed. 


But on this sort of matter, nothing was certain. There was no certifying authority. But Lord 
Xu was in power. If he said it was there, then it had to be there. 


The only charge that was backed by concrete evidence was he sheltered escapees and 
brought out bandits and pirates. But Comrade Yan Shi Fan was not a man into books. He was 
a genuine rascal. His usual associations were with hooligans and rascals. It was his job to 
foster a mob organization. Not only that, he didn’t commit any earth shattering crimes. It was 
also a far stretch to say he plotted revolt. 


The conclusion is: Yan Shi Fan’s death was unjust. 
Then so what? 


Yang Ji Sheng, Shen Lian, and all the men who were harmed by the Party of Yan, every 
single one of them died of injustice. We repeat the old saying: to deal with rascals, one has to 
use the methods of a rascal. 


On this question, I’m going to once again invoke the line said by the nonsensical Stephen 
Chow in his movie The Little Ninth Grade Official, which is more to the point than those self- 
claimed virtuous and honorable men: 


“Tf a bad official is treacherous, then a good official must be more treacherous than the bad 
one!” 

I think this serves as the best explanation. 

The development of events confirmed what was predicted by Xu Jie on the Party of Yan. 
As soon as Yan Shi Fan was dead, the party dispersed like birds flying away. They changed 
their allegiances in droves in the hope that they would be able to remain unscathed. But Xu Jie 
was not a merciful man. In a short one month, he fired and transferred over twenty members 
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of the Party of Yan. His action was swift. The number one party of treacherous men was 
completed uprooted. 


But it wasn’t over yet. There was still one old friend remaining and we need to take care of 
him. 

Yan Song’s home was finally searched. Reality showed that over the years although he 
didn’t do much for the country, he nevertheless did his best to amass money for himself. The 
tally was over thirty thousand taels of gold, three million taels of silver, and countless pieces of 
rare treasures and paintings by famous painters and calligraphers. It took a month to search 
his home. Even the list of items cataloging his properties was compiled into a book and later 
printed and published. The name of the book is The Catalogue of an Ice Mountain of Water from 
the Sky and it became a popular book in the Qing Dynasty. 


Now Yan Song lost all of his hopes. His son was dead. His associates all left him. The 
emperor cared him no more. He finally was at the end of his life. To the busy men who were 
searching his home, amid his dejection, he managed to make another request. 


Yan Song said because he had many servants, he hoped that some money could be left to 
him so that he could use as severance pay. 


Seeing this pitiably old man, a sense of mercy grew in the heart of the official in charge of 


the search. The official forwarded the request to Xu Jie and suggested to meet his request. 
Xu Jie thought for a moment, then made his reply by uttering one word at a time: 
“As I remember, Yang Ji Sheng didn’t have servants in his house.” 


Now it’s your turn to beg for Mercy. Then where was Mercy when Xia Yan was killed? 
Where was Mercy when Yang Ji Sheng and Shen Lian were killed? Not sending a single 
soldier out and allowed the Mongol cavalries to loot and kill outside of the city and do all evils, 
where was Mercy?! 


Yan Song thus exited his house clean. He went back to his home alone. It was once the start 
point of his success. Now it was the end point of his defeat. Rise and fall was just a momentary 
idea. 


Victory came once again. This time, it was a victory with a warranty and true to everyone. 
There would be no sequels. 


It took years of silent refinement and improvement. It took years of restraint. Xu Jie, who 
struggled hard in rage and hatred and intrigues and justice, won. With his intellect and 
stamina, from the Court filled with treacherous men to having all of them bagged, he 
gradually turned his disadvantage back and guided it to the final outcome. Everything took 
place like they had been prearranged and practiced. One by one they were realized. 
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There was one exception. 


In the previous years, Xu Jie had rehearsed countless number of times: after the success of 
counterattack, how to kill Yan Song by a thousand cuts. But when this day finally came, he 
changed his previous plan. 


Seeing the dejected Yan Song leaving, a new idea came up in Xu Jie’s mind. Don’t kill him 
and he can’t be killed. 


Ever since the first year of Civility and Tranquility when Zhang Cong was demoted, in 
over three decades, Xu Jie had changed, from a just and unyielding straight shooting angry 
youth, to a shrewd and calculating politician. But in his personality, there was one thing that 


had never changed, he was vindictive. 


Over the years, his hatred toward Yan Song went deep into the marrows of his bones. Now 
it was time for revenge. To this enemy of many crimes, he decided to use another method to 
carry out his revenge, a more cruel method. 


Deposed from office, properties confiscated, wife dead, and son dead, but those are still not 
enough. Those are still not enough to compensate the innocent victims who were harmed and 
killed, whose families broken up and died. 


I’m not going to kill you, although that’s easy to do. I want you to see the people in your 
family die one after another, just like what Yang Ji Sheng’s wife saw. I want you to see 
everything you have acquired to disappear in front of your eyes, and you can do nothing to 
stop it. 

Live on. Living means suffering. Yan Song, this is what you deserve. 


In April of year forty four of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1565), Yan Song was deprived of 
all personal properties and sent home. No one cared him. Thus the former head of the Court 
changed his profession and became a beggar. He lived on begging on the streets and was 
disdained by everyone. Two years later he died in misery in the wild. He was eighty eight. 


Justice was finally served, in Xu Jie’s way. 
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A Strange Man 


Emergence of another eccentric man 


Yan Song fell and Xu Jie succeeded and became the first secretary. The administrators of 
the Court now had only one man left, in addition to Xu Jie. This man was Yuan Wei, and not 


by coincident, he was Xu Jie’s student. 
Thus came the Xu Jie era. After Yan Song, he became the actual administrator of the empire. 


In fact many people later would ask this question, what’s the difference between Xu Jie and 
Yan Song? Yan Song was corrupt, but Xu Jie wasn’t clean either. Yan Song’s son took bribes 


and Xu Jie’s son seized lands. Yan Song horded power, so did Xu Jie. 
On the surface they seemed to be the same. In actuality they were different. 
In simple words, that is: Yan Song was derelict and Xu Jie did his job. 


If we examine the first secretaries of Ming, we will find these men were mostly not poor 
(no one would believe if they were said to be poor). If they lived only on their salaries, they 
would have been dead long ago. All of them had problems in their finances. There were so- 
called melt-loss, ice-tribute, charcoal-tribute?, and all others. They traveled for thousands of lis 
to take office. They came for money and there was nothing unusual. 


But Xu Jie was a doer. Unlike Yan Song, as soon as he took the job, he hung a plaque in his 
office. It said: restore prestige and force to the emperor, restore government to the ministries, and 
restore public opinions in the form of punishment and reward. He indeed was able to get those 
things done. 


In Yan Song’s era, most of the positions were allotted based on one rule, money. It was 


managed by Yan Shi Fan. Positions were clearly priced. Business was run honestly and there 


* Melt-loss, ice-tribute, and charcoal-tribute were all acceptable forms of corruption in Qing Dynasty. When scrap silver was 
melted to ingots, there were some losses and the losses were made up by levying additional taxes on the tax payers. Ice- 
tribute was paid to senior officials by lower levels when they were supposed to buy ice to help alleviate the summer heat. 
Charcoal-tributes were paid by lower level officials to higher level ones in the name of buying charcoals before winter for use 
in the winter. These were all paid in silver, not the actual material. 
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was no bargaining. Xu Jie abolished all these. Although he also elevated his own men, overall, 
he was able to put people into positions based on their abilities. It was under his efforts that 
men of top calibers like Li Chun Fang, Zhang Ju Zheng, and Yin Zheng Mao were able to fully 
utilize their talents. 


In Yan Song’s era, except a few bold ones, censors no longer dared to offer their opinions. 
Yang Ji Sheng was surely a bright example, but he was a dead man. Thus everyone kept quiet. 
Xu Jie changed all that. He said to the emperor: As a wise ruler, you should listen to your 
officials and subordinates. Even when they are rude and impolite, you should tolerate them. 
This allows more people to contribute their ideas and this allows people to tell truths. 


The emperor heeded his advice. And saliva began to fly again. Even Xu Jie himself couldn’t 
escape unscathed. But at the same time, corruption was exposed and bad policies were 
corrected. Vitality and vigor again returned to the empire. 


Xu Jie was principled. He was different from Yan Song. Yan Song was interested in only 
himself and didn’t care if people suffered. He would abandon all dignities and principles to 
please the emperor. Xu Jie also had done these things. But he did those out of the necessity to 
fight Yan Song. Now it was time to return everything to normal. 


The emperor wanted to build a new palace. Xu Jie told him there were no funds in the 


treasury. 


The emperor wanted to continue to take pills and practice Taoism. Xu Jie told him all those 
pills are fakes. Monks are also untrustworthy. Please, you should just take a break. 


Even when the son of the emperor (the Prince of Jing) died, Xu Jie’s first reaction was not 
mourning. But instead he tactfully indicated: Although I am deeply sorrowful, I’m more 
concerned about the land that was conferred to His Highness. Now he is gone, why don’t you 
issue the order to return the land to the people. The land will be vacant and it’s a waste. 


Seeing that bridges were burned after they were crossed, the emperor wasn’t happy. But he 
couldn’t do anything. He looked at Xu Jie. The man had built a new palace for him, personally 
made pills for him, and had unconditionally obeyed him. Now he found out the mild 
tempered short man was not a sheep, but a wolf in sheep skin. 


The emperor felt he was taken advantage of. But he could do nothing. Yan Song was gone 
and he had to rely on this man to administer the government. He couldn’t even consider a 
refund. He had to let the man do what he wanted to do. 


Absolute power produced not just absolute corruption, but also absolute desire, which was 
also an insatiable desire. That was really the beginning of all disasters. It was the insatiable 
desire of the emperor that enabled Yan Song to stand firm for decades, commit corruptions, 
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and ravage unchecked. Yan Song was a man who catered the desire unconditionally. 


Now Xu Jie appeared. Although he had catered, that was just a camouflage. His true 
identity was a power checker. His ultimate target of his restraint and struggle was not Yan 
Song, but the emperor. 


Many people don’t know in the long history of Ming, Xu Jie was an extremely important 
figure. His importance is beyond many people’s imagination. His greatest achievement was 
not bringing down Yan Song, but the force he represented. 


Since Zhu Yuan Zhang abolished the position of prime minister and as times changed, a 
very unique power structure came to form. The emperor, eunuchs, and officials formed a 
strange iron triangle. Sometimes the emperor relied on eunuchs (e.g. the Martial Father), 
sometimes he relied on his officials (e.g., the Filial Father). 


In politics, the three angles in the iron triangle had another title: monarchical power, 
eunuch power and ministerial power. That was the power structure of the empire. They 
checked and supported each other. Among the three powers, if any two united, they would be 
able to control the entire empire. 


In the past two hundred years, there had been two forms of unions. Emperors had allied 
with eunuchs as well as officials. Regardless of which kind of alliance, the third power was 


always isolated and helpless. 


There was only one combination that had never appeared. In fact no one expected the 
emergence of it. That’s because it was an era when the monarch ruled the world. It seemed it 
would never be realized. 


But it actually became a reality. The creator of the strange alliance was none other than Xu 
Jie. 

Ironically, the first to break the balance of the triangle and created the condition for the 
miracle to happen was the Emperor of Civility and Tranquility. As the smartest emperor in 
Ming history, he possessed talent unmatched by his predecessors. 


Relying on his exceptional intellect and shrewdness, at the age of sixteen he was able to get 
rid of the seasoned official Yang Ting He, who had served three emperors. Then he removed 
Zhang Cong, Guo Xun and Xia Yan. While hitting his officials, he also targeted eunuchs and 
suppressed them severely. Countless number of youth who got themselves castrated in order 
to devote their lives to this glorious career and contribute to the country had to work at jobs 
like washing chamber pots and emptying trash. Looking at the entire Ming, in over forty years 
of the rule of Civility and Tranquility, there had not been a famous eunuch, which had never 
happened before and after. 
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He neither wanted to ally with anyone nor trusted anyone. He believed by relying himself 
he would be able to control the entire empire. All he needed was just a few puppets. 


Everything had been so successful. The empire was totally in his control, until he ran into 
Yan Song and Xu Jie. 


After twenty years of probe, Yan Song got a full understanding of his temperament and 
personality and was also able to influence and use him in some degree. 


And Xu Jie went even further. After crushing Yan Song, he became a man able to counter 
balance the emperor. The emperor wanted to build a house, but he said no and the house was 
not built. He said the land of the emperor’s son should be given away, so it was given away. 
This was a turning point that didn’t attract much attention but it was an important turing 
point. It meant the emergence of a powerful force, which was so powerful that it exceeded the 
supreme imperial power. 


That was the true meaning represented by Xu Jie. It was not just an individual but 
ministerial power. It was the force of the entire civilian official bloc. 


Back then Zhu Yuan Zhang abolished the position of prime minister because he wanted to 
seize all the power. Now this emperor wanted to do the same. They all believed they didn’t 
need any help. They thought by just relying on their own talent and ability they would be able 
to break the balance of power and manipulate everything. But reality showed they were all 


wrong. 


Regardless how powerful one may be, he won’t be able to resist the laws of social changes. 


It’s like a spring, the more pressure it receives, the more powerful it will bounce back. 


As a super bigshot, Zhu Yuan Zhang carried out to the end of working as a model worker. 
He worked as an emperor and a prime minister. Eventually he pressed the spring to the last 
moment of his life. Emperor Civility and Tranquility wasn’t that lucky. Comparing to the Old 
Zhu, he was far off. Before he became an immortal, he felt that strong rebounding force. His 
desires were suppressed and his powers would be taken away. 

All those who dare to challenge laws will be punished by the same laws. No one can be an 
exception. 

When over thirty years ago the emperor wrote the words “Xu Jie is a despicable man, never 
use him” on a column, he would never have expected the despicable man would become a 
strong man. He and the force he represented would overwhelm all the powers in the world, 
including the emperor. 


A great transformation had dawned. The era of emperors would end and the era of famous 
officials would arrive. They would become emperors, who were supreme and they would 
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become the real rulers of the empire. 


But Xu Jie was just the constructor and creator of all these. The one who would realize it 


and made lasting contributions was still quietly waiting. 


In summary, good times for the emperor were gone and would never come back. 
Regardless what he wanted to do, Xu Jie would always interfere and say a few words. He had 
to listen. Because the fellow was not only shrewd, he also had his students and old 
subordinates throughout the Court. He enjoyed exceptionally high reputation and 
commanded many. If he was offended, the emperor might end up a commander of one. 


Let it be so. No matter what, I’m not able to handle him. If I don’t see things I won’t be 
troubled. I should devote my full attention to practicing Taoism and making pills. The right 
job for me is to try to live couple of years longer. 


In this way Xu Jie took over almost all the administration of the empire. He worked hard 
and worked day and night. Under his excellent leadership, the income for the treasury began 
to increase. The military, which had long been on a decline, started to become stronger again. 
Industry and commerce in Jiangsu and Zhejiang areas grew significantly. The so-called 
burgeoning capitalism that flourished in the era of Ten Thousand Seasons was actually 


originated here. 


You try to become an immortal and I do my job. We don’t bother each other. History has 
showed as long as Chinese people don’t fight among ourselves, everything is easy to do. In 
quietness and silence, Ming once again was on the right track. 


Xu Jie could now really exhale relief. After years of struggle, finally he could settle down. 
But Lord Heaven was not used to being bored. In less than one year after the collapse of the 
Party of Yan, He sent a strange man down and broke the momentary tranquility. 


But don’t be confused. The so-called strange man was not a man like Yan Shi Fan, who 
prided his own talent. Rather he was a strange man and a strange little guy. 


In February of year forty five of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1566), the emperor received a 
memorial. Ever since Xu Jie opened up and allowed freedom of speech, the memorials he 
received were far more than before. Among them, there were complaints about injustice and 
unfair treatment, there were flatteries, and there were mutual attacks. There was only one 
subject that no one touched, on his practice of Taoism. 


Sure, although Comrade Civility and Tranquility had become old and could no longer do 
whatever he wanted, he had his bottom line: You do what you do and I do what I do. You run 
the country and I practice alchemy and Tao. We don’t bother each other. You do whatever you 
want as long as you don’t bother me. Iam a man sensitive about my public image. I’ll take the 
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life of whoever dares to tear my face! 


Everyone knew that area was a tiger’s butt and no one touched it. Even when Xu Jie 
wanted to advice, he had to take big detours before he could open his mouth. The subject had 
always remained blank. 


But the emergence of the memorial completely filled in the blank. It also successfully 
brought anger index of Comrade Civility and Tranquility to a new high. 

A unique essay should be enjoyed by all, the following are some excerpts: 

“Your Majesty practices alchemy and Tao for the sole purpose of living forever. But have 
you heard any sage or the wise promoting this sort of thing? Has every single Taoist monk 


died? Previously there was Tao Zhong Wen. Didn’t you believe him? Did he teach you the art 
of living indefinitely? Isn’t he dead?” 


That was to imprecate against practicing Tao. There were more: 


“Your Majesty, don’t you always think you can never make mistakes? But that’s because 
your officials always flatter and toady you. They just want to please you. Don’t believe them 


when people say you are not wrong. You have made innumerable mistakes!” 
Concrete examples, let’s continue: 


“You indulge in luxury and leisure. You launch large building projects and waste resources. 
For over twenty years you neither hold courts nor work (to be fair, he didn’t hold courts but he 


{7 


worked), which result in the slack of government, laws unenforced, and people’s lives suffer 
Those were about public life, there was also private life: 


“You believe in calumnious flatteries and refuse to see your son (based on Tao Zhong 
Wen’s theory that ‘two dragons are not supposed to be together’). You exercise no paternal 
love to your son. Every day you stay in the West Garden to do Taoism and alchemy. You don’t 
come to the inner palace to fulfil your matrimonial duties (really odd, what the hell does that 


have anything to do with you). What you are doing is wrong.” 


In addition, in the writing, there are two sentences worthy of special note. They should be 
considered famous phrases of the ages so they should be revisited here: 


First, Civility means family and Tranquility means untainted. Civility and Tranquility 


means every family is untainted. 
Second, the people of the world have not respected you for a long time. 


We don’t need to reinterpret this. In plain words it says: under your leadership people 


have become paupers and they don’t give a damn to you anymore. 


Overall, the treatise was written with main ideas well organized and explicitly stated. It 
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contained both theories and actual examples. And it addressed both work and life in all 
aspects. It showed writing skills as superb as those of the saints and made people look up in 
admiration like looking up a high mountain. 


The author of the treatise was our great Comrade Hai Rui. He was then a manager, a 
director level position, at the Ministry of Revenue and Population. The title of the essay was A 
Memorandum on Government and Stability. It was also known as world’s number one memorial 
of candid advice. Of course, there were also a few intellect challenged who said it was the 
world’s number one essay of berating. 


A scholar has once said, it’s not hard to berate others but it’s hard to berate well. It is super 
hard for one to be able to publish books that berate and make the books sell well. Throughout 
the entire China in recent one hundred years, there have been only two people who achieved 
to this level. One was Lu Xun and the other is Li Ao. 


In my opinion, if we extend the timespan to four hundred years, then Mister Hai Rui for 
sure would be admitted to this honor roll. 


The emperor was indignant. Ever since his birth he had not been so indignant. I’ve been an 
emperor for over forty years. I have exhausted my wisdom and intellect to get my officials 
under control. This has not been easy for me. I don’t have bad habits. The only hobby I have is 
Taoism and alchemy. You are ticked, how come? 


You fault me on my work. The only thing you see is in recent twenty years during the day I 
don’t come to the Court and only do Tao. Then don’t you know in every night when you are 
sleeping, I work overtime at the West Garden to review and approve memorials. Otherwise 
who do you think is deciding the major issues of the state? 


Then on the matter of seeing my son and matrimonial life, you are not my foster dad, what 
do these things have anything to do with you? 


To the emperor, it was not just a memorial. It was a challenge and a brazen provocation. He 
threw the memorial to the floor and bawled out: 


“Have him arrested right away. Don’t let him escape!” 


He obviously said that without giving it much thought. You have a man that you want to 
arrest. Unless he goes abroad, where can he go? 


Just when the Lord Emperor was about to act, at this critical juncture, a benevolent man 
emerged. 


The name of the man was Huang Jin and he was the emperor’s attending eunuch. He was a 
very clever man. With just a few words, he put out the raging conflagration in the heart of the 
Lord Emperor. 
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“T’ve heard the man is a bit maniac. Prior to this he had bought a coffin for himself. So 
perhaps he is not going to escape.” 


Huang Jin was dead correct. Mister Hai Rui had already bathed himself, changed clothes, 
and sat erect by his own coffin. He was just waiting for the knife. 


He never wanted to flee. If he did, then he wouldn’t have been Hai Rui. 


Above is the blue sky 


Asa history figure of high notoriety, Mister Hai Rui enjoyed a very unusual honorable title, 
the top honest official of Ming. 


But in my opinion, another title is more appropriate for him, the top eccentric man of Ming. 


In Ming where test scores decided everything, if one wanted to succeed and make a name 
and let history remember him, usually he had to have some capital. If he was not exceptionally 
smart (like Zhang Ju Zheng), then he had to be very lucky (Zhang Cong). Besides those two, 
there was no other alternative. 


But Hai Rui was perhaps the only exception. He was not smart. He wasn’t even a 
distinguished scholar, nor was he lucky. At every job he was always punished to the extreme 
by his superiors. But eventually he rose to the ministry level and managed to become a 


legendary figure admired by millions. 


In year nine of Just Virtue (AD 1514), Hai Rui was born into an aristocratic family in 
Qiongshan of Hainan. By any measure the fellow was a well born. Several of his uncles were 
either distinguished scholars or recommended men and they all did well. But his father was 
rather one not so bright. To his death all he managed to become was an outstanding talent. He 
also died early. 


When his father died, Hai Rui was only four. There was no one else in the family. For 
survival he had only his mother with him. 


Although there was no explicit record in history records, based on the analysis of available 
records, Hai Rui’s uncles were not so kind. When there were men in office in the family, Hai 
Rui reaped no benefit at all. His childhood life was harsh and impoverished, so much so that 
his mother had to do needlework every day as a supplement. 


Obviously in the Hai clan, the Hai Rui household was of low status. Everyone was dead 
sure the mother and her son wouldn’t be able to achieve anything notable. Reality seemed to 
believe so as well. During his childhood, Student Hai Rui could write neither poetry nor 
essays. There was nothing to indicate he was a child prodigy. Based on that performance, the 
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most he would be able to manage to do was an outstanding talent. 


Although the family circumstance was not that rosy, Hai Rui’s mother firmly believed in 
one thing: she would be thrift on anything but education and she would suffer everything but 
letting her son suffer. Regardless how impoverished the family was she always ensured Hai 
Rui was well fed. She also constantly urged him to study hard. 


That was Hai Rui’s childhood. Every day he either spent at school or with her mother. No 
one played with him. Of course Student Hai Rui didn’t care. His only goal was to study hard 
and keep improving himself. 


Many history records savored this part of Hai Rui’s history. They either praised him for his 
hard study or his mother for her way of raising her child. But in my opinion, all those are 
nonsense. In this way, a good child had been ruined. 


Isolated and eccentric, he played with no one. Every day he read only those old doodads of 
a thousand years. In addition, he didn’t possess a smart brain. As his scholarship advanced, 
Hai Rui’s personality slipped to a dangerous extreme. He became an extremist. From now on, 
in his world, there was only right and wrong and black and white. There was no third 


alternative. 


In addition, the harsh life he lived through in his childhood cultured his tenacious 
personality, as well as the spirit that he would never easily give up. But along with it there was 
also a side-effect. Although later in his life he weathered numerous storms and met many, he 
always trusted only one and no other person, his mother. 


In the years of hardship, it was his mother who was with him, raised him, and inculcated 
him. Thus despite later he had had wives and children, they were all just passersby in his life. 
To put it cruelly, he never cared about them. 


Eccentric and extreme, Hai Rui grew up. He studied hard and hoped one day he would 
have his name on the list of those passed the tests. At least he hoped to exceed his father. 


But his intellectual capacity was really limited. With his ability like that, he tried and failed. 
He tried into his twenties but still he couldn’t even become an outstanding talent. He couldn’t 


complain about it, everyone was different. 


But Mister Hai Rui was tenacious. He would be idle if not doing test anyway. He kept 
trying! Just like that he labored. Finally at twenty eight, he proudly passed the county exam 
and became a college student. 


It’s rather embarrassing to mention that comparing to the prior Yang Ting He and Xu Jie, 
Mister Hai Rui’s accomplishment was just too inferior. Those men by his age had been already 
in the Imperial Academy copying documents for a few years. Based on the current result, it 
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would be a miracle if Hai Rui could manage to become a county magistrate down the road. 
Only a ghost would believe if one said he would become a minister. 


Of course Hai Rui himself also didn’t have any illusion. For him, the greatest goal was to 


become a recommended man. 


Then just keep trying. Just like before, he still kept failing. Until when he was thirty six, 
finally there was light at the end of the tunnel. He became a proud recommended man. 


What ensued was naturally continuing the success. Go to the capital, Student Hai Rui, try 
hard, and work hard! 


He went to the capital, took the test, failed, and came home. He went to the capital again, 
retook the test, failed again, and came home again. 


In a blink of eyes, six years passed. 


He had tried and he tried hard. He knew himself the best about his ability. No more tries. 
He had nothing else to say. So he reported to the Ministry of Personnel. 


Previously we had mentioned that in Ming, recommended men were eligible for office. But 
one had to wait. When there were too many died in office and there were many vacancies, 
opportunities would come. But many recommended men would rather keep trying and keep 
failing with beard growing long than reporting to the Ministry of Personnel. With office 
available, one would refuse to take. It was not because he ate too much. We have to recognize 
that they had their own unutterable difficulties. 


First, one had to wait for a position to become available, which would take from several 
years to decades, all depended on one’s luck and one’s life expectancy. If there was an 
appointment and it was also the time of your funeral, then you couldn’t be said as having a 
bad luck. 


Second, the positions were not good. All the positions allotted to recommended men were 
low level profitless sinecures, the kind like chief clerk, historian, and professorship (secondary 
9 grade, not the modern professorship). At most the grade was 8" or 9. If one could manage 
to rise to a 7™ grade county magistrate, it meant fire had erupted out of his ancestral tomb and 
he surely had to go back to pay a visit. 


Next, one had to face selection. Don’t think that because the position is low and your talent 
has been wasted. Even if you wanted it, you might not get it! You had to go to the Ministry of 
Personnel to have a face to face interview. Everyone had to line up and form a column and let 
the examiner pick you. There was nothing to examine about one’s scholarship, there was no 
time for that. Here it was all about selecting by one’s look. Those who looked like ill-grown 
melons were simply disqualified on the spot. By the way, there was a national standard on 
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look-based examination. Those whose face shaped like a square were the best. Those featured 
wide faces were next. Those that looked like monkeys were sent home to raise sweet potatoes. 


Lastly, the position was a thankless job. In Ming, attention was given to one’s education. 
Being a distinguished scholar meant qualification. Being a plebeian meritorious was 
considered elite. A recommended man was naturally not just an inferior product, but garbage. 


A Ming aristocrat had once summarized that if one’s education was a distinguished scholar, 
then his achievements would be recorded and he would be backed if he was in trouble. He 
would start at grade seven. After decades, even if he had been through all natural disasters 
like drought and flood, he would be able to rise to secondary fifth grade, equivalent to present 
day deputy departmental head kind of position. 


But if one was a recommended man, achievements were always others’. Blames would 
always be borne by himself. Even if you didn’t make trouble, your superior would also trouble 
you. You started at ninth grade. Even if every year was a peaceful year of good harvest, if you 
could manage to retire as a seventh grade, you would be thought as fortune was with you. 


That was the circumstance Hai Rui was in. But he was lucky. He had to wait only five years 
when a position arrived. It was the commissioner of education in Nanping of Fujian. 


The commissioner of education was an official in the education system. Plainly speaking, 
he was the head of the Department of Education in Nanping, Fujian. On this note, it seemed 
that Hai Rui had a rather good position. 


If one thought that way, then he would be wrong. Back then, the education system was not 
lucrative at all. There was no expanded recruitment. There was also no school selection fee. No 
need to mention buying text books. There were only that many books in Four Books and Five 
Classics. Test preparation books, simulated tests, and intensive test sheets could be used as 
toilet papers. The so-called specially designated colleges, high schools, elementary schools, 


and kindergartens meant absolutely nothing. 


And the superior of the head of a county’s education department was the professor at the 
prefecture’s education department. As we have said previously, a professor was at secondary 
ninth grade. So the head of the county’s Department of Education was ranked lower than 
professor. Then how was he ranked? You don’t need to worry about this. The Court already 
had an idea. There was a common way to address this sort of positions. They were called 


“unranked”. 


It meant you were considered a civil servant but there was no rank for you in the ranking 
system. Don’t be discontent and don’t complain, after all, the Court is still paying you every 


month. 
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Hai Rui took his aged mother, went to Nanping, and became an unranked official. He was 


forty one. 


Being over forty, he was already over the puberty period as an official in the officialdom. 
Even if he wanted to start a rebellion he would be past his golden age. But Hai Rui was full of 
spirits and ambitions. He was ready to act. In other words, he was full of combat strength. He 


wanted to make something out of the unranked position. 


A county school was a place of learning. As long as one was able to pass the exams and 
become a recommended man, it would really not matter how long one was in class or if one 
went to class at all. Students had always been allowed to come and go at will. But now things 


were different. Now Hai Rui came, no one would be allowed to leave. 


He standardized attendance. He specified anyone who would miss class would have to ask 
for permission first. Anyone who dared to be absent would be severely punished. He did what 
he said. Every day he was the first one there and the last one left. Not a single one was allowed 
to be absent. 


Now students were in a bad situation. Before, truancy was commonplace. Now, everything 
was under strict control. It didn’t help that the Lord Commissioner always had a face like he 
was owed money. Thus not long after, Mr. Hai Rui received the first nickname of his life, the 
King of Hell. 


Tough and miserable aside, students also quickly discovered that the King of Hell was 
good at one thing, he never accepted gifts. 


The gifts were the things the parents of the students gave to the teacher. They didn’t have 
to be money. Groceries like meat and seafood were all in the mix. Honestly speaking, no one 
enjoyed giving these things. But if one didn’t give, then he wouldn’t be able to make certain 
that the teacher would not pay special attention to his child, who would be ignored, punished 
to do chores, or sent to sit in the back. All those sort of things were handily available for the 
teacher to use. 


But the King of Hell refused to accept. Not only did he refuse to accept gifts, he also didn’t 
harass his students. He treated everyone fairly. Although he was very strict, he never 
punished students based on his personal preference. Students were afraid of him but also 


respected him very much. 


On the whole, the position was very much suitable for Hai Rui. His temper was not 
something that could be withstood by any superior. By being a little education commissioner, 
there were not much social activities required. It was just the kind of job that satisfied him and 


was appropriate for him. 
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But for a man in it, sooner or later he had to meet his superiors. Those who should come 
would come. 


One day, the magistrate of the prefecture of Yanping came down to Nanping for an 
inspection. As usual, he came to take a look at the school. Hai Rui brought out his aides and 
students to welcome him. Once the magistrate arrived, the two aides immediately knelt down 
to salute. But Comrade Magistrate was not pleased, because Hai Rui didn’t kneel down. 


Not only did he not kneel, he also stared straight at his superior without even blinking his 
eyes. 


The prefecture magistrate was a fifth grade and Hai Rui was not ranked. The unranked 
contested a fifth grade. The contrast was just too great. The magistrate just couldn’t accept that 
but in front of so many eyes, it would be unbecoming for him to show his temper. The Lord 
Magistrate left in a sour mood, but not before uttering such grumbling: 


“From where did the penholder come?” 


With two men on either side of him down, Hai Rui, in the middle, stood erect, indeed like a 
penholder. It was indeed a fitting remark. 


Although he was not loud, every one heard it. Because the analogy was so picturesque, so 
afterward, Mr. Hai Rui gained his second nickname, Penholder. The two names were not in 
any particular order and could be used in anyway anyone liked. 


Everyone was nervous. But Hai Rui acted like nothing had happened. He also found his 
theoretical support. An official in charge of education wasn’t supposed to kneel down and that 
was the rule specified by the wise and saintly (it had to be yet researched which wise and 


saintly). I obey the words of the wise and saintly, what have I done wrong? 


The Lord Magistrate was not amused but what didn’t amuse him even more was yet to 
come. Soon later, a circuit censor came to visit. As we have said previously, despite being a 
sixth or seventh grade, a circuit censor was of great influence and would be able to meddle 
with the authorities of an imperial inspector or a governor, not to mention a little prefecture 
magistrate. 


In fear and trepidation, the prefecture magistrate carefully and diligently tended the Lord 
Censor, whose hands on his full belly, belched and said: let’s go down and take a look. 


When he went down, he went to Nanping. When the news came, even the county 
magistrate became nervous. A censor was an official from the central government and his 
words could take someone’s life away. Far ahead of time, he took the officials of the entire 
county to the gate to welcome the Lord Censor. 


The censor came. The county magistrate issued his order. Everyone obeyed. In unison and 
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perfect movement, everyone knelt down, except Hai Rui. 


Now the county magistrate was in big trouble. Last time it involved just three men. If you 
acted like a penholder, so be it. Now we have hundreds here, everyone is down but you 


remain standing like a crane. Do you want to kill me? 


The Lord Censor was also stunned. He thought there shouldn’t be anyone ranked higher 
than him in the County of Nanping. There also didn’t seem any retired senior officials here. 
Who the hell is this fellow here? 


Once he learned the details, his temper erupted. But he had to suppress his temper in front 
of so many people. So he pretended he didn’t see it. He took a casual tour and left without 


even eating. 


The county magistrate wept the cold sweat and then went to settle the score with Hai Rui. 
He scolded him for purposefully making the trouble. But Comrade Hai Rui, showing no color 
on his face and no irregular breathing, listened without retorting back. Once the Lord 
Magistrate got tired and finished, he saluted and went home for dinner. 


Being able to deal with both the hard and easy, he desired neither promotion nor wealth, 
what could you do to him? 


All streams go to the ocean. Something is capacious for its capacity. A cliff can stand a 


thousand feet and a man devoid of desire is strong. 
Because he was devoid of desire, thus he was strong. 


Hai Rui indeed had no desire. The only thing that motivated him was his work. In his mind, 
if he got paid by the government, he had to work for the government. Seeking promotion and 
wealth had nothing to do with him. 


It would be like a fairy tale for this sort of man to get promoted. But Lord Heaven liked to 
tease people. The man who sought no promotions at all got promoted and it was a promotion 
that broke the usual rule through the ranks. 

In year thirty seven of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1558), Hai Rui was surprised to receive 
a communication from the Ministry of Personnel. He had been appointed as the county 


magistrate of Chunan of Zhejiang. 


It was something that bewildered people. Prior to that, Hai Rui was just a little official not 
even in the ranks. It would be hard to even find his name in the list of names of officials. Now 


he managed to rise through six grades and became a seventh grade county magistrate! 


Countless number of recommended men assiduously worked through the system by 
flattering and bribing. They persisted for decades every day. All they wanted was really 
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nothing but becoming a county magistrate, upon which they would be able to retire. Hai Rui 
was on his job for only four years. Not to mention gifts, he didn’t even give a house fly. His 
superiors resented him. Such a little guy, how did he manage to rise? 


The reason was multifaceted. It was said that the education administrator of Fujian was 
fond of Hai Rui and strongly recommended him to his superiors. But more importantly, as a 
commissioner of education, he worked diligently and did an excellent job. That was more than 
sufficient to prove his ability. The empire surely needed bootlickers but those men were for 
amusement purpose only. When there was work to do, able men were still needed. 


On this question, all the bigshots in the Court understood. 
With this letter of appointment, Hai Rui left Fujian and went to Chunan. In there, he would 


start a new legend. 


The end of unwritten rules 


At the gate of the city, Hai Rui met the major officials of the city that came to welcome him. 
They included the assistant to the county magistrate, the chief clerk, the county historian, and 
of course, the commissioner of education. Everyone smiled to him just like they were meeting 
a relative they hadn’t seen for a long time. They also beat their chests and stumped their feet in 
expressing regrets that Magistrate Hai had not come sooner. 


It’s hard to speculate what were in the minds of these fellows. But one thing was certain. If 
they knew what was about to happen, they would surely regret why didn’t they petition the 


Court earlier to get the man out of here sooner. 


Just as the saying says, a new comer meant a new start. Magistrate Hai was of no exception. 
As soon as he was there, he immediately announced that from now on, all the bad rules in all 
county government offices would be abolished. Everyone had to be keenly aware of the 
change, be determined, and obey without reservation. 


The bad rules were gray income, which had a glorified name, unplanned income. It had a 
long history. There were two methods that had been most frequently used. One was the 
melting discount on silver. Another was pile atop and kick it up. We have described them 
previously so we don’t need to say more here. But as time progressed, bad rules also evolved 
into new forms. When it was Hai Rui’s time, it had become a complete system that fooled the 
Court above, fleeced the people below, of flexible implementation, and of various forms. 


We have already said that the salaries of Ming officials were very low. Although a salary 
was sufficient to maintain a living, one worked hard to earn a position was not out to just earn 
a living. In Ming, an official had to have a palanquin to go out and had servants at home. 
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Perhaps one had to also acquire a few wives. Then suddenly if you ask him to practice 
frugality, you really mean to kill him. 


Hai Rui meant to kill them. 


Lord Hai issued his new rules. Melting discount would not be collected and additional 
grain wouldn’t be collected. Overall, except the salaries from the government, all extra 
incomes were forbidden. 


Initially no one took it seriously. Similar slogans have been shouted many times before. So 
if we don’t collect, then aren’t you going to collect? They were convinced after the newcomer’s 
new start was over, Magistrate Hai would come back to his senses. 


But as days went by, Mr. Hai Rui didn’t show any sign that things would be restored. He 
never let up and he was indeed able to carry it out. He never took a palanquin. He walked to 
work. He never collected melting discount. He dined on vegetables and tofu. He wore rags in 
office and at home. 


We are finished. This guy is for real. He has a torch in his hand and he also has an oil tank. 
He is going to burn you and me with a raging fire. 


We have to fight back. We must stop the unhealthy trend in its infancy! 


Soon, a never before seen scenario appeared in the county government of Chunan. The 
assistant to the county magistrate took a leave, the chief clerk took leave, the historian took 
leave, and even the sheriff also took leave. In summary, everyone went on strike, the county 
government was paralyzed. 


That was the so-called non-violet civil disobedience. If you don’t come to the rules, then 
we'll see if you will be able to make it spin. 


They took their tea and raised their legs and readied themselves to watch a good show. But 
in the end they witnessed the happening of a miracle. 


No aide, not a problem, I’ll make decision on my own. No clerk, not a problem, I'll write 
the document myself. No police, not a problem, all I have to do is another round of walk. I'll 
take it as on patrol. No assistance in trying cases, no problem, I'll do my own investigation, I'll 
conduct trials myself, and I'll issue verdicts on my own! What if there is no one available to do 
the beating after a verdict is given, not a problem, I still have a few old servants, in some way 
they can be used. 

Magistrate Hai’s private life also opened their eyes. Ever since he moved into the county 
government, Comrade Hai Rui mobilized his family. Every day his wife was in the kitchen 
doing the cooking, which meant the money for hiring a chef was saved. Every day an old 
servant went to get firewood, which saved money for firewood. Nor was Hai Rui idle. At 
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spare time after work, he worked in a small vegetable plot at his backyard. He watered and 
fertilized the vegetables, which also saved money for groceries. 


Even living in such frugality, Magistrate Hai still led a hard life. Everyone in the family 
wore rags and looked haggard. He looked more like a beggar. If one said he was the Lord 
Magistrate, even the gang leader of beggars wouldn’t believe. 


The situation was just like that. Seeing Brother Hai came to the office to work on cases and 
went to home planting vegetables, everyone became more and more nervous. The lord seemed 
to be in for the long haul. Reluctantly, they had to go back to their work. Gray income was of 


little significance. If one was fired by the government, then one had to live on eating wind. 


One after another they went back to their positions and continued their work. They had to 
do their jobs. In other words, are you going to revolt? 


As time went by, people became used to the hardship. Their respect to Lord Hai also 
gradually came continuously like the waves one after another. They discovered Magistrate Hai 
was a man of all-around talent. Not only was he strict on his subordinates, harsh on himself, 
and even to his superiors, he treated them the same way. 


In Ming, local officials had melting discount as income and were able to collect taxes, thus 
those were more lucrative positions. But on the contrary, officials in the capital earned far less. 
All they could do was to wait for their subordinates from the locals to visit the capital. Only 
then could they amass some gains for themselves free of concerns. Every time when local 
officials reported to the capital, they had to bring a lot of money for such uses. 


Although Chunan was poor and tight on money, the expenditure meant life and death. It 
wasn’t something to be spared. Every previous county magistrate had to spend almost a 
thousand taels when then went to the capital and they were considered comparatively frugal. 


Hai Rui also went to the capital. Once he came back, he presented his expenses to the 
county government for reimbursement. When the accountant saw the number, he was 
dumbfounded. It was unprecedented and singularly unique. It was fifty five taels. 


The number included the expenses for the round trip, transportation, lodging, dining, 


socializing, and all other possible expenses. It was a number that set a record. 


How was the record set? Let me tell you. On the road, if walk was permissible, no carriage 
was hired. He carried some flat bread with him. If he could get by with the bread, he would 
absolutely not eat in a restaurant. If there was a relay station available he would stay in the 
relay station (there was no charge with a letter of reference from the county government). If 
there was no relay station nearby, he wouldn’t stay in a private inn. He would get by by 
sleeping on a haystack. 
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Once he was in the capital, he would not socialize if he could avoid. If he had to eat out, he 
would randomly find a noodle stall or ramshackle place. You must be able to dismiss your 
guest’s feelings, even if your guest’s face is as red as pig liver. You need to increase your 
appetite by association. You eat while looking at your guest’s face, which may look just like a 
dish. You try to eat more so that the food will sustain you on the way back and at the same 
time you can save the expense for the next meal. 


Unfortunately, even if you are able to do all those things, you may still not be able to break 
the record. That’s because Mr. Hai Rui was a thin man, an extra thin man (there’s his portrait 
as reference). Not only did he eat less, his attires also used less cloth. It will be extremely 
difficult if one wanted to outdo him. 


Comparing to offending the officials at the capital, prior offenses of his subordinates was 
just a trivial matter. But comparing to the two big guys he offended, the little guys he offended 
when he was in the capital were just too insignificant to mention. It was from here a little guy 
became a big guy and became famous across the land from an unknown little figure. 


The first big guy was Hu Zong Xian. By now he had become the number one figure in the 
southeast. Actually it was ironic. By Hai Rui’s statue and rank, even if he just wanted to meet 
Governor Hu, he had to wait at least half a month, and he had to prepare a lot of red packets 


for many doormen, not to mention offending him. 


But a little guy had a little guy’s way. Brother Hai Rui not only made Hu Zong Xian firmly 
memorize his name, he didn’t even spend a penny. He also managed to earn several thousand 
taels of silver from Governor Hu. 


In the end, the blame would have to be placed on Hu Zong Xian for failing to rein in his 
relatives. Although he was greedy and corrupt, he nonetheless didn’t have to deal with people 
at Hai Rui’s level. But his son didn’t have the acumen he had. 


The Lord Son Hu had a habit, travelling. Of course when he travelled he didn’t spend his 
own money. No matter what, his Lord Father was the governor. Wherever he went he ate and 
took and made some pocket money. Not only that, he also liked to repeatedly tour the same 
area. He repeated the same route and repeatedly took the same money. 


Despite that, many prefecture and county magistrates looked forward to his visit. After all, 
he was the son of the governor. It would be nice if he would say a few good words. They 
didn’t have to pay for his receptions anyway, so why not. 


But Hai Rui didn’t like that. In his mind, government’s money was still money and 
shouldn’t be spent frivolously. He couldn’t care less about his travels. But care or not, like or 
not, he who wanted to come still came. 


44 


Book of Zhu Hou Zong 


Once on his tour, Lord Son Hu by chance stopped by Chunan. With swagger and pomp he 
went to stay at the guest house and waited for the Lord Magistrate to greet him. Things began 
from there. 


The news quickly reached Hai Rui. Despite his subordinates repeatedly emphasized that 
the man was Hu Zong Xian’s son, Hai Rui had only one reply: 


“Hu Zong Xian’s son is not Hu Zong Xian, why the hell should we care about him?” 


Having received this instruction, the employees at the government guest house dined the 
Lord Son Hu just like everyone else. Mr. Hai Rui fed himself on un-milled grain and salted 
vegetable broth, thus what he offered to his guests would not be much better. Pretty soon the 
second piece of news arrived that Lord Son Hu threw a tantrum. He hung both the cook and 
the manager of the guest house and beat them severely. 


Everyone became very worried and contemplated how to find a good way to end this so 
that the son of the governor would calm himself down. But Hai Rui smacked his desk and 
bawled: 


“Is he going to take me on? Go there now, hang him, and beat him!” 


The ingenious idea exceeded the scope of thinking of everyone. All, including the runners 
who would be doing the beating, were agape. Seeing no one moving, Hai Rui smacked his 
desk again and added more fuel to the fire: 


“Go do your beating, whatever happens will be on me!” 


I’ve never given a damn on you. Then you dare to flaunt authority. Let me show you what 
a good beating means! 


OK, you’ve said it. Someone is going to take the blame. Why not beat someone for free. 
Everyone rushed to the fray. Although Lord Son Hu had a few ruffians with him, they were 
nonetheless no match against the professional punishment givers of the government. So they 
received some sound thrashings. Not only that, having acted as a punishment giver, 
Magistrate Hai also wanted to commit some robbery. The thousands of taels of silver that Lord 
Son Hu carried with him were also confiscated into government coffers. 


The beating was done with satisfaction. Lord Son Hu, with face badly beaten, was sent 
away. Lord Hai was probably finished. That was a consensus view of the people on the current 
affair. You’ve beaten his son and taken away his money. If he doesn’t get back to you, then 
where is Haven’s justice? 


Hai Rui saw it differently. He told his nervous subordinates that they didn’t need to worry 
and he had it under control. 


45 


A Strange Man 


How? Even if you kowtow and send money he may not even bother to see you! 


Not needed. That’s not needed. There wasn’t need of any money, nor any gift. All that was 


needed was a letter. 


What happened was indeed as such. Everything was settled. The world was at peace. All 
was because of a letter. 


What a miracle. Now I’m going to have a brief introduction of the main content of the letter 
below so that everyone can use it as a reference and learn more from it: 


Dear Lord Hu, I remember you have said before when you were on your tours that all 
prefectures and counties should practice frugality and no visiting officials would be allowed to 
waste. But today when my county hosted a visitor, he thought the reception was too simple 
and he managed to severely beat our employees. He also claimed he is your son. I have always 
heard you are very strict in raising your children. How can you have such a son? This man 
must be a fake and he is here to ruin your reputation. He is so bad and all should be outraged. 
He should be punished to warn others. All of his properties have been confiscated and put into 
the government’s account. Iam now sending this man to you for your consideration. 


After reading the letter, Hu Zong Xian knew to neither laugh nor cry. So the matter faded 
away by itself. Hai Rui was still the county magistrate and Hu Zong Xian continued his fight 
against the Japanese bandits. That Lord Son Hu was said he received another round of severe 
scolding when he went back. From now on his interest in travelling greatly diminished. 


It is a story that has been recorded in many history books and it is used to present a radiant 


image of Mr. Hai Rui. But in fact behind it, there hide two pieces of important information: 


First of all, the story tells us that although Mr. Hai Rui lived on eating un-milled rice and 
wore rags and left no wiggle rooms in handling matters, he was not a stupid man. A foolish 
man couldn’t be an honest official. He could only be a foolish official. 


But the point hid even deeper is that Hu Zong Xian was a decent man. Although Hai Rui 
put thoughts into it and created a story, if Hu Zong Xian wanted to punish him, it would be a 
trivial matter. If a governor wanted to punish a county magistrate, he could have easily found 
a reason. With his son beaten and his reputation marred, Governor Hu didn’t seek retribution. 
Thus despite that he was not a good father, he was a good governor. 


This time Hai Rui sailed through the crisis safely. But in the end, it was because he was 


dealing with a decent man. The next time, he wasn’t so lucky. 


It’s rather sorry for me to say although in Ming there were a lot of figures, those who are 
included in this book are still very few. The scope of the book is limited. Regardless the good 
or bad guys, only those famous ones could manage to appear here. 
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Take the Party of Yan as an example. In fact Yan Song had many men under him. By my 
account, among just the minister and deputy minister level officials there were over twenty of 
them (including those in Nanjing and those of the same level at The Censorial Council). 
Although back then they enjoyed all the spotlights they were now nobody. Thus following my 
principle of Three Highlights in Writing (explanation to the jargon: Among the bad guys I 
highlight the very bad guys. Among the very bad guys I highlight the extremely bad guys. 
And among the extremely bad guys I highlight the bad guys that are bad to the utmost), 
among them only Yan Shi Fan, Zhao Wen Hua and Yan Mao Qing appeared. Among these 
Zhao Wen Hua plays a secondary role and Yan Mao Qing is an extra. 


But coincidences do occur. Although Extra Yan has exited the scene he now gets one more 


chance to appear, all thanks to Hai Rui. 


Serendipity was perfect. Back then a little figure like Hai Rui managed to come across with 
several hot big brothers in the Court. After he offended Governor Hu, he managed to offend 


Censor Yan. 


In year thirty nine of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1560), authorized by the emperor, Yan 
Mao Qing was on a salt production inspection tour. We have already described how Brother 
Yan dealt with others. Even with flash lights one wouldn’t be able to find any bright spot on 
him. Everywhere he went he wasn’t amiss in all the vile activities. He also demanded the local 
governments to cover the costs. That was not all. He practiced immorality. But he also wanted 
to make himself an archetype of morality. Everywhere he went he would announce he always 
practiced frugality and economy and he asked the local governments not to be lavish in their 


receptions so as to reduce costs. 


Eating and drinking along the way, Lord Yan lollygagged his way to Zhejiang. He planned 
to go via Chunan but Hai Rui wanted neither to receive him nor had the money and hoped he 
would go through a detour. But Lord Yan was the emperor’s representative. If a roadblock 
was set up against him, it didn’t seem to be right. 

Lord Hai began to mull a solution and it was another letter that resolved the problem. 

The letter was very strange. In the beginning he used Yan Mao Qing’s own announcement 
to shower him with lavish praises saying you are the model of honest officials and admired by 
people like admiring the tumbling rivers. Then suddenly he changed his tone and began to 
lament: 

On the other hand I have also heard some rumors, which alleged that sumptuous 
receptions were given wherever you went. Our place is a poor county. If we follow them, then 
we won't be able to afford it. It also goes against your wish. But what if ..., then we will be 
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guilty of having displeased Your Grace. 


Yours Humbled thought about this over and over and can’t find a solution. So I have to ask 


Your Grace to teach me and guide me. 


It was like poking a wasp’s nest. Yan Mao Qing was thoroughly angered. But he was a 
seasoned politician. He did some research and learned the fellow was someone who could be 
neither persuaded nor pressured and even Hu Zong Xian had to yield to him. The emperor’s 
representative had to bite the bullet and decided to take a detour. 


Hai Rui once again won another victory. But he also planted the trouble for himself, not 


everyone was as magnanimous as Hu Zong Xian. 


Fearless 


Of course, besides working hard and living frugally, sometimes Lord Hai was capable of 
splurging. For example, once, in order to celebrate his mother’s birthday, Magistrate Hai could 
find nothing as a present, so he decided to buy some meat. As soon as he went into the grocery 
store and stopped in front of a meat stall, a deathlike silence ensued. All fixed their eyes on the 


shocking scene. 


Everyone knew Magistrate Hai was an ardent supporter of natural economy. He foraged 
firewood himself and grew vegetable himself. He was completely self-sufficient. He would be 
thought as charitable just if he didn’t sell his vegetable to compete against other growers, not 


to mention buying groceries. 


But he was buying meat. Not only that, he bought two jins (a jin is approximately 500 
grams). Not until he paid, received the meat and then left without uttering a word, did the 


people at the scene realize that they had witnessed a reality. 


The butcher was moved. He could no longer suppress his emotions, which was swirling in 
his heart, he bellowed to the sky: 


“T could have never dreamed that in my life I could have got Magistrate Hai’s business!” 
Magistrate Hai bought meat! 


In the age that there was no telephone and a letter took days to travel, the news about 
Magistrate Hai’s heroic action was spread across the land at an astonishing speed. The 
prefecture magistrate heard it, the imperial inspector heard it, and very soon Hu Zong Xian 
also heard it. 


Later at an official meeting, Governor Hu, after finishing his grandiloquent talks on the 


anti-Japanese bandit situations, suddenly changed his face, and in a very mysterious manner, 
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informed everyone the news. 
Everyone was stunned. Magistrate Hai bought meat! 
It seemed laughable, did it? 
I don’t think so. 


Three years went by in a flash. Under Hai Rui’s management, the living standard of the 
people of Chunan improved steadily. And the living standard of the government officials 
steadily declined. But they couldn’t afford to offend the living King of Hell. All they could do 
was work hard. But near the end of the year, the faces of the lamenting officials suddenly 
changed. Smiles began to blossom on the usually cloudy faces. 


It had nothing to do with yearend bonuses. They must have known that sort of things were 
out of hope for those who worked for King Hai of Hell. What made them really jubilant was a 
rumor, that King Hai of Hell was about to get promoted. 


Ming official regulations specified that local officials were reviewed once every three years 
by upper management. They were scored against the standards set by the Ministry of 
Personnel. If they scored low, they would be reprimanded and warned. They could even be 
sent home to become farmers again. If they scored high, they would be promoted. 


There was no question that Hai Rui was excellent. Regardless how people saw him, his 
work was flawless. That meant nothing but a godsend for the officials of Chunan. They eagerly 
began the preparations for a sendoff. Farewell, Lord Hai, regardless where you go, everything 
is good as long as you are not here, Godspeed. 


Just when everyone, with high hopes to the future, buried themselves in the preparation, 
the real news came. It was not the torrential rain that cooled the summer heat but a thunder on 
a clear day. After the reviews by the Ministry of Personnel, Hai Rui was rated excellent and 
ought to be promoted. To facilitate his work, it was decided that he was promoted to the 
prefecture attorney of Jiaxing. He was to report to his position immediately. 


Hopeless, everything was completely hopeless. The entire Jiaxing area was astir. You 
Chunan people, why don’t you just suffer among yourselves and why do you have to bring 
the trouble up? 


Chunan is an example in front of our eyes. We have to act and otherwise the result will be 


unimaginable! 


Officials of Jiaxing started an emergency general mobilization. Everyone went home and 
looked up the family tree. Distant cousins, uncles and aunts, as long as they had had meals, 
met, or just nodded their heads, as long as they were human beings, were all summoned up. 
They were determined to push Hai Rui out. 
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Pretty soon Hai Rui received his first impeachment of his life. The person who made the 
charge was the supervising censor of the Censorial Council. Considering the position (left 
deputy censor general of the Censorial Council) and conduct of Comrade Yan Mao Qing, it’s 
not hard for us to guess the secret behind it. As to the detailed charges, it’s really not 


something of importance. 


It must be pointed out that this was a decent start. It meant Hai Rui had gained some 


influence. If you were not famous, nobody would bother to accuse you. 


But the consequence was still very serious. Hai Rui lost the job of prefecture attorney and 
received the second order of transfer. He was sent to Xingguo of Jiangxi as the county 


magistrate. 


Xingguo was a poor place. Transferring him there was tantamount to sending him into 


exile. It seemed it was a result that made much sense. But reality indicated something different. 


Yan Mao Qing, by his prior prediction, thought a man like Hai Rui, under impeachment 
instigated by him and enjoyed no support and connections, would not only not be able to 
advance but also be fired and investigated. But he was very surprised when the man was able 
to keep his job despite he wasn’t promoted. Years of political experience told him there must 


be something in it. Beyond being surprised he didn’t venture to trouble Hai Rui more. 


Yan Mao Qing’s intuition was correct. Behind the seemingly forlorn and lone Hai Rui, there 
indeed hid another man and he was also a bigshot. He was Zhu Heng, the former education 


administrator of Fujian and now the deputy minister of personnel. 


In this world, if there is an upright man then there must be men who appreciate 
uprightness. Zhu Heng was one of them. Others loathed Hai Rui but he lauded him. Thus 
previously he stood his ground and recommended to his superiors, which resulted in Hai 


Rui’s extraordinary promotion. 


Then three years later, he once again stood forward and protected Hai Rui. No human 
arrangement could outdo divine arrangement. Lord Zhu went to no other place but the 


Ministry of Personnel and he was no other but the deputy minister. 


In this way, Hai Rui went to Xingguo of Jiangxi and continued to work as a county 
magistrate. Because of Zhu Heng’s protection, he safely got through the first crisis in his life. 
He was now forty nine and still a seventh grade little official. All he had to do was to hang on 


for a few years and retire in honor, which seemed to be his destination. 


But if now someone told him in a few short years, he, a little guy, would become famous 
throughout the land and became a senior official in the central government with immense 


power at hand perhaps even Mr. Hai Rui himself wouldn’t believe it. 
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But that’s actually what happened. The God of Fortune was indeed very fond of Mr. Hai 
Rui. Despite he was eccentric and without much talent, he was exceptionally lucky. Although 
later he made an even bigger trouble he still managed to get through the crisis unscathed, 
thanks to the help of another bigshot. 


In Hai Rui’s view, between Xingguo and Chunan, except the difference in names, nothing 
else was different. He just had to do whatever he needed to do. That meant it was the turn of 
the government employees of Xingguo to suffer. But surprisingly, in the years Magistrate 
Hai’s tenor in Xingguo, he didn’t make any trouble. Perhaps it was because the place was just 
too poor and no one traveled there. Thus there was no trouble. 


Just when Magistrate Hai was focused on doing his job, suddenly he received a surprising 
order of transfer. He was ordered to go to the capital immediately to take the job as the 
manager of the Office of Yunnan at the Ministry of Revenue and Population. 


It was year forty three of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1564) and it hadn’t reached the three 
year review period. The manager of Office of Yunnan of Ministry of Revenue and Population 
was a sixth grade position. From a local official to an official at the central government and 
from a seventh grade to a sixth grade, everything seemed to be mind boggling. 


Although Hai Rui didn’t know, we know naturally this was a result of Deputy Minister 
Zhu’s help. In this way, Magistrate Hai became Manager Hai. His job changed and his work 
location changed. He, as a man, wouldn’t change. 


When he was a local county magistrate he dared to confront the governor. So by this 
standard, he was in the capital and if he didn’t trouble the emperor, it would be against 
Heaven’s will. 


Once he witnessed in his own eyes the true darkness in politics and corruption, Hai Rui 
could no longer restrain himself. He wrote the number one memorial of the world, in which he 


used his honesty to excoriate the emperor, the perpetrator of all these corruptions. 


In Ming there wasn’t a dearth of men who excoriated emperors. But only Mr. Hai Rui 
managed to emerge among them and got his name preserved in history. On this all I can say is 
it wasn’t just luck. It was absolutely not just luck. 


Because excoriating someone was certainly easy but it remained to be seen who was the 
one excoriated. Among the emperors in Ming, if they were ranked by how tough to serve, 
Comrade Civility and Tranquility would be surely among the top three. The man was 
extremely tough to deal with. Not only was he suspicious of everyone, he was also thin 
skinned. Anyone who admonished him, like the previous Yang Zui, Yang Jue, and Gao Jin and 
others, all they did was just voiced their own criticisms. They were dragged out right away. 
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They were either beaten to dead or half dead. 


A gentleman wouldn’t put himself in immediate peril. Reality showed that among the 
censors, gentlemen were the majority. Many of them criticized for the sake of criticizing. All 
they wanted was to experience the thrill of scolding. In the future when they retired he would 
also be able to brag to his neighbor grannies: back then, Yours Truly was someone who dared 


to criticize the emperor. 


Taking that as a motivation, when criticizing others, the censors had to consider the cost. 
But Comrade Civility and Tranquility was just too rough. It was either beating or jailing. It 


would be better to not to do a business that meant a sure loss. 


But Hai Rui purposely chose to do the business of sure loss. In his mind, there was no such 
concept as cost. He only knew he was an officer of the Court. He lived on the salaries paid by 
the Court so he had to do his job. He had to do something and he had to serve the people! 


It was not he didn’t understand the consequence of his memorial. Thus he bought a coffin 
ahead of time. It was he who personally went to buy it. He couldn’t afford to buy a good one 
so he just bought one made of thin planks and had an opening. All he needed was one that he 


would be able to lie in. 


His wife was at home waiting for him back from work. Instead a coffin showed up. She 
was immediately stunned then she burst into a wail. But Hai Rui said to her calmly: 

“When the time comes, just remember to put me in.” 

If Yang Ji Sheng chose to use death to impeach, then Hai Rui was tantamount to using 
death to remonstrate. If it was a death at the scene, it was a death not far away. People must 
know that a blockhead like a blind man riding a blind horse going down a cliff is called lost his 
footing. Courage is given to a man who goes down an abyss with his head raised high and 
with a high purpose. The coffin was a proof of his courage. 

Dying when not knowing what death means is ignorant. Dying when knowing what death 


means is fearless. 


Hai Rui, you are a fearless man. 
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A Worldly Game 


A recalcitrant subordinate 


Just as Hai Rui expected, the emperor was furious and the Court was astir and he was put 
in prison waiting for execution. But he was baffled. His crime was the most serious in nature 
and the most egregious. It would be considered too slow even if he was executed immediately. 


But he waited and waited and the knife hanging above his head didn’t fall down. 

That’s because the emperor didn’t want to kill him. After hearing what Huang Jin said, he 
was taken aback momentarily. He picked up the memorial and perused it again. 

The emperor was not a stupid man. He knew if a man already bought a coffin for himself, 
he surely came prepared. Then in the re-perusal of the memorial, he saw things beyond attacks 
and castigations, there were loyalty, duty, and honesty. 

Thus his uttered a deep sigh: 

“Perhaps this man is a Bi Gan. But I’m not the King of Yin Zhou.”? 


If an emperor was able to say words of such wisdom, then it would be a gross injustice to 


him if he was classified as a fatuous ruler. 


In this way Hai Rui was incarcerated. It was neither a termed sentence nor a life sentence. 
He was neither killed nor released. There wasn’t even an explanation. But he felt good. He ate 


and slept as usual every day and nothing bothered him. 

It seemed he would be able to keep his life. But actually it didn’t. 

You have to understand that Comrade Civility and Tranquility was a man who cared about 
his public image. Even if he understood the wisdom and knew good and bad, then if you 


treated him this way, it would seem too much for him. He was capable of keeping Yang Shen, 
who was a thousand lis away, in his mind for decades, then how could he forget Hai Rui, who 


> The King of Yin Zhou was the last king of the Shang Dynasty, notorious for his cruelty against his officials and his people. 
Bi Gan was his uncle and loyal to him. But he killed Bi Gan and took Bi Gan’s heart out after Bi Gan repeatedly advised 
against his actions. 
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was just in front of him? 


Then finally, this matter appeared in his mind again. He erupted and lost control of himself. 
He began to curse. When the curse didn’t satisfy him, he decided to kill him. 


It seemed Hai Rui would be on his way to the execution ground, and then the second man 
who protected him appeared, it was Xu Jie. 


In many ways Xu Jie was different from Yan Song. Among them was that when someone 
was in trouble, Yan Song would step on him, but Xu Jie would bring him up. 


Lord Xu was really a good man. He worked for someone without accepting money. He was 
convinced Hai Rui was a man of rare talent. He decided to extend him a hand. 


But it was a tough issue. The emperor was the kind of man who usually didn’t shout kill, 
but once he made up his mind to get rid of someone, even an elephant wouldn’t be able to pull 
him back. Previously someone wrote to advise him to release Hai Rui and the result was the 
man was severely beaten to almost death. 

But once again in his action, Xu Jie proved the lifelong ability of the emperor had reached 
its end. The head of the Cabinet was able to pull Hai Rui back from the rim of death, in just a 
short conversation: 


“My emperor, you have been had by Hai Rui!” 


Confusion appeared on the emperor’s face. He stared at Xu Jie, who was uttering to his 


astonishment: 


“T heard before Hai Rui submitted his memorial, he had bought a coffin for himself. He 
knew he would offend the emperor, but he still dared to do the unruly. He had a sinister 


purpose!” 
What was sinister? Let’s continue to listen Teacher Xu’s humbugging: 


“His purpose was very obvious. All he wanted was to enrage Your Majesty and then he 
would gain fame from his death. If my emperor killed him, you would have fallen into his 


{77 


trap 


The emperor listened with full attention and nodded his head. Yes, I am an extraordinarily 
wise emperor, how can I be fooled by a little sixth grade manager? If I have to be fooled, then I 
have to find a senior level official, such as Comrade Xu Jie. 


Thus Hai Rui was able to keep his life. He continued to live in the prison, which to him 
wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. What he ate in prison wasn’t much different from what he ate 


at home anyway and he also got to save some money on food. 


In fact in Xu Jie’s view, the trouble caused by Manager Hai was really a trivial one. What he 
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was anxious to resolve was another tougher issue. 


Back then when Yan Song was in power, in the Cabinet Xu Jie was only his footman. Then 
later Xu Jie was in power and he recruited his disciple Yuan Wei into the Cabinet as his 
footman. But Mr. Yuan didn’t seem to be just a footman. He never took his teacher seriously, 
once a while he would quarrel with Xu Jie. Lord Xu of course would not be angry but certainly 
couldn’t help to make work hard for Yuan Wei. Then it just happened that Mr. Yuan didn’t 
possess enough mental strength. He suffered depression and became ill. In year forty five of 
Civility and Tranquility (AD 1565), he asked for leave due to illness and went home. 


If a recalcitrant one left, then why not find couple of obedient ones. One was named Yan 
Ne and the other named Li Chun Fang. 


Not much need to be said about Yan Ne. He entered the Cabinet in year forty four of 
Civility and Tranquility (AD 1565), then just after eight month, he fell ill and went home. 
There was only Li Chun Fang left in the Cabinet. 


On Comrade Li Chun Fang, we cannot avoid telling something about him. His way of 
treating people can be summarized in one word: kind. He was simply too kind. 


In hindsight of hundreds of years later, as the top scholar overall of year twenty six of 
Civility and Tranquility, Li Chun Fang was unlucky. Comparing to his classmates of the same 
year, his reputation and accomplishment were really limited. Not to mention Zhang Ju Zheng, 
he would be far out matched even comparing to Yang Ji Sheng and Wang Shi Zhen. But at the 
time, the fellow advanced relatively fast. When Zhang Ju Zheng was still a fifth grade 
academician at the Imperial Academy, he was already a regular second grade minister of rites. 


Thanks two things, he rose fast. First, he was good at writing green verses. Second, he was 
obedient. Ever since he joined the Court, despite that others were in life and death struggles, 
he remained outside of them. Every day he shut himself at home writing his green verses. 
Whenever he met Yan Song he bowed. Whenever he met Xu Jie he saluted. He was a man of 


everyone’s friend. 
Thus Xu Jie picked him and put him in the Cabinet as his an assistant. 


If the matter stopped there, it would be a perfect solution. But then Xu Jie made a mistake 
in his judgement, which seeded a fatal result. 

In March of year forty five of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1566), Gao Gong, the minister of 
rites joined the Cabinet, per a strong recommendation by Xu Jie, the first secretary, and 


approval by the emperor. Together, joining the Cabinet was Guo Pu, the minister of personnel. 


Behind the appointments there was a careful calculation that could be made no more 
careful. 
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Gao Gong disliked Xu Jie and Xu Jie knew it. 


Ever since year twenty of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1541), when Gao Gong entered the 
Court with high test scores, he set a clear goal for himself, that if he had to be in office, then he 
would want to occupy the highest office and if he wanted to accomplish something he would 
accomplish the biggest thing. 


Academician Gao entered the imperial official circle full of sense of purpose and ambition. 
He set out to find the position that belonged to him. But reality said to him, chill out. 


In a period that lasted as long as eleven years, the new comer of the Imperial Academy, 
seventh grade editor Gao Gong’s only job was to handle documents and observe on the 


sidelines. 


He saw Guo Xun got murdered in prison. He saw Xia Yan got dragged out and executed. 
He saw Yan Song’s dominance in power and Xu Jie’s restraint. He was smart. He knew if he 
joined the fray now, he would be asking for death. 


Not until year thirty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1552), did he see his chance for the 
first time. In this year, he became a lecturer in the palace of the Prince of Yu. 


To the anonymous Academician Gao who would disappear immediately if he was thrown 
into a crowd, it was an opportunity of a life time. Gao Gong seized it firmly. 


Ever since year twenty eight of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1549), when the crown prince 
died, the emperor hadn’t named his successor. Not only did he name no successor, he was also 
tight lipped. To the remaining two sons, the Prince of Yu and the Prince of Jing, he remained 
unapproachable. Sometimes he was close to them and sometimes he was remote. 


That was really not nice, especially to the Prince of Yu. On age, he was born one month 
early and he would be unquestionably the crown prince. But Comrade Civility and Tranquility 
was a firm believer of the theory “two dragons are not supposed to be together”. The emperor 
was the senior dragon and the crown prince would naturally be the young dragon. To serve 
the need of the senior’s superstitious belief, son, you have to bear with this for a few decades. 


It would be all right if no crown prince was named, but what Prince of Yu couldn’t come to 
terms with was that by convention, his brother should have long ago kicked out of the capital 
to his principality. But the fellow, knowing there was no crown prince, bilked and wouldn’t 


leave. Any one on earth would know what was in his mind. 


All of a sudden all evils broke loose. Storm was brewing. Comrade Prince of Jing often 
elbowed and nudged, which made the Prince of Yu restless all the time and was really 
concerned that he would lose what had been his, and every day he lived in suspense and fear. 


At this most difficult moment, Gao Gong came to him. In the ensuing days, besides 
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patiently teaching him, the lecturer also often advised and guided the prince, and protected 
him from harassment. He stayed with the prince day and night. In those years, Gao Gong 
sought neither advancement nor enrichment of himself. He tended the feckless prince like 
tending a child. In his own actions, he elucidated these facts to the prince: There will be bread, 
there will be biscuits, and there will be the throne; even if there is nothing else, there will be 


me. 


Thus in those years, despite bloody struggles happening outside, in the palace everything 
remained tranquil and safe. With Doorman Gao guarding the door, neither Yan Song and Xu 
Jie, nor the Prince of Jing was able to enter the palace. He was much more useful than the God 
of Gate. 


To Gao Gong, the prince was very grateful. 
On this point, Yan Song understood it and Xu Jie understood it as well. 


For this reason Gao Gong became a hot commodity. Both sides wanted to pull him to their 
side. When Yan Song was in power, Gao Gong was promoted to the director of Office of 
Rituals (third grade) and the dean of Imperial College from a lecturer and became a senior 
official. 


Gao Gong didn’t refuse. He took the job with alacrity. But he didn’t go to Yan Song’s home 
to pay homage: The Court gave me the job, which has nothing to do with you, Yan Song. 


By year forty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1562), Yan Song retired and Xu Jie was in 
power. Gao Gong rose again and became the deputy minister of rites. Soon he rose further and 
became the minister of rites. 


Even a fool knew those were the results of Xu Jie’s effort in promoting him. But Gao Gong 
acted as usual. He worked but he didn’t go to any door. He ignored all of Lord Xu’s 
painstaking efforts. 


Honestly speaking, Xu Jie treated Gao Gong favorably and once even saved him. Gao Gong 
was once the chief proctor of the general exam. Then no one knew what went wrong in his 
mind, he created a problematic topic, which incensed the emperor. The Lord Emperor 
originally wanted to send him home plowing land. Thanks to Xu Jie, who lobbied hard on his 
behalf and the matter was resolved. 


Now Xu Jie once again promoted Gao Gong and elevated him to the Cabinet. But Gao 
Gong’s reaction greatly surprised Xu Jie. 

Not only did he not show any appreciation to Xu Jie, he made troubles, which never 
stopped ever since the day he joined the Cabinet. Among them, the biggest was the incident of 
attendant on duty. 


57 


A Worldly Game 


The Cabinet had its own offices. By rule, the members of the Cabinet should work in their 
own offices. But the problem was Comrade Civility and Tranquility didn’t live in the palace, 
instead he always stayed at the West Garden. As an officer, one’s first job was to be on the 
same page as the emperor’s thinking. To deal with such a tough master, if one didn’t follow 
him all the time, he might be eliminated the next day. None of the cabinet officers went to the 
Cabinet. Instead they always stayed at the room for the officer on duty. Once they sat down, 
they never left. 


Finally, one day the emperor loitered to the room. When he saw every member of the 
Cabinet was there, initially he was very pleased. Then he thought about it. If everyone is here, 
then who is going to be in charge if something happens at the Cabinet? 


The emperor was not happy. He immediately issued an order. You may live here but one 
of you should be sent to the Cabinet as the one on duty. I don’t care whom you send as long as 


someone is there. 


The cabinet officers started to discuss who should be sent there. Naturally no one wanted 


to go. After a long while, no one volunteered. Finally Xu Jie opened his mouth: 


“T am the first secretary and my job is important. I can’t be away from His Majesty. I can’t 


y 


gO. 
Before he finished, Gao Gong said: 


“Absolutely. You are the senior here so you should be with the emperor. I, Li Chun Fang, 


and Guo Pu just joined the Cabinet recently. On this matter, it’s all on us.” 
Xu Jie at once became livid. 


Judging just by his words, Gao Gong seemed to be correct and even appropriate. But 
having spent years in the officialdom, Xu Jie certainly understood his subordinate’s true 
meaning. Perhaps the manner in which Gao Gong spoke also seemed a little wacky, thus First 
Secretary Xu, who had not showed his temper in over twenty years, became angry. I have even 


gotten rid of Yan Song, who the hell are you? 


Despite being angry, he still had self-restraint. Comrade Xu Jie’s face reddened. He said 
nothing and left. 
On the surface Gao Gong seemed to have acted ignorant of his own situation. But in truth it 


was not so. 


There was a common understanding among all the men who had muddled along in the 
Court, that one wouldn’t owe gratitude to another and if gratitude was owed, it had to be paid 
back. 
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That was the root cause of the confrontation between Gao Gong and Xu Jie. Lord Xu 
thought Gao Gong owed him gratitude and Gao Gong didn’t think so. 


Xu Jie was not in the business of running a charity. He elevated Gao Gong because he was 
interested in Gao’s association with the Prince of Yu. Although now he had power in his hand, 
one day he would step down. If he now couldn’t establish a good relationship, then when Gao 
Gong came to power, it would be hard to earn a natural death like a shining and beautiful 


setting sun. 


But unfortunately Gao Gong also understood this point. We must know that for someone 
to be able to survive in the fierce fighting in the era of Civility and Tranquility and also able to 
go up at every move, it was not a feat an ordinary man would be able to achieve. He long ago 
already foresaw what was in Xu Jie’s mind. 


By now the health of the emperor would perhaps allow him to live a few years before he 
went to Heaven. Then the Prince of Yu would certainly take the throne. I, Gao Gong, will 
naturally be the first secretary of the Court. Even you, Xu Jie, will have to listen to me 
obediently. Why should I allow you to take the credit? 


In addition, Gao Gong thought highly of himself. He was very proud. Back then he didn’t 


even yield to Yan Song. Now he would surely not take Xu Jie seriously. 


Xu Jie, being smart throughout his life, finally for once got himself flummoxed. He was 
surprised to find out his promotion of Gao Gong not only failed to woo the latter, on the 
contrary it accelerated and acerbated their differences. A new round of struggle was now 


imminent. 


More troubling was that First Secretary Xu misinterpreted results of his background check. 
Guo Pu, who joined the Cabinet at the same time as Gao Gong, was also not reliable. He was 
not only Gao Gong’s townsfolk, they also had already made a private political alliance. The 
two hobnobbed and were in cahoots and started to oppose Xu Jie. Li Chun Fang, meanwhile, 
was always a friend of everyone. He smiled to everyone he met. Even if Xu Jie was hacked to 
death on the street, he wouldn’t even blink his eyes. 


In his nearly forty years of political life, Xu Jie made mistakes twice in choosing people. 
The two erroneous appointments almost resulted in his life being taken away. This one was 
the first. 


Of course, now it wasn’t the time to end the show yet. To Gao Gong and Xu Jie, the show 
was just starting. 


Plenty of experience in political struggle came in time to remind Xu Jie. He finally 
discovered Gao Gong was not a man he would be able to manipulate at will. In addition, the 
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only reason that the man joined the Cabinet was to replace him. 


Despite he took a wrong step and became the minority in the Cabinet, it didn’t matter 
much. He still had ample rooms to reestablish himself. If he was able to draw one man in, he 


would be able to defeat his enemies. 


Genius, a real genius 


When He Xin Yin helped Xu Jie in removing Yan Song, loitered in the capital for over half a 
year, and then wafted away from the capital, he said the following words to someone: 


“All the able men in the world are all in the capital. But in my view, the one that will be 
able to make our theory thrive is not Huating; the one that will be able to destroy our theory is 


not Fenyi; the rise and fall hinges on Jiangling.” 


This is a sentence not easy to understand but very important. So it must be explained word 


by word. 


The ‘our theory’ here meant The Theory of Wang. The main idea of the sentence is describe 
the relationship between the rise and fall of The Theory of Wang and three men. The three 
men were Huating, Fenyi, and Jiangling. 

The one who would be able to make The Theory of Wang thrive would not be Huating. 
The one who would be able to destroy the theory would not be Fenyi. Only Jiangling would be 
able to decide the fate of the theory. 


In officialdoms of Ming, Qing, and even the era of the Republic of China, people often used 
someone’s hometown as an alias for that person. For example, Yuan Shi Kai was addressed as 
Yuan Xiangcheng (Xiangcheng of Henan) and Li Yuan Hong was addressed as Li Huanpo 
(Huangpo of Hubei)*. Applying the same rule here, the sentence essentially means this: 


The one who makes our theory thrive won’t be Xu Jie. The one who destroys our theory 
won't be Yan Song. The one who decides the rise or fall of our theory will be Zhang Ju Zheng 
only! 

When He Xin Yin spoke these words, Zhang Ju Zheng’s job was a fifth grade editorial 
writer academician at the Imperial Academy. 

Zhang Ju Zheng’s curtesy name was Shu Da and his moniker was Tai Yue. He was from 


Jiangling of Huguang. He was the most outstanding politician in Ming and the best head of 
the Cabinet. 


* Yuan Shi Kai was elected the President of Republic of China after the collapse of the Qing Dynasty, then he proclaimed 
himself emperor and died a few months later. Li Yuan Hong was the Vice President of the Republic of China under Yuan Shi 
Kai and twice the President after Yuan Shi Kai’s death. 


60 


Book of Zhu Hou Zong 


Please note, among these two qualifications, there are no words “one of”. 


In year four of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1525), Zhang Wen Ming, a poor outstanding 
talent in Jiangling County of Jingzhou Prefecture in Huguang Province, finally heard the cry of 


his son after an anxious wait. 


As an underachieved scholar, Zhang Wen Ming derived great joy from the birth of a son. 
Then when they were deliberating about the name for the baby, Grandfather Zhang Cheng, 
who was usually reticent, suddenly opened his mouth. He told a dream he had not long ago. 


“A few days ago, I had a dream in which I saw a white turtle. Why not take that as a name.” 
Thus the baby was named Zhang Bai Gui (white turtle). 


Now days, if someone is addressed as a turtle, it will result in some sports activity like a 
brawl. But back in those days, a turtle meant auspice. Especially a white turtle, it was 
absolutely a rarity. Governor Hu Zong Xian was able to gain the favor of the emperor by 


relying on a white deer and a white turtle. Thus it was not a bad name. 


The Zhang Bai Gui now was the latter Zhang Ju Zheng. But on his family origin, it must be 
mentioned again. In present day language, the Zhangs were immigrants. Their real family 


origin was Fengyang. 


Two hundred years ago, when Zhu Yuan Zhang was fighting in his hometown, a 
townsman named Zhang Guan Bao joined his army. Although the fellow was of limited ability 
and didn’t achieve much, he muddled along long enough to get at least face recognition. After 
the rebellion succeeded, he was awarded the title of knight of a thousand and went to 
Huguang. 

It was an eerie coincidence. Thus many who believed in Feng Shui thought Zhu Double 
Eight was so rough and powerful that even before his death he had everything thought out, so 
that two hundred years later the descendant of the man would rescue Ming out of a dire crisis. 
The theory doesn’t seem to be that reliable and reality also proved against it. 


Of course comparing to Zhu Double Eight’s father Zhu Fifty Four, Zhang Wen Ming’s life 
was far better. At least he didn’t have to worry about food and clothing. He had a regular job. 
But if our ridicule is always at the expense of poor man Zhu Fifty Four, it really has become 
trite. After all, comparing to his contemporaries, Zhang Wen Ming’s life was a failure. Despite 
he studied hard and became an outstanding talent at age twenty, he wasn’t so lucky afterward. 
He tested for recommended man for seven consecutive times and failed all. Over twenty years 
had passed and he was still an outstanding talent. 


The dream that the father couldn’t realize had to be entrusted to his children. It was said 
when Zhang Bai Gui was just a few months old, Zhang Wen Ming read Tang poems to him. 
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Although he didn’t expect the child would suddenly stop sucking milk and utter a famous line 
like “plowing under the sun of high noon”, miracle still happened. 


We don’t know if it was the effect of education in Tang poetry, but Zhang Bai Gui started 
talking when he was just over a year old. He was much better than Albert Einstein. Neighbors 
thus call him a whiz-kid. 


In a flash, Whiz-Kid Zhang turned five. He entered a private school. His talent in studying 
also showed itself. He memorized everything by just one glance and words became essays as 
soon as the brush touched the paper. After a few years, the teacher summoned his father and 


said to him in earnest seriousness: 

“T can no longer educate this child anymore. You should bring him to test.” 

Test meant the county exam, which was the so-called the test for outstanding talent. Zhang 
Wen Ming took his son to the examination hall. That year, Zhang Bai Gui was twelve. 


Zhang Bai Gui was very lucky. That year, the proctor for the test for outstanding talent was 
Li Shi Ao, the prefecture magistrate of Jingzhou. The fellow was an upright and talent 
appreciating man. After he read Zhang Bai Gui’s paper, he praised it lavishly. He ignored 
objections by others and placed the twelve year child at the top on the spot. 


It was an incident that caused a sensation. It was the talk of the entire Jingzhou. But Li Shi 
Ao just repeatedly perused Zhang Bai Gui’s paper and exclaimed with the same phrase: 
“National treasure! National treasure!” 


He made an appointment and met Zhang Wen Ming and his son Zhang Bai Gui. After 
some talks and lavish praises, Magistrate Li had such an idea: 


In his view, despite that turtle carried auspices, to the whiz-kid in front of him, it didn’t 
seem to be right for the kid to live through his life with a name attributable to turtle over his 
head. Thus he said to Zhang Wen Ming: 


“Your son’s prospect is unlimited. But the name Bai Gui doesn’t seem to be right. How 
about change the name to Ju Zheng?” 
His name became Zhang Ju Zheng. 


Once becoming an outstanding talent, the next step was to become a recommended man. 
Unlike the exam for distinguished scholar, one was not allowed to test for recommended man 
next year. By rule, one had to endure another two or three years to be qualified to take the 
exam. But that was just a general rule. Outstanding Talent Zhang was not an ordinary man, 
and he was allowed to take the exam the next year. 


Just as the saying said, being lucky is better than being early. It was at this exceptional 
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exam that Zhang Ju Zheng met the man who shaped his entire life. 


Before the exam began, as usual the proctor was supposed to introduce the students to the 
higher ups. Thus Gu Lin, the number one man in Huguang learned that a thirteen year old 
child was to take the exam. 


Sixty five years ago, a thirteen year old youth took the exam and passed. He was none 
other than Yang Ting He, the man who hustled and bustled under three emperors and whose 
power dominated the world. Gu Lin didn’t want to risk underestimating the latest one. He 
decided to meet the child in person. 


What happened next was a rather routine affair. Inspector Gu first examined his 
appearance. We know Comrade Zhang Ju Zheng was a well-known handsome youth in Ming. 
Later when he became the first secretary and his relationship with Empress Dowager Li was 
often mystifying and obscure. Rumors flew. He couldn’t look bad when he was young. This 
was a face to face interview and he passed with a satisfactory result. 


Then it was a test on literature. It was said Inspector Gu asked Zhang Ju Zheng a few 
questions, among them a few couplets. Zhang Ju Zheng answered without a hitch. He didn’t 
even blink his eyes. Gu Lin was very surprised and praised him. 

The more the two conversed the more they enjoyed the conversation and the more they 
liked each other. Thus when the conversation was at the final stage, perhaps the Lord 
Inspector was too excited. As he was talking he was also doing something appalling, he 
loosened his belt. 


Of course Inspector Gu didn’t mean to be lewd. His belt was also much more expensive 
than the belts of present days. He was wearing a belt made of rhinoceros skin. 


When he handed the belt to Zhang Ju Zheng, Gu Lin also said these words: 


“You are going to wear a jade belt in the future. Mine is not good enough for you. So bear 
with it for now.” 


In truth it was not just an issue about a waist belt. It was a scene of profound meaning. It 
was a political prediction of great significance. 


In Ming, officials were not allowed to wear whatever they liked. The waist belts worn by 
officials of all levels were all explicitly specified. Wearing wrong belts would result in death. 
Wearing a rhinoceros belt for a senior official like Gu Lin would be considered extravagant. 


But he thought the youth in front of him would be qualified to wear jade belts, which could 
only be worn by first grade officials. 


Confounded, Zhang Ju Zheng accepted the precious gift. He looked at Gu Lin’s belly and 
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immediately came to an accurate conclusion, he had one extra belt that he couldn’t use. 


With the belt in his hands, Outstanding Talent Zhang went back to prepare for the exam. 
Gu Lin also withdrew his expression that was full of praises. He went to see the chief proctor 
and issued this order: 


“In this year, regardless how good Zhang Ju Zheng’s paper is, DO NOT allow him to pass!” 


It was a decision that shocked everyone present. The speed of Inspector Gu changing his 
face was just too fast. But the order of an imperial inspector had to be obeyed. Thus the paper 
written by Outstanding Talent Zhang, who put in all of his effort, became a piece of junk. The 
chance to break Mr. Yang Ting He’s record was lost. 


Very depressed, Zhang Ju Zheng went home and started working hard on his study to 
prepare for the exam three years later. Being in the dark, he cerebrated hard but still couldn’t 


figure out what went wrong. 


Not until years later when Zhang Ju Zheng met Gu Lin again, did he learn the perpetrator 
was no other but the Lord Inspector. But he had no complaint at all. Instead, he was so grateful 
that tears streamed down on his face. 


Gu Lin was truly a kind man that could rarely be found. He had seen in his eyes many 
youth like Zhang Ju Zheng, who possessed extraordinary talent and forgot who they were 
because of their early successes. Eventually they became mediocre aristocrats who roamed 
around with only their own talents in their minds. Thus when he met Zhang Ju Zheng, he 


decided not to let the tragedy replay again. 
Only those who had gone through difficulties would be able to go far. Zhang Ju Zheng, 


your future will be great. 


In year nineteen of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1540), with a spirit of not giving up and 
expectation, Zhang Ju Zheng entered the exam hall again. This time he passed and became a 


recommended man. 


Just as Gu Lin predicted, Zhang Ju Zheng was still too young. Amid the applauses the 
sixteen year old became lost. He was certain it was just a matter of time for him to become a 
distinguished scholar. He stopped studying and began working on things like organizing 
interest groups. Every day he partied with those so-called celebrity scholars. They ate and 
drank and wrote poems and couplets. Then the next year came, Zhang Ju Zheng washed his 
hands, he dropped out of the exam. 


No matter what, becoming a distinguished scholar is just as easy as flipping one’s hand, so 
it’s better to have fun for a few years at home. That was basically the youth Zhang Ju Zheng’s 


reasoning. 
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Having fun was a happy thing to do. But without doing something real, just having fun 
became boring. Just when Zhang Ju Zheng was getting bored of this sort of “happiness”, the 
real pain befell on him. 


In this painful experience, Zhang Ju Zheng suffered the first setback in his life, which made 
him to set up the first goal and also found his first enemy. 


This is what happened. Although Zhang Ju Zheng’s father Zhang Wen Ming was just a 
lowly outstanding talent, his grandfather Zhang Zhen had a decent job. Actually, he was a 
guard at the palace of the Prince of Liao. 


Although Jingzhou was not a big place, there lived a prince, the Prince of Liao. The title 
had a long history. Back then after Zhu Double Eight succeeded in his revolution, he awarded 
titles to his sons. One of them went to Eastern Liao and was titled the Prince of Liao. Then 
there was the successful revolution by his fourth son, who thought having many of his 
brothers around him was an eyesore, and drove all of the princes in around Beijing to the 
south. In this way, the Prince of Liao packed up and went to Jingzhou. 


Per Ming laws, as long as the family didn’t die out, the title would be kept. Thus 
grandfather passed the title to his son, who then passed to the grandson. With the title cast in 
iron and grandsons streamed down, two hundred years later, the name of the grandson was 
Zhu Xian Jie. 


By the way, in Ming, many strange and rare words appeared, which was unprecedented 
and never repeated. Not in the New Chinese Dictionary, in the Kangxi Dictionary, nor in the Mars 
Chinese Dictionary, could this word be found. The reason is simple, the word never existed°. 


The bottom line is Zhu Double Eight was the one to blame. The fellow was too much a hard 
worker so that he even set up rules for the names of his descendants. The details of the rules 
are like this: After him, one of the radicals of the third character of the names all of his 
descendants must be metal, wood, water, fire, and earth, in that order. The other parts may be 
any character. 


But there were only limited number of words with metal, wood, water, fire, and earth as 
radicals, which weren’t enough to satisfy the need. The words like Zhao‘, Di’, and Ji’, were 
allotted to the emperor's family first. Repeating the name of one’s ancestor was a great offense. 
And the princes of every generation exhausted their brain power in naming. They scratched 
their heads and in the end had to make up words. Once they decided on the specified radical, 


° The author apparently didn’t work hard enough to find this word, which does exist in The Kangxi Dictionary. 
° A word of water radical. 
7 A word of wood radical. 
* A word of earth radical. 
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all they had to do was to add another word to the right side of the radical to just make do. 


This was a wretched rule and one of the victims is me. I get headache every time I see the 
evil word. Regardless what kind of input method I use I just can’t get it to show up. So I have 
to just make up one. 


Besides his name making people suffer, this Prince of Liao Zhu Xian Jie (for convenience, 
I'll just address him as the prince) wasn’t good in conduct either. Ever since he inherited the 
title, he shed the hateful lights of his eyesight on Zhang Ju Zheng. 


If we have to describe it, it was actually a really strange thing. Zhang Ju Zheng never met 
the prince. His grandfather, Zhang Zhen, the palace guard, was in truth just a doorman. How 


could the child of a doorman run afoul of the prince? 


In the end, it was the mother of the prince that deserved the blame. The prince was of the 
same age as Zhang Ju Zheng. They were nursed up at the same time and went to school at the 
same time. Whenever Zhang Ju Zheng caused a sensation in the territory by his essays, the 
mother of the prince would always say: 


“Look at what Zhang Bai Gui has done, and look at you...... 
Having been chided for years, it would be devil’s work if no hatred was fostered. 


Hatred was hatred but after he grew up, the prince discovered there was really nothing he 
could do against Zhang Ju Zheng. 


In many TV shows, a prince is a super bully, who can do whatever he wants to do. Acts 
like seizing the daughters of people and fleecing the people are common affairs. But in Ming, it 
was tantamount only to dreams. 


Ever since Zhu Di succeeded in his rebellion, the guardian princes became the main targets 
of the Court’s concerns. Not only were they deprived of the power of owning armed forces, 
even their daily lives were under the close monitoring of local governments. For example, the 
Prince of Liao was confined to the limit of the Prefecture of Jingzhou. If he ventured outside of 
it without permission, he ran the risk of losing his head. 


The bottom line, he was just a high grade prisoner. If he wanted to punish Zhang Ju Zheng, 


it would be easy said than done. 


But the power of hatred was strong. Just when the news of Zhang Ju Zheng was enjoying 
his success and displaying his prides on the streets got into the prince’s ears, an evil plan came 
into being. 

Soon after, on a night, Guard Zhang Zhen was mysteriously summoned to the prince’s 
palace and then was mysteriously released. What happened in the interlude is really not 
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possible to discover, but the result was very clear. He died soon after he went home. 


This death was an incident full of suspicions and mysteries. All indications showed the 
prince had much to do with the death. On this, both Zhang Wen Ming and Zhang Ju Zheng 
also understood. But the problem was, what could they have done? 


Although a guardian prince was not one who would be treated favorably by the Court, he 
nonetheless was a Zhu and a member of the royal family. Regardless if you were Whiz-Kid 
Zhang, Outstanding Talent Zhang, or Recommended Man Zhang, even if you were 
Distinguished Scholar Zhang or Minister Zhang, would you be able to prosecute a prince? 


That was exactly the plan carefully made by the prince. I murdered your grandparent and 
all you can do is watch and do nothing else. Although I have neither soldier nor power in my 
hands, under the sky, the only one that can punish me is the emperor. What can you do 
against me? 

Zhang Ju Zheng in his own eyes saw his grandfather’s wretched death. But all he could do 
was uttering heart wrenching wails. It was at this moment, the youth saw something for the 
first time, privilege. 


Privilege meant when you have satiated yourself with food and wine at dinner and was 
about to have your feet washed to go to bed, someone broke in, took away all of your 
belongings, set your house on fire, and then dosed the water that you used to wash your feet 
on your head, and then told you that it was his right. 


That was privilege. In front of privilege, Zhang Ju Zheng finally understood all the flowers 
and praises he had received before were so useless. Those so-called celebrities, who roamed, 
travelled, and followed trends were of no use besides being able to chant a few poems about 
seasons and weathers. 


Even the Magistrate of Jingzhou and the Inspector of Huguang were all just decorations 
before the prince. Those who had privileges were allowed to trample all morals and laws. 
They could disregard all laws and rules. They were allowed to do whatever they wanted to do. 


Those weak ones were left to be slaughtered. 


The prince couldn’t expect that his demonstration of power completely changed Zhang Ju 
Zheng’s life and awoke the young man from his dream. It was this incident that let Zhang Ju 
Zheng understand the menace and force of privilege. He disdained this force but he yearned 
for it. 


Standing before the grave of his grandfather, Zhang Ju Zheng, in deep thoughts, finally 
found that having more privileges was the only way to overcome the prince and his privileges. 


I'll be back. One day, I’ll come back to ask everything from you and let you suffer even 
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bigger pain than I am suffering. 


He threw a last glance to the richly decorated prince’s palace. With his fists tightly clenched, 
Zhang Ju Zheng embarked on the road to the capital to take the test. Now it was year twenty 
three of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1544), Zhang Ju Zheng was twenty. 


Regardless how much emotionally he had changed, Recommended Man Zhang was 
confident in his own ability. He was convinced he would pass the exam. But reality once again 
taught him a lesson. He failed. 


It was the reality that was not acceptable to Zhang Ju Zheng but he had to accept. All of his 
pride and vain glories were completely lost. He had to go home in disgrace. He had to study 


hard without cessation and wait for the next time. 


In year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1547), Zhang Ju Zheng went to the 
capital to take the test again. This time he had only one thought in his mind. Just pass the test. 
Just pass the test. 


Aunt Zhao Li Rong? once said: There is nothing good from being bombastic. Those words 
were well said. Zhang Ju Zheng stopped being bombastic. He passed the exam and he ranked 
pretty high. He was among the top ones of the second tier. After the exam he was named a 
plebeian meritorious and joined the training class of plebeians meritorious at the Imperial 


Academy. 


The plebeian meritorious training class was run once every three years, which was not 
unusual. But the class of year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility was truly an awesome one. 
The teacher of the class was Xu Jie, the deputy minister of personnel and the executive 
academician of Imperial Academy. Among the students, besides Zhang Ju Zheng, there were 
the terrific men like later cabinet members Li Chun Fang, Yin Shi Dan, and others. It was truly 
a spectacular team. 


It was in this training class that Zhang Ju Zheng got acquainted with Xu Jie for the first 
time. Although now Xu Jie had his sights fixed on Zhang Ju Zheng and contemplated to pull 
him under his wing, to the over enthusiastic teacher, Zhang Ju Zheng was on guard. Except 
routine interactions, they were not close. 


Ironically, although Zhang Ju Zheng was not a fan of Xu Jie, he rather liked Yan Song very 
much. In his view at the time, it was truly admirable that Lord Yan was still fighting on the 
front line despite his age of over sixty, and he was full of vigor and spirits. 


In the two years afterward, despite Xia Yan’s execution and the wretched class teacher Xu 
Jie being severely punished, he never uttered a word of sympathy. Instead, he wrote many 


° Zhao Li Rong was a famous Chinese actress popular in the 1980s and 90s. 
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essays praising Yan Song. On Yan Song’s birthdays, he presented his encomiums. 
ysp 8 8 8 ¥ P 


Xu Jie could do nothing about these but he was convinced one day the young man would 


come to appreciating his painstaking efforts. 


Heaven didn’t allow him to wait long. In year twenty nine of Civility and Tranquility (AD 
1550), Zhang Ju Zheng broke up with Yan Song. 


In this year, the Incident of Geng Shu took place. Zhang Ju Zheng saw the Mongol soldiers 
came and went, went and came, pillaged and looted. But Lord Yan ate and slept, slept and ate, 
and refused to do anything. 


A man can’t be so shameless like that. Zhang Ju Zheng was angry. His fantasy about Yan 
Song turned into ashes along with the conflagrations outside of the city. He finally went to Xu 
Jie. 

By now Xu Jie had become the minister of personnel and a grand academician of the 
Cabinet. He was already a senior official in the Court. In Zhang Ju Zheng’s view, he had the 
capability to have a fight against Yan Song. He advised a few times but Lord Xu simply smiled 
without answering. To Yan Song, Lord Xu also showed complete obedience and no inclination 
to counteract. 


Aren’t you so pusillanimous? Zhang Ju Zheng never thought the teacher he respected so 
much turned out to be just someone of no principle, cared only about his own job, and was 
afraid of standing up. Of course, anger was just anger. Zhang Ju Zheng also didn’t stand up. 
After all, he was just a seventh grade editor at the Imperial Academy. He also didn’t have 
Yang Ji Sheng’s courage. 


Yan Song screwed around day after day and Xu Jie yielded day after day. Zhang Ju Zheng 
was depressed day after day. Finally he could no longer put up with it. He made a decision 
that would change his life. He asked for a sick leave. 


Before he departed, he left a letter to Teacher Xu, in which he severely criticized its target's 
unprincipled actions. In the letter there were such eye-catching words: 


“In history, even ignorant men had words of wisdom to the emperor. Now the first 
secretary is afraid of saying a word, how come?” 


Deciphering the meaning by words, he was basically saying: Teacher Xu, you are not even 


as good as an ignorant man! 
On reading the letter, Xu Jie simply smiled: 


Son, you are still too green. 
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Growing Up 


Country and duty 


In year thirty three of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1554), disgusted and disillusioned, 
Angry Youth Zhang went home. In truth, it was the most appropriate for home to pick this 
time to go home. Now it was the time when the Court was in a life and death struggle. Yang Ji 
Sheng wrote to the emperor knowing it meant his certain death. Yan Song wielded his power. 
Xu Jie prevaricated on all sides. It was a bloody scene. By Zhang Ju Zheng’s temperament, it 
would be hard for him to not get into the fray. 


No longer in politics and no other forms of entertainment available, all could be done was 
travel and sightseeing. In those three years, Zhang Ju Zheng visited many famous and 
historical sites. From the shores of West Lake to the top of Mt Wudang, there were his 
footprints everywhere. But the three year tour of the country not only didn’t loosen up his 
mood, it rather made him discover a new problem. 


It turned out to him that human life could be as bad as living in Hell. After witnessing the 
wretched scenes of countless number of people begging on streets and selling their daughters 
and sons in order to just get another meal and live one more day, Zhang Ju Zheng uttered a 
deep sigh. 

From a whiz kid, to a recommended man, a distinguished scholar, and an imperial 
academician, there had been some snags of various kinds, but overall, Zhang Ju Zheng had led 
a relatively successful life. He experienced no lack of clothing. He was educated and he had a 


government job. 


Not until he toured the places and saw in his own eyes, did he realize such truths. For 
example, if a man had no land, he would have no income. When he had _ no income, he had no 
food. When he had no food, he had to sell his properties, from furniture, home to his wife and 
children. Then when he had nothing to sell, he would scrape tree barks. After tree barks were 
all gone, he would eat white clay. But white clay can’t be digested. In the end, he would die. 
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On his death, his belly would swell very high. 


He also discovered in this world there were many who neither appreciated poetry and 
paintings, nor had so much sadness and worries. All they wanted were a bowl of dirt 
contaminated rice. To those hungry people who appeared like skeletons and whose eyes sank 
deep into the sockets, it didn’t matter at all if a piece of calligraphy was done by Wang Xi Zhi 
or Huai Su. What was important to them was if the paper with the calligraphy was thick 
enough and if it would be easy to digest. 


When he saw the abandoned bodies of those who died on the streets, he sometimes also 
imagined if these people, when they were alive, had had wives, husbands, and children, or if 
they once had a happy life and a happy family. 


Just when woebegone Zhang Ju Zheng was so indignant, a quondam enemy of his came to 
stalk him again. 


This man was none other but the Prince of Liao. On mentioning him, we have to say this 
was really a blockhead. When he heard Zhang Ju Zheng had come back home, he ventured to 
come on his own for just one purpose, to play. 


As a guardian prince living in Jingzhou, a small place, being confined, and couldn’t go far, 
he could entertain himself only on some eating, drinking, gambling, and prostitutes. Those 
were truly uninteresting. In his mind, Zhang Ju Zheng would be the best choice with whom he 


could find some real entertainment. 


The fellow also had a bad memory. He didn’t seem to remember that the grandfather of his 
playmate sitting in front of him had been murdered by him. Zhang Ju Zheng now had become 
a toy of his and was summoned to the palace every day. He had to force himself to drink, 
write poems, and laugh together with the playboy. 


In those disgraceful days, Zhang Ju Zheng endured everything in silence. At the same time, 
he also discovered another side of the world, that a human life could also be like living in 
Heaven. 


Take the prince as an example. He was born with a gold key in his mouth. He had plenty of 
food and clothing but he still thought he didn’t have enough. He fleeced the local people. He 
used whatever and whenever he wanted to use and he took whatever and whenever he 
wanted to take. If he had to live like a man then the people had to live like animals. If he 
wanted to have a handsome living, then the people had to die in misery. 


Every time when Zhang Ju Zheng left from the lavish feast he had to endure and walked 
out of the gate of the splendid palace, he was always able to see those famished people who 
were on their last breath and the homeless who had to sleep on the streets. 
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It turned out that Heaven and Hell were separated only by a wall. 


That was the true nature of the world of Great Ming. When countless number of poor 
people were suppressed and squeezed, lost their land, and ended up roaming everywhere 
without homes, those noble lords were thinking about where to travel tomorrow and what 
sort of poems to write. 


The scenes that looked no extraordinary to other officials deeply moved Zhang Ju Zheng. It 
was because he was different from most of the officials. He had a conscious. 


Confronted by the beseeching and hopeless eyes and the carcasses of those died of hunger 
and cold, Zhang Ju Zheng once again affirmed his goal, a goal that he would adhere to the end. 


His duty was to serve the country. 


In plain language, serving the country as one’s duty simply means to take care of other’s 
affairs like his own affairs. Earthmen all understood that. But it seemed only extraterrestrials 
would be able to carry it out. 


A few hundred years ago, a man named Adam Smith wrote a book titled The Wealth of 
Nations. In this book that has been regarded as the greatest work on economics, Comrade 
Adam revealed this truth to us. The human species is inherently and will always be a selfish 


animal. 


Go home and look at yourself in a mirror, you'll see the law is very true. Ask if anyone 
would want to fight, struggle, and offer all of his efforts, energy, and even his life for someone 
he doesn’t know at all? By the way, even if you did it, the benefactor may not even appreciate 
your sacrifice. 


If such a man wasn’t a fool, then he must be a mentally ill man. We can believe that would 
be the answer of most people. But the problem is there are indeed such men, who are willing 
to sacrifice all they have in order to just benefit others. 


This is a group of special people and we usually call them great men. Thus we say it’s not 
easy to be great. 


Confucius should be one of the many great men. He devoted his entire life seeking truth 
and spreading education. Of course he was not a so-called Hopeless Optimist. His words are 
also naturally not Chicken Soup for the Soul or Aphorisms of Inspirations. In my opinion, he 


seemed more like a Hopeless Pessimist. 


He wandered for decades and toured everywhere. He saw the most savage slaughters and 
destructions. But he still chose evangelism as his cause. He hoped to spread hope and 
knowledge to more people. It was unquestionably a great endeavor. But the real reason that he 
did what he did was not optimism, but compassion. 
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He understood the darkness and hopelessness of the world. But he never gave up and he 
loved all those unlucky people with compassion. 


That is the true reason why great men became great. That is the human being’s most 


sublime virtue and feeling. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was such kind of a great man. He lived in luxury and had a great prospect. 
He would not suffer from cold. He would absolutely not suffer from hunger. He could have 
chosen to be a dutiful aristocrat. He could simply have lived out his tenure and in the end he 
would have both fame and wealth. 


But just like Dr. Guevara, who rode his motorcycle across the continent of South America, 
once he recognized injustice and ugliness in the world, he chose another path, a path that was 
extremely hard but extremely glorious. 


In the darkness Zhang Ju Zheng accepted the torch from his ancestors and became another 


man who took the country as his responsibility. 


I am convinced that even if the world is dark and gloomy and horrendously sinister and 
even if the world is so miserable that you don’t even want to live and living is worse than 
death, you still should summon your courage and live on bravely. 


I believe hope will never die. 


A talent, unmatched 


In year thirty six of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1557), Zhang Ju Zheng returned to Beijing. 
Now he was a completely changed man from both inside and outside. He knew what he 
wanted to do and he also knew how to do. 


By intelligence only, the number one smart man in the Civility and Tranquility era would 
not be Xu Jie. Based on their actual behaviors, Zhang Ju Zheng was far more superior to him. 


In that age, it was not easy to earn a living in the Court. To survive, Xu Jie had to act like a 
toady for over twenty years. He also had to curry favor from and compromise with his enemy. 
But Zhang Ju Zheng’s behavior astonished everyone. 


Although the young man was just over thirty and just a few years ago was a typical angry 
youth, in a few short years he had become a seasoned politician who revealed no emotions in 
his external appearances and was profoundly shrewd. At the time when Xu Jie went openly 
against Yan Song, except a few brave ones, no one dared to publicly contact Xu Jie for fear of 
being gotten rid of by Yan Song as an enemy. Even diehard henchmen like Wu Shi Lai and 
Zou Ying Long would come to see Xu Jie in darkness. Skulk in, don’t fire your gun. 
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The only exception was Zhang Ju Zheng. He always came during the day. He also liked 
riding official palanquins and having his arrival announced loudly. He seemed to be afraid 
that people didn’t know his relationship with Xu Jie. Even in the Court, he dared to engage in 
small talks with Xu Jie. 


Even more strangely, reacting to these scenes, Yan Song and his followers felt not a bit 
strange and they also didn’t take him as their enemy. Zhang Ju Zheng also maintained a good 


relationship with their side. Although they were not close, they were often in touch. 


In ordinary people’s thinking, Zhang Ju Zheng’s behavior showed he was unquestionably 
a double-dealer. But at the time, even the ultra-smart Yan Song thought Academician Zhang 
was a man as open as day, who was not a partisan and a pure straight shooter. 


Being obviously as a man of the Xu Party and obviously playing legerdemain, he was 
observed by men and no one saw through. In the over forty years of the Court of Civility and 
Tranquility, it was the most mysterious scene. 


The only reasonable explanation to such a strange phenomenon is Zhang Ju Zheng was a 
man of superb ability. He was the embodiment of dreadful political acumen. Even in the most 
perilous political environment, he was able to maneuver at ease and traverse amidst the rain of 
bullets of the belligerents. Even the International Red Cross wouldn’t be able to be left playing 
catching up in the dust. 


Thus in those years, despite there was a life and death struggle and blood streaming 
outside of him, Zhang Ju Zheng was as steady as a mountain and remained unscathed. 


But if you think he was obedient and dutiful, you are wrong. 


Among the men in the Xu Party, Zhang Ju Zheng was perhaps the most aggressive. He 
often shouted fight and kill before Xu Jie. In all appearances he couldn’t live with Yan Song 
under the same sky. 


But Xu Jie reacted with just gentle smiles. He got Wu Shi Lai, Dong Chuan Ce, and Zhang 
Chong to probe Yan Song and ordered Zou Ying Long to impeach Yan Shi Fan. But he never 
played the card Zhang Ju Zheng. He knew very well the man was a very unusual man and 
now it was not the time for this man to appear yet. 

In fact, not only didn’t Zhang Ju Zheng have a chance to show himself, his promotions also 
went slowly. As a distinguished scholar of year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility, over ten 
years went by in a blink of eyes and he still remained a seventh grade editor. He was not even 
as good as Yang Ji Sheng. 


To this Zhang Ju Zheng was also not able to come to terms, no matter how hard he was 
following the number two man in the Court. He advanced so slowly it really just didn’t make 
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sense. 


But two years later when he received the order of his appointment, all of his 


dissatisfactions dissipated like smoke. He finally understood Xu Jie’s well thought intentions. 


In year thirty nine of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1560), for his hard and industrial work 
and excellent reviews, Editor Zhang Ju Zheng of the Imperial Academy got promoted to right 
chamberlain of the Office of the Crown Prince, as well as the assistant dean of the Imperial 
College. 


The right chamberlain of the Office of the Crown Prince and the assistant dean of Imperial 
College were all sixth grade positions. They seemed to be insignificant. Nor were they of high 


profile. But in truth they were not so: 


The main responsibility of the right chamberlain of the Office of the Crown Prince was to 
manage the official documents for the crown prince, as well as providing paperwork 
assistance to the crown prince. On the other hand, the assistant dean of Imperial College was 
like the vice president of a national university and was second only to the dean. 


Now you can see. By becoming the right chamberlain, he would be able to organize the 
crown prince’s documents and would be able to keep a connection with the crown prince. It’s 
called garnering support. By being the assistant dean of the national university, you would 
have all of the students at the Imperial College as your students. That is called patronization. 
You need to know if Jiang Jie Shi was happiest when he was addressed as the dean, there must 
be some good reasons. 


In addition, the two positions were not ranked high, which attracted no attention and there 
was no danger he would become a target of attack. It was also a good training. To a designated 
successor who was for the moment not to be exposed too much, nothing was better suited for 
him. 

Your calculation is so carefully done, Brother Xu Jie, I admire you wholeheartedly. 


But it would be impossible to keep everything perfectly flawless. At the time, the dean of 
Imperial College was no other but Gao Gong. The coincidence would soon bring even bigger 


troubles to Xu Jie. 


Xu Jie was truly kind to Zhang Ju Zheng. The kindness went beyond all bounds. In year 
thirty nine of Civility and Tranquility, Xu Jie’s struggle against Yan Song was on the edge of 
precipice of death. Both sides employed unusual tactics. If there was a man of any use left, he 
would be taken to the front. But regardless how tense the situation was, as the student Xu Jie 
most proud of, Zhang Ju Zheng never went to the front. He was all settled to organizing 
documents and teaching his students. 
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By that trend, it seemed even if a bunker needed to be taken out, Lord Xu would carry the 
explosives himself. 


Zhang Ju Zheng took all these to his heart. He knew what Xu Jie expected of him. 


Yan Song finally fell down, before Xu Jie, who was smarter than him. Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
future became even brighter. In year forty three of Civility and Tranquility, he was promoted 
to right moral instructor of the Office of the Crown Prince. 


The position of right moral instructor ranked secondary fifth grade. It meant in four years, 
Zhang Ju Zheng was elevated by just half a grade. But when he heard the appointment, he was 
so ecstatic that he almost jumped up. The only job of the right moral instructor was to be the 
lecture of the Prince of Yu. 


The Prince of Yu had never been an ally of Xu Jie’s. He was able to install Zhang Ju Zheng 


there only after a sedulous effort. 


So Zhang Ju Zheng joined the staff of the Prince of Yu and became one of the prince’s four 
main lecturers. Interestingly, the other three were all of his old acquaintances. They were: his 
old colleague Gao Gong, his old classmate Yin Shi Dan, and his old teacher Chen Yi Qin (who 
scored his test sheet in the college entrance exam). 


The four lecturers began their lives in teaching. They saw each other day and night. In the 
near future, they would become the men of the moment in the political arena of the empire. 


Xu Jie originally wanted to train Zhang Ju Zheng for a few more years and when the time 
comes recruit him into the Cabinet and succeed him. But now the situation had changed. 
Because of the mistake in his judgement, Gao Gong now obviously had the upper hand. So he 
had to act ahead of time. 


But when Xu Jie was about to harvest the crops he had planted for years, something 
unexpected happened. 

He was surprised to see in his private lot Zhang Ju Zheng, weed managed to grow. 

The name of the weed was Gao Gong. 

The man Gao Gong was just like his name, he was proud and hard to budge. Few who 


worked with him would become his friend. Not only did he think highly of himself, he often 
despised his colleagues and superiors. At every turn he would say: you fools ...... 


Perhaps you wonder is this man himself foolish? He was so unpopular so how could he 
have managed to advance? Let me tell you, Mr. Gao was not stupid. You must know although 
he despised his colleagues, he regarded his boss (the emperor) highly. He often wrote green 
verses and presented them to the emperor. His verses were elegant. Officials all thought the 
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brownnosing essays he wrote would rank the second (the first was Top Scholar Overall Li 
Chun Fang), even Xu Jie had to stand on the sidelines. 


Not only that, he also had the Prince of Yu in his hands. With so abundant resources, 
regardless if he despised or castigated you, what could you do? 


Thus he had very few friends. Guo Pu was one and Zhang Ju Zheng was one as well. 


Guo Pu was his townsfolk and comrade in battle. Not much need to be said. Zhang Ju 
Zheng managed to become his friend purely out of his own strength. 


Gao Gong had once said, throughout the entire court, except Shu Da (Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
courtesy name), everyone else is of no ability. 


When he first arrived at the Imperial College, Gao Gong didn’t take his assistant seriously. 
He used Zhang Ju Zheng like using a footman, who was bawled at here and there. Regardless, 
the man was the assistant dean. If it were another man, he would have balked long ago. 


But Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t utter a word. He just concentrated on his work. In just a few 
short months, he instilled life in the Imperial College that no one bothered to pay attention. 
Gao Gong thus changed his view on him. 


A few years later, when the two men met again as the lecturers of the Prince of Yu, Gao 
Gong already had a complete understanding of the man’s ability and magnanimity. For the 
first time he put aside his haughty attitude. Whenever he met Zhang Ju Zheng, he even would 
salute first. In addition, he often chatted and exchanged ideas with Zhang Ju Zheng. 


As time went by, the two became intimate friends. They often went out together. It was 
during one of the outings that Gao Gong revealed his secret to Zhang Ju Zheng. 

In that early morning when the sunshine was bright, standing in the morning breeze and 
viewing the splendid scenery, Gao Gong became emotional. He said these words to Zhang Ju 


Zheng, who was standing next to him: 


“With your ability, you'll do great. I’d like to see we strive together and encourage each 
other. When we join the Cabinet and I become the first secretary, let us serve the country and 


make accomplishments that will last for generations!” 


Zhang Ju Zheng, eyes open without blinking, stared at the spirited and ambitious man. 
Then he walked up and, looked at the comrade that shared his ideas and ambitions in the face, 
and resolutely nodded his head. 


Yes, that’s also my goal. 
At that moment, the fifty two year old Gao Gong and the thirty nine year old Zhang Ju 


Zheng became allies. An audaciously ambitious goal that was aimed at turning the tide in 
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calamity and making great accomplishments was thus set. 
Of all the heroes in the world, we are the only ones! 


The shrewd Xu Jie quickly found out the relationship the two had. He knew it had become 
impossible for him to count on Zhang Ju Zheng to be completely on his side to help him to 
attack Gao Gong. But day by day Gao Gong had become more and more arrogant in the 
Cabinet. For the moment, he didn’t have a better idea. 


Just when he was hard contemplating a countermeasure, an unexpected event occurred. 
Unfortunately, to Xu Jie, it was not a good thing. 


This is what happened. At the time in the Court, there was a censor named Hu Ying Jia. 
One day, the fellow was so bored that he took up the work he was supposed to do, 
impeaching. This time the target he chose was Li Deng Yun, the deputy minister of works. 


All he wanted to do was simply to offer some criticism. But the problem was his essay was 


too well written. In a few days, the news came. Li Deng Yun had been ordered to retire. 


Hu Ying Jia was dumbfounded. It was quite an accomplishment that an essay brought 
down a deputy minister. But the problem was Li Deng Yun had a relative by marriage. His 
name was Gao Gong. 


Over, everything is over. Now Comrade Hu Ying Jia is in big trouble. He has run afoul of 
Gao Gong. Sooner or later he will have to swallow what he can’t swallow. In addition, from 
the Street Press he learned Lord Gao Gong was incensed by what he did and was about to 
punish him. 


Being pushed to the corner, Hu Ying Jia decided to gamble. Instead of being killed in 
waiting, it would be better to fight. He began to collect information and get himself ready to 
strike first. 


Very soon, he received three pieces of news: First, the emperor was seriously ill and in 
really bad health. 


Next, Gao Gong moved and now lived in the West Gate of Peace. 


Lastly, Gao Gong had taken home some of the personal items he had used in the duty 


room in the West Garden. He often went back and stayed at home. 


The three events seemed to be isolated and there were also nothing unusual in them. But 
the bloody knife hid in them. An idea suddenly appeared in Hu Ying Jia’s mind. He came up 
with a very sinister plan. Then he took out the brush, poured out the ink, and wrote a 


memorial of impeachment. 


I have once cataloged the memorials written by Ming censors. I have read no fewer than a 
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hundred of them. The techniques they employed vary and ran the whole gamut. But the most 
sinister has to be this marvelous work by Hu Ying Jia. Hundreds of years later, when it is read 
now, it still makes one’s spine chill. 


“Your obedient servant palace emissary of the Ministry of Personnel Hu Ying Jia hereby 
present: Gao Gong, the minister of rites and grand academician of the Imperial Library has 
been enjoying Your Majesty’s great benediction. But just when Your Majesty is seriously ill, he 
shirks from his duty and goes home without permission. He also takes all the items from the 
duty room to home. I don’t know what his purpose is.” 


Malicious, it was truly malicious. We know throughout his life, what the emperor feared 
most was some Officials had their own ambitions. Back then when Xu Jie advised to name the 
crown prince, he was almost removed. Now when he became seriously ill, Gao Gong began to 
pack up. Was it not obvious enough that he wanted to start afresh? 


By the emperor’s temper, barring anything extraordinary, the day that he read the 
memorial would be the day Gao Gong would lose his life. Then the more devilish aspect of the 
sinister plan was Hu Ying Jia had seen through the disaccord between Gao Gong and Xu Jie. 
He knew if the memorial was sent to the Cabinet, fight would break out and Gao Gong would 
surely think it was directed by Xu Jie. Then a full scale war would break out and the blame 
would be placed on Xu Jie. Perhaps he would also be rewarded. 


By the way, Hu Ying Jia was Xu Jie’s townsman. 


It was almost a perfect plan that would hit three birds with one stone. After setting his plan 
in motion, Hu Ying Jia happily and proudly waited for the news of Gao Gong’s death. But he 
didn’t expect he overlooked the most important problem. A sick man would be easy to get 
angry. But if the sickness was so serious, even if the man wanted to get angry, he wouldn’t be 
able to. 


By now Comrade Civility and Tranquility was already so sick that he was beyond cure. He 
lied in bed on his last breath, waiting to report to the King of Hell. From where would he be 
able to find the strength to read Hu Ying Jia’s memorial? The essay that was filled with the 
zeal for kill by Censor Hu fell into the hands of Gao Gong. 


When Gao Gong finished reading the memorial, he felt like he had been struck by a 
thunder bolt. Cold sweat streamed down on his body. He was furious. Right away he was 
certain it was a plot planned by Xu Jie. He vowed openly that he and Xu Jie would be 


irreconcilable enemies. He immediately went to Guo Pu to plan for countermeasures. 


Being pushed around in the Cabinet and with interference on Zhang Ju Zheng by others, 


now there was Hu Ying Jia, First Secretary Xu felt like he wanted to smash his head against a 
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wall. Just when he had been badly bruised and battered, another piece of earth shaking news 


came: 
The emperor was dead. 


He finally died. There was nothing unusual about the death. What was unusual was it took 


him so long to die. 


For decades the fellow persistently put all of his limited amount of energy into the 
unlimited practice of Taoism. With a dauntless spirit he personally tried the new drugs that 
were said to prolong his life forever, the alchemist pills. According to analysis, the main 
ingredients of the pills were gold (Au), silver (Ag), mercury (Hg) and various other kinds of 


heavy metal and minerals. 


Civility and Tranquility was a good comrade. He took all these things without complaint 
for over forty years. Then he managed to live stubbornly to sixty. Miracle, it was truly a 


miracle. 


To be honest, to this fellow, I have not much feeling. But it can’t be helped. He reigned for 
over forty years. Under his rule, able men appeared one after another. Strange things occurred 
frequently. If he is not written about, it will be truly hard to explain. But on the other hand, 
looking back at the life of the talented emperor, it’s truly a life that can make people’s feelings 


astir. 


The emperor was a smart man. He was able to put the government under control at age 
sixteen. He manipulated his officials. Most of the men under him were extraordinarily capable 
men. Civilian officials like Xia Yan, Xu Jie, and Hu Zong Xian were all shrewd at intrigues. 
Military officials like Qi Ji Guang, Yu Da You, and Tan Lun were fierce and strong individuals. 
He had a roster full of talents. 


But the country was in such a shape just like what Hai Rui described. People were 
impoverished. Every family was bereft of everything. Government corruption was rampant. 
Officials were habitually greedy and dishonest. Incomes were not enough to offset expenses. 


Deficits incurred every year. The Empire of Great Ming was sliding to the verge of collapse. 
All these strange things happened simply because of one word, selfish. 


The emperor was very selfish. He thought being an emperor meant to enjoy life without 
responsibilities and with all the rights. To enjoy life, he had to split his officials and let them 
fight among themselves so that his position would be solidified. To enjoy life, he had to 
practice Taoism so that he would live longer. As to the welfare of the people, only devils 


would care. 


In summary, after I’m dead, who cares if the entire earth is covered by flood! 
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The Supreme Immortal of Perpetuity, the Heavenly forever Living Wise Ruler of All 
Seasons, the God of Gods of All Five Elements, the Truly Enlightened, the Long Live Emperor 
of the Palace in Heaven, Zhu Hou Zong, still, he died. 


That was just it. 
There can be only one phrase to describe his death: 


He deserved it! 


Enduring legacy 

In the night that the emperor died, the first man that received the news was Xu Jie. 

Of course, if you hoped he would wail with tears like he didn’t want to live anymore, then 
it would be impractical. But upon hearing the news, Xu Jie indeed fell into a silence. He was 


not mourning in silence. But decades of political experience told him on that dead body, a once 
in a life time opportunity would allow him to turn defeat into victory had appeared. 


He immediately issued his order: 

“Get Zhang Ju Zheng here!” 

Now Zhang Ju Zheng was just an academician of the Imperial Academy. He was not a 
cabinet member. Therefore he was not responsible for duty. When he was called out from his 
warm bed and rushed into the palace in the cold December night of Beijing, he was still in the 
dark about what was happening. 

Xu Jie told him the emperor is dead. But Zhang Ju Zheng was rather calm. He didn’t give 
an opinion. 

Dead, so be it. He is not my father. What’s the fuss? 

But he still got excited, because Xu Jie said something else: 

“We need to write an imperial edict. Let me draft the guidelines and you write it.” 

Zhang Ju Zheng’s hands were shaking, because he was excited. 

In Ming, an emperor might have issued countless number of documents. But the most 
important is the edict right after his death. It was a summary of his entire life. The high level 
policies and the future plans of the country would also be determined in this document. 

Then the most important secret of an emperor’s last edict is that it was completely not the 
emperor’s will but was written by officials. Most of emperor’s last edicts were written like self- 


criticizing reviews. A significant number of them scolded themselves like hell and described 
themselves not even as good as ruffians on streets. Your Majesty is already dead, are you 
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going to crawl back up to even the score with us? 
Whoever had the last edict would have the country in his hands. 
Being able to participate in the drafting of the historical document, Zhang Ju Zheng was 


very excited. He knew by rule he, as a fifth grade imperial academician, was in no way 
qualified to touch the pen. But now, he sat before the desk with a brush, together with the 
fortunes of the millions of people, in his hand. 


He looked up and threw a glance that was full of gratitude to Xu Jie, who was busy in deep 
thoughts on phrasing words into sentences. 


But he didn’t know when he had his head down in writing, Xu Jie had also repeatedly 
gazed at him. Pride filled his eyes. 


Very well, everything is in control. 


This was the most brilliant move in Xu Jie’s political life. It was also the brightest spark of 
political wisdom. 


In this night, he completely revealed his true identity and poured out the anger that had 
been accumulating in him for over twenty years. He completely repudiated Emperor Civility 
and Tranquility, whose irresponsible rule of decades put the country in a mess. He severely 
criticized the emperor’s recklessness to and negligence of his duties. Of course, procedural 
wise all these words were said by Comrade Civility and Tranquility himself, so no one else 
could be blamed. 


This is the famous Last Imperial Edict of Civility and Tranquility in Ming history. It was 
said after the entire document was published, the entire country celebrated. Many intellectuals 
wrote poems to praise the document. Some indecent even dared to celebrate with firecrackers 
during the mourning period. If an emperor managed to have such a result for his rule, it was a 
failure, a total failure. 


By this last edict (everyone knew who was the author), Xu Jie’s reputation reached the 
zenith and his power also overshadowed the sky. Gao Gong’s momentum was suppressed. 
But in reality, in that night, the edict was not Xu Jie’s most proud accomplishment. 

His real gain was Zhang Ju Zheng. 

The innocent Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t know the moment he took up the brush and wrote 


down the first word was the time he had completely broken away from Gao Gong. 


It was because the last edict was extremely important, thus by custom, the draft should be 
discussed and decided by all members of the Cabinet. But in that night, there was only one 
man at the scene. Gao Gong, Guo Pu, and Li Chun Fang all didn’t know about it. They were all 
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kept in the dark. That was the biggest taboo of all taboos. 


Li Chun Fang was an amiable man and he would be all right. But Gao Gong and Guo Pu 
could not be easily dispatched. You dare to monopolize everything behind us? We’re not 
going to let you go! 

Soon Gao Gong learned there was another man in drafting the document. The man was 
none other than Zhang Ju Zheng. What’s Zhang Ju Zheng’s rank? How come he is involved in 
drafting the edict! 


He was shocked with irrepressible anger. A seed of hatred was planted. After that, Zhang 
Ju Zheng was no longer his friend and partner. But to Zhang Ju Zheng, between his teacher 
and his friend, he had only one choice left. 


A ginger root is most spicy when it’s aged. A fox is most sly when it’s old. 


A few days later, the guards at the prison in the capital learned the news of the emperor’s 
death. They had a discussion and began to make work assignments. Some were assigned to 
buy vegetables and some were assigned to buy meat. They made a sumptuous meal and then 
invited a prisoner to the meal. 


The name of the prisoner was Hai Rui. 


Ever since he criticized the emperor, Mr. Hai Rui’s reputation grew bigger day by day. 
Numerous officials took him as their model. Some ordinary people even hung his portrait at 
home, greeted him in the morning, and reported to him in the evening. He had completely 
become an idol. 


Now the emperor is dead. Given Hai Rui’s reputation, he is going to be declared innocent 
and released. He is going to be promoted. The guards also wanted to have a chance to advance. 
They decided to speculate on him by inviting Lord Hai to a meal, hoping they would be taken 
care of in the future. 


The dishes were delivered to the prison cell. When Hai Rui saw there were fish and meat. 
He did a calculation, the birthday of Laotse the Supreme Lord was still days away and his own 
birthday was even more unreliable. Oh, I see, this is the last meal. 


The so-called last meal is the meal before the execution. Usually it was a good meal. We 
Chinese are tender and loving people, we absolutely don’t want to increase the burden of the 
King of Hell. We ensure that we don’t want a single ghost to report to Him hungry. Of course, 
most of the people have no appetite for it. The psychological pressure was too great. 


But if it was happening to Hai Rui, then it would be a different matter. Brave Man Hai said 
nothing. He grabbed the chopsticks and started plowing through the food. He ate ravenously. 
When he finished, he asked for more. When the dishes were clean enough to reflect his images, 
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he finally finished eating. 


Then he sat down and stared at the guard. He seemed to mean, I have done eating, why 


don’t you start? 
The guard, under his stare, felt his hair sticking on end. The he said to him cautiously: 
“Your Grace perhaps don’t know, the emperor is dead, soon you'll be free.” 


The ensuing event had been written in history books of all sizes. It’s truly a historical 


wonder. 


Upon hearing this, Hai Rui for a moment seemed to be in a trance. Then suddenly he burst 
into a loud cry. His cry seemed to have torn his heart and lung out. His cry was so intense that 
he wasn’t able to breath. Then he began to throw up. First he spewed out what he just ate and 
then he spewed out what he ate last time. Then finally it was just greenish water. 


The guard was dumbfounded. He didn’t know what was happening. He was so scared like 
his soul had left his body. He stood tight against the wall and didn’t dare to make any move. 


Hai Rui’s cry was sincere. The emperor was dead and he was very sad. It must be ironical 
that the emperor trusted Yan Song and Xu Jie and awarded them with high positions and 
lavish pay, what he got was one used him as a tool and the other one used him as a puppet. 
The only one that truly felt sorrowful for his death was none other but Hai Rui, the man who 
criticized him and then imprisoned by him. 


Civility and Tranquility, you are actually so lonely. 


On Hai Rui’s behavior, there are essentially two different kinds of reactions. Those who 
extolled him deliberately avoided this by not mentioning the event at all. Those who despised 
him said this was the collective reflection of all of his ignorance and blind loyalty. 


I remember, when I was little, I read a picture-story series titled A Complete Biography of Yue 
Fei. That was the book that basically started my education in history. In the preface of every 
book, there was an introduction on the outline of the stories in the book. But regardless of the 
episode, there was always this statement below the introduction: Readers please take notice, 
what Yue Fei had done reflected his idea of absolute loyalty in the imperial system, which 
should be subject to criticism. 


Personally, I think this is a shameless statement. 


In an imperialistic society, there were no democracies and no elections. Unless you could 
set up your own shop, then except being loyal to the throne, to whom else could you place 
your loyalty? Would you have placed your loyalty on God? 


In a feudal society, you have to do things in feudalistic ways and say in the language of 
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feudalists. Don’t hope they are of high moral values. This is how to interpret history in 


materialism. 


Hai Rui read neither Montesquieu’s nor Rousseau’s books. When the emperor was alive, 
Hai Rui criticized him, which was his duty. When the emperor was dead, Hai Rui cried, which 
was also his duty. 


Duty and that was it. 


But crying wouldn’t cause death. After finishing crying, he had to live. Just as the guards 
predicted, soon Hai Rui was released. A few years later, he would come out again and make 
even a bigger trouble. 


Ten days later, people of the entire country knew the emperor was dead. Among them was 
a plebeian in Qizhou of Huguang (today’s Qichun of Hubei). Reacting to the news, he was 
rather calm. Over a dozen years ago he saw the emperor when the emperor was in the prime 
of his life and he already knew the drug snacking emperor wouldn’t be able to stay long. 


Not much of his concern, he just shook his head, went back to his little shanty, and 
continued writing his book. 


Thirty years ago, as someone who aspired a career in government, he tried three times in 
county exams. But luck was not with him. He always failed. Incensed, he took up his father’s 
old profession. 


Although it was always a sad thing when someone failed an exam, the failure of this man 
was something worthy of setting off firecrackers in celebration by the entire humanity. That’s 
because his name was Li Shi Zhen. 


In fact, Li Shi Zhen initially didn’t want to become a doctor. Despite his father was a 
famous doctor in the area and had some money, in that era, Four Books and Five Classics was the 
way to prosperity. Medicine was considered a superfluous discipline. Then doctors surely 
were superfluous scholars. 


Superfluous scholars were certainly not respected by people. What does money mean? 
People still looked at you with contempt! Thus Li Shi Zhen’s father repeatedly exhorted him 
not to take up medicine as his profession. 


Li Shi Zhen was a dutiful son. But he just couldn’t pass the test. What can you do? He had 
even more trouble. When he was twenty, he contracted a lung disease that was very tough to 
treat. After many troubles and much dabbling with death, he was finally able to keep his life. 


Soon after that, fresh from recovering of his illness, he went to his father and uttered just 


one sentence: 
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“T’m not going to take the test anymore, please teach me medicine.” 

His father thought for a moment and agreed by nodding his head. 

I don’t want others to experience the pain and torture I have endured. 

In my opinion, that was perhaps the motivation for Li Shi Zhen to take up medicine. 


Although he was not good at studying books, he was talented in fuddling with herbs. As 
he grew older, he saw more strange diseases, gained more experience, and became better and 


better in medicine. 


By this reasoning, there may be good reasons for hospitals to have old men and women in 
their fifties and sixties to run the clinics and doctors in their twenties and thirties to sit on the 
side to swat flies. We don’t have to comment on their ability. But at least they’ve lived for 
decades and even if they haven’t done much they have endured much. 


But Li Shi Zhen obviously wasn’t a doctor who possessed modern day thinking. He had no 
sense of trend. When he treated poor people, he dared to not charge the fees that would be in 
millions. He dared to passionately inquire the patients about their feelings. He dared to waive 
all the lab fees and treatment fees. He was truly a man of “horrendous crimes”! 

Having being a doctor for over a dozen years without concerns about cost and all for the 
purpose of saving lives, Li Shi Zhen hung on. His wealth dwindled but his fame grew. 

By year thirty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1551), his life took a dramatic turn. In 
this year, a few men came to see him and very courteously invited him to the palace of the 


Prince of Chu. They wanted him to become the prince’s private doctor. 


Not only would he be able to feed himself, he would also have access to a lot of books on 
medicine and vast quantities of herbs. Li Shi Zhen was not a fool, he agreed. 


At the palace, Li Shi Zhen did well. He cured many people. He was called the wizard 
doctor. His became well known in the entire country. 


Good things are wanted by everyone, especially a man like the emperor. When he learned 
of the name Li Shi Zhen, he told the Prince of Chu: you, go find another doctor and send this 


one to me. 


Li Shi Zhen came to the imperial hospital and saw the emperor, the most senior patient of 
the empire. 


Li Shi Zhen was actually quite happy for being able to come to the Imperial Hospital. It 
would be considered a success for a doctor to become a doctor of the emperor’s. It wouldn’t 


make sense if he didn’t feel proud. 


But before long, he wanted to leave. 
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The real reason wasn’t like what is described in many books, that he hated bad things and 
disdained mediocre doctors. Li Shi Zhen was not Hai Rui. Having been around the country for 
so many years, he knew how to deal with people in various situations. He wanted to leave 
really because he wasn’t able to do what he wanted to do. 


Li Shi Zhen was a doctor with magical ability. In those years, as long as it was not diseases 
like smallpox and consumption, he generally would be able to treat. But the problem was the 


only patient of his wanted him to find disease when the patient was perfectly healthy. 


The emperor actually was healthy. If he kept exercising like every morning doing some 
jogging and Tai Chi, it wouldn’t be a problem for him to live to seventies or eighties. But he 
had a too ambitious goal. Seventies or eighties? no, it won’t pay unless I live to seven or eight 
hundred. 


Bored, he began to ask troubles for himself. Day after day he took heavy metal and 
mercury. He gave it a fine-sounding name, Golden Pill. Li Shi Zhen advised him against it. He 
also wanted to help. But all of his efforts were of no avail. 


We can’t blame Li Shi Zhen for the problem. Classifying by scientific discipline, what 
Comrade Civility and Tranquility was doing should be considered organic chemistry. 
Separated by a discipline is like being separated by a mountain. Given that Dr. Li didn’t study 
chemistry, he couldn’t help even if he wanted to help. 


Even if there was nothing else in the Imperial Hospital, there were plenty of books on 
medicine and plenty of herbs. The emperor kept on fiddling with his drugs and Li Shi Zhen 
kept on his research. Then one day, he thought he had learned enough. He packed up, 
collected his materials, and left the place he once very much had longed for. 


In year thirty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1552), Li Shi Zhen returned to among the 
people. He was thirty five. He had seen the poorest. He had also seen the emperor, the richest. 
He had been in shabby shanties. He had also been in gilded palaces. All the riches and 
hardships in the human world were well understood in his heart. 


Mr. Lu Xun had once said his father was treated to death by a myriad of exotic herbs. 
While we express condolences we have reasons to believe in Li Shi Zhen’s era if you caught a 
cold it wouldn’t be rare if you would be prescribed by several doses of arsenic. 


That can’t be helped. Our country is vast and resource rich. There are a lot of herbs and 
plants. No one knows which plant can be used to treat what sort of disease. Only the King of 
Hell knows how many people have died of mistreatment and misuse of herbs. 


When he looked back in history, his mind ebbed and flowed like a tidal wave. He decided 
to write a book. He would write a book that would incorporate all the herbal plants and their 
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correct usage. 
The title of the book is Compendium Materia Medica. 


Li Shi Zhen began writing this book in year thirty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1552). 
One must understand a book on medicine is not a work of fiction. You not only have to 
describe the shape and appearance of a herbal plant, you also have to describe in detail its 
characteristics and drug effect. If you just sit at home to try to make it up, you won’t be able to 
write down a single word. 


Since the day he decided to write the book, Li Shi Zhen began another kind of life, a 
strange and hard life. 


As a doctor who had treated the emperor, Li Shi Zhen had by now become a legendary 
figure. There was a constant stream of people coming to see him. Think about it, regardless of 
his skill, the man had felt the emperor’s pulse, so he is a physician who had served the 
imperial family. If I say I have been seen by the emperor’s doctor, it will be enough experience 
for me to boast for thirty or fifty years. 


As his reputation grew his income also grew. Even if Li Shi Zhen chose to feel pulse with 
his eyes closed, it wouldn’t be a problem at all for him to become a millionaire. But he quietly 
packed up his luggage and started traveling into remote areas. His footsteps carried him to 
thirteen provinces of the country. Regardless if it was a famous mountain or river or high cliff, 
if it was a place where there was herbal plant, he would be seen there. To understand the effect 
of the herbs, he personally tried many of them. Quite a number of times he almost got killed 
from plant poisoning. 


In order to write the book, Li Shi Zhen became a vagabond from a famous doctor. He had 
no permanent living place. He ate and slept in the wild. He gave up his comfortable life. He 
gave up his spacious clinic. He also gave up a happy life that was readily available to him. 


But he resolutely persisted, for the happiness of more people. 


From year thirty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1552), in twenty six years, Li Shi Zhen 
had been everywhere in the country. He tasted countless number of plants and herbs. He 
researched all the books on medicine. Finally he completed the greatest book on medicine in 
China’s history. 

Compendium Materia Medica in total contains sixteen books and over fifty volumes. The 
entire work recorded over one thousand nine hundred types of herbs. It also contains detailed 
descriptions of their harvesting, production, characteristics, and the diseases they treat. In 
addition, there are manual drawn illustrations (admirable). The work also includes over eleven 
thousand recipes and prescriptions that have been proven to be effective. 
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Li Shi Zhen died in year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), he didn’t see the 
publication of the book. 


Three years later, Compendium Materia Medica was published and it was quickly sold out. It 
also quickly introduced to Japan, Korea, and Southeast Asia. Decades later it was also 
introduced to Europe and North America. It has been translated into dozens of languages and 
become an authoritative book on medicine in history of world medicine. In fame Li Shi Zhen 
exceeded Emperor Civility and Tranquility, Xu Jie, and Zhang Ju Zheng and became a great 
scientist recognized by the world. 


As on the significance of Compendium Materia Medica, there is no need to affirm by listing its 
reach in the world and the praises it has received. We only need to know its publication has 
saved countless number of lives and it’s still continuing now. That itself is already enough. 


Besides severely denouncing those mediocre doctors, Mr. Lu Xun himself also had been a 
doctor. Of course he later quit from medicine. Everyone has learned the reason why he quit. 
He felt doctors were useless and the right course was to “enlighten the people”. 


On this thinking, we can’t say it’s wrong. But coincidentally, I have read a similar story. 


A long time ago (I don’t know how long ago), there was a doctor, who was highly skilled. 
Many people came to see him. 

There was a war at the time. Both sides fought and killed each other. The wounded soldiers 
of both sides came to see him. He refused none. He cared for them so that they would recover 
quickly. 

Soon he was surprised to see the men he had cured managed to be wounded again. They 
came to see him again. We can’t help, we’re in a war and swords and knives don’t have eyes, 
actually we don’t want to take pride in being wounded. Sorry to trouble you. 


It seemed that the war lasted a long time and there were always newly wounded to come 
to see him. But happily, there were fewer and fewer men with old wounds. When they died in 
fighting, they didn’t need treatment. 


The cycle repeated. Finally he collapsed. I have cured them. Yet they go to fight again. 
Then they get wounded again. If I treat them again, what’s the purpose of this? 


Then he abandoned his medicine chest and left his clinic. He went to a remote 


mountainous area. 


But not long after, people were surprised to see he went back to his clinic and continued to 
treat those wounded soldiers. 


Thus someone asked him: 
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“Why do you come back to treat these men?” 
He replied in a smile: 

“Because I am a doctor!” 

That was the final answer. 


Regardless if Xu Jie had brought down Yan Song or if Zhang Ju Zheng was an outstanding 
reformer, all those things weren’t Li Shi Zhen’s business. He was just a doctor. He knew life 
was precious and fragile. As a doctor, he had the duty and responsibility to maintain the 


existence of lives. 


That is the moral consciousness of the Ming doctor Li Shi Zhen. It is also the only 
motivation for him to give up his wealth and prestige and spent thirty years of his life in 
hardship to write a book to save lives. 


“At the time of being admitted as a member of the medical profession, I solemnly pledge 


myself to consecrate my life to the service of humanity. 


I will practice my profession with conscience and dignity. The health and life of my 
patients will be my first consideration. I will respect the secrets which are confided in me. I 
will maintain by all means in my power, the honor and the noble tradition of the medical 


profession. My colleagues will be my brothers. 


I will not permit considerations of religion, nationality, race, party politics or social 
standing to intervene with my responsibilities and the relationship between my duty and my 
patient. 


I will maintain the utmost respect to human life, from the time of its conception. Even 
under threat, I will not use my medical knowledge contrary to the laws of humanity. 


I make these promises solemnly, freely and upon my honor 
1948 Medical Declaration of Geneva” 
I know Li Shi Zhen didn’t read the declaration. But he practiced it. 


He showed us the greatest men don’t belong to parties. The greatest loves are of no 


differences. 


In the long history of life and death struggles of our country, I am writing this section and 
giving it the title Enduring Legacy to commemorate the doctor, a great man who was beyond 
ideology and differences and in his own power saved innumerable number of lives. 


The great doctor Li Shi Zhen lives forever! 
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A banned book 


Unlike the previous section, it took me a long deliberation before I started this section. By 
all means, with the emperor dead and funeral done, the matter would be over and it would be 
his son’s turn. 


If we have to do a summary, I’m convinced some people will say I’m too wordy. By my 
conscience, I have never bothered with trivial matters. If a matter didn’t result in turning the 
earth and sky upside down or ghost crying and gods wailing, it wouldn’t have been described. 
But if the final question at the end of Civility and Tranquility era is not discussed, then I owe 
an apology to the several glorious men. Thus I resolved to finish the discussion of the final 
question. 


The years of Civility and Tranquility were an eventful era. The emperor was a complex 
figure, who also made his officials and people complex. All sorts of things occurred. All sorts 
of figures emerged. There were loyal officials, treacherous officials, foul-mouthed officials, 
pirates, traitors, heroes, as well as friends from Japan, Portugal, Spain, and other countries 
joining the fracas. It was impossible for it not to be boisterous. 


Oh yeah, I missed one, literary men. 


The forty five years under the reign of Civility and Tranquility was an era of much dispute. 
Some say it was an era of resurgence. Some say the demise of Ming started in this period. But 
no one can deny one thing, its splendid developments in literature. 


Besides the poetry and paintings by Yang Shen, Wang Shi Zhen, and Xu Wei, what made 
people more proud is in about this era, the Four Great Works of Ming had all been born and 
carried forward with more developments. They are, Tales of the Marshes, Romance of the Three 
Kingdoms, Journey to the West, and The Golden Lotus. 


The authors of Tales of the Marshes and Romance of the Three Kingdoms are old acquaintances 
and there is not much difference in the finish times of the books (early Ming). By the era of 
Civility and Tranquility, because of the spread of literacy among ordinary people, the two 
books had already become household readings and were widely distributed. 


As to Journey to the West, based on our current knowledge, its author is Wu Cheng En, a 
native of Huaian of Jiangsu. Other information about the book is either murky or in dispute. 
Mr. Wu is like that Monkey Sun, he appeared and disappeared like a ghost and hard to 
understand. 


Then The Golden Lotus should be a book of most controversy. There are even disputes about 
the time of the completion of the book. But it should be around the time in later Civility and 
Tranquility and early Ten Thousand Seasons. The estimate shouldn’t be off much. 
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But one thing about it is certain: The Golden Lotus is an outstanding book of great 
significance. It should be displayed ostensibly along with the other three books and admired 
by posterity. 


In his masterly literary techniques and profound thinking, the author of The Golden Lotus 
sketched out portraits of famous characters like Ximen Qing, Pan Jin Lian, and others (thanks 
to Tales of the Marshes). He used the fresh and lively figures to describe the lives of ordinary 
people in mid-Ming, the beleaguered feudal morality, and the unstoppable trend of liberations 
in ideas and sexuality (thanks to Wang Shou Ren’s Philosophy of the Mind). 


Even in terms of pure sense of literature, it’s also an outstanding book. Even some 
researchers of Dreams of the Red Chamber think the descriptions about the daily lives of people 
were inherited from The Golden Lotus. 


The most controversy is probably the author of the book. If we have to list the names of the 
suspects of the so-called the Laughing Man of Lanling, we probably need to write another 
book. Actually it’s quite understandable that the author didn’t want to make his name known. 
After all, there is obscene stuff in the book (a special term: dross). Our country is after all a 
nation of civility and propriety and there are certain things that just can’t be put on the table. 
Once this sort of things has been written, there surely are some unhealthy influences. One had 
to be concerned about his reputation. 


Then for Wang Shi Zhen to be considered as one of the key suspects in authorship, on this 
account, it had much to do with Mr. Yan Shi Fan. Many people think there was a real world 
figure behind the character Ximen Qing. The real figure is thought to be Yan Shi Fan. 


Actually in terms of depravity in living style, Ximen Qing and Yan Shi Fan belonged to 
different classes. Counting Ximen Qing’s wives, they are limited to just Pan Jin Lian and a few 
others. Yan Shi Fan had many more and basically they were in double digits. As on the 
amount of money the two took in, there is no way to even start describing. What is Lord 
Ximen’s rank? Deputy Minister Yan was not to be outdone. 


Of course, saying the two had something in common is not just a baseless empty statement. 
There surely is some evidence. For example, Comrade Yan Shi Fan had a nickname East 
Building. East Building and Ximen" seemed to be a pair. Another example, Comrade Yan Shi 
Fan had a pet name Qing. There is countless number of puzzle-like trivial similarities. We 
don’t have to enumerate them all. 


Then the reason for Wang Shi Zhen to have this hat on his head is really because he was an 


antagonist of Yan Song’s. He was also famous and he was too good at writing. People thought 


10 y: 
Ximen means West Gate. 
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such a marvelous novel couldn’t have been written by an ordinary countryman or literary 
youth. After some deliberation, it had to be him. 


Of course now there are also many say that Wang Shi Zhen was not the author and plenty 
of evidence is given. I’m not in this research business so I don’t want to write more about it. 


Regardless of the controversies, at least we know what magnificent literary achievements 
had been made in Ming. Ever since their births, The Four Great Works had become classics. In 
the ensuing five hundred years, except one, Dreams of the Red Chamber, nothing else can be a 
match. I don’t know what people in the later generations have been doing. 


But there is one additional explanation that must be made. That at the time, among The 
Four Great Works, one of them was a banned book. If someone kept this book, he would be in 
trouble. 


I roughly know the answer of many. But I’m going to tell you. That’s not the one. 
The real banned book is Journey to the West. 


If you still remember, in the book there is such a scene. The Monk of Tang, together with 
his three servants, has once come to a place named the Nation of Chechi. The emperor there 
promoted Taoism and believed in immortality. He also recruited a few Taoist monks like Tiger 
Master and Lion Master. In the end, they were all beaten by Monkey Sun and sent to see the 
King of Hell. 


Now you should know why it was banned. This sort of trick by castigating someone 
without dirty words had never been rare occurrences. Then there is that famous statement “we 
take turns in the throne, next year it’s going to be my turn”. Except Monkey Sun, perhaps no 


one else dares to say it. 


In summary, it was a painful and joyous era. At least I think so. 
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Chapter Five 
The Final Brawl 


Zhu Zai Hou, the Compassionate Father of Ming 


In 1566, Zhu Zai Hou acceded to the throne. The title of the reign was Grand Celebration. 
He had waited for over twenty years. Finally he outlasted his father and got the throne. 


It was really not easy for the fellow to have muddled to this point, because he took the 
throne by the emperor's final edict. We have explained what the emperor’s final edict really 
meant. Civility and Tranquility had bamboozled his son for so many years that even when he 
was dying he didn’t utter words about succession. 


Anyway he now had become the emperor. Grand Celebration began to summon his 


officials to court sessions. 


Having been disregarded by the former emperor for so many years, everyone was very 
excited. Finally they had a chance to talk. They talked incessantly. Spittle flew. Some even 
openly cursed at each other in the Court. But since the first day, the officials were surprised to 
discover there seemed to be something wrong with the emperor. Regardless down there how 
noisy it was the fellow sitting up there uttered not a single word. He was always silent. 


The reticent emperor was a pitiable man. 


He was the third son of Civility and Tranquility. The throne didn’t belong to him. He could 
have been content being a guardian prince and leading a good life. But Heaven had His eyes 
on him. The previous two sons weren’t able to endure long enough. Number three now 


became number one. 


But to him, it was not a good thing. Comrade Civility and Tranquility not only had a 
durable life he was also extremely hard to serve. Those who were able to deal with him were 
old foxy men like Xu Jie and Yan Song. With Zhu Zai Hou’s intellectual capacity, participating 
was all that mattered. 


Now he looked at these blood thirsty strangers with reddened faces, he often exclaimed 
with an emotional sigh: How have I ended up here to have to deal with these people? 
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He understood if he opened his mouth, regardless if he said anything, good or bad, he 
would surely be criticized by the censors, following their proud tradition. If so, then I’m not 
going to say anything. I’ll see what you can do about me. 


Not long after, the emperor finally understood there was a way to criticize someone for 


being mum. 


Pretty soon someone came to him. The name of the man was Zheng Lu Chun. With 
vehemence, he harshly criticized the emperor. He said ever since the emperor acceded to the 
throne, he had allowed his officials to say whatever they liked while he remained mum. What 


will this mean for the future of the country if this is allowed to last? 


Ironically, this gentleman was at the time an aide in charge of important official documents. 
He was not a censor. If criticism had to be offered, it would never have been his turn. Perhaps 
he was too bored and he wanted to find something to do. 


The emperor was outraged. I have been keeping mum and letting you guys vent your 
vituperations. Now you even dare to go after me. You scold me for talking and you scold me 
for not talking. Are you going to revolt? 


The emperor, gnashing his teeth, was so irritated that he couldn’t restrain himself anymore. 
He therefore ordered to have Mr. Zheng dragged out and his butt beaten. But in the end he 


managed to let him go. 


Brother Grand Celebration finally showed his manhood. It was not an easy thing to do, 


because during most of times in his reign, he was feckless. 


Besides the problem with talking, the Lord Emperor also was surprised to learn even as an 


emperor, he could still be very poor. 


Usually, a man newly anointed to a position wants to do something different to celebrate 
his start. As the ruler of the Great Empire of Ming, he just acceded to the throne, and he 
wanted to show off a bit. The emperor issued an order. He asked the Ministry of Revenue and 
Population for funds to purchase some jewelry for his women in the inner palace as gifts to his 
wives. Practically it didn’t amount to much. In his mind, he wasn’t doing something too out of 
the line. 

But this is what happened. Ma Seng, the minister of population and revenue, wrote: you 
may buy but I’m not going to pay. 

These words sounded shocking but they didn’t come out of nowhere. One must know that 
in Ming, public finance was strictly regulated. The minister of population and revenue was 
pretty much like today’s minister of finance, whose money would belong to the state and the 
emperor was not authorized to use it. Even if he wanted to use it, it would have to be reviewed 
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and approved at various levels by the minister of finance (minister of revenue and population) 
and the grand academician in the Cabinet in charge of finance (usually the first secretary). He 
would also have to explain in detail how and where the money was going to be used, how 
long was the term, if he was planning to return it, and when to return it. 


If there was no clear explanation, he wouldn’t be able to touch a penny. 


Thus when they needed money, emperors of previous generations usually used their 
private reserve, which was their own annual income. Unless they were so poor that they had 
no other means, they usually wouldn’t try to diddle from the Ministry of Revenue and 


Population. 


He knew it. But why did he still want to take the chance? Because he was so poor he had to 
do it. 


Previously there was still some money left in the private reserve. But at his dad’s turn, 
everything was used on practicing Taoism and paying the salaries of the Taoist priests. When 
it was handed to him, everything was gone and all were wiped clean. 


Now Ma Seng refused to give him the money and he couldn’t do anything to change that. 
He initially wanted to issue another decree and hoped the Lord Minister would be a little 
lenient so that he would be able to get some. But just at this moment, bigger trouble came. 


It was not known from where the censors got the wind of it. Everyone got excited; finally 
they found something to do. 


The first to write was Palace Emissary Wei Shi Liang. He harshly criticized the emperor for 
his profligacy. Soon Censor He Yi Gui followed. He analyzed the intrinsic mistake in buying 
jewelries. Before he was able to come to his senses, another heavy weight appeared on the 
scene. 


The name of this man was Zhan Yang Bi. People gave him the nickname Three Memorial 
Zhan. Pretty soon you'll know how he got this nickname. 


Brother Zhan was a distinguished scholar of year forty four of Civility and Tranquility (AD 
1565). In other words, he had been in office for couple of years and was a man who thrived in 
making bold moves. Despite his low rank, when he saw others writing to the emperor, he also 
submitted his memorial: 


“Your Majesty must know in history, no wise rulers liked jewelries, for example, such and 
such (specific names omitted here). Now you just acceded to the throne recently and you start 
to enjoy these things. The consequence will be unimaginable if you indulge yourself in it. I’ve 
heard there is a war in Guangdong and Guangxi, how can you have the priorities reversed?” 


The emperor was enraged again. The Ministry of Revenue and Population didn’t give me 
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money and I didn’t pursue that. Now you still write to me one after another. I have bought 


nothing. What are you trying to do? 


But this time, he suppressed his anger. He kept his silence and no longer talked about the 
jewelries. It was like nothing hand happened. 


But he could never imagine that Three Memorial Zhan was in action again. 


Soon after, as the fellow loitered in the palace, he ran into an imperial physician, to whom 
he greeted. After an inquiry, he learned the doctor was going to the inner palace to see the 
empress. If it was anyone else, the story would have ended there. But Three Memorial Zhan 
was not someone else. And he started thinking about it. Why is the empress sick? Then he 
asked around again. Actually the couple was not getting along. The empress had moved to 
some other place. 


Well, well, it is time to be hard at work again. After some deliberation, Three Memorial 


Zhan wrote his second memorial: 


“Yours Obedient recently learned the empress has moved out and she has been there for 
almost a year and her health is not good. I think Your Majesty cannot just ignore this matter. 
I'd like to point out the empress was chosen by the late emperor and she has been always wise 
and virtuous. Now you have stopped visiting the empress. What do we do if something 


happened to the empress?” 


“T hope the emperor heed my advice and go visit the empress. Even if I die from this, it will 


be better than living.” 


That had to be stirring up trouble for no reason. The couple quarreled, but what does that 


have anything to do with you? You even want to die for it? 


The emperor received the memorial. He was highly irritated but he couldn’t find a good 


way to vent his anger. But he had to reply. And he gave his answer: 


“The empress has fallen ill, and she moved out to convalesce. How did you get to know my 


family matters? Don’t talk about these frivolous things anymore!” 


Zhan Yang Bi became famous. He initially thought he would get spanked in return for his 
bet. Now he suffered no harm. The business was a very profitable one. It was just as what was 
described in the history records; both inside and outside of the palace people were ecstatic 
beyond their expectations and Yang Bi was even more encouraged and excited. 


Encouraged and excited, Zhan Yang Bi felt emboldened and got excited again. He decided 
to ride on his success and continue his censuring to the end. Pretty soon he submitted his third 
memorial. This time he targeted the eunuchs in the palace. He alleged they took more land and 


collected taxes. He wanted the emperor to expel them. 
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Reality showed Mr. Zhan Yang Bi’s censures would be effective only on meek men like the 
emperor. But it wouldn’t work at all against real bad men. The eunuchs immediately found an 
excuse, punished him, and expelled him out of the capital. 


He rose by censuring and fell by censuring. Three Memorial Zhan now finally completed 
his adventure. Years later he rose again and became the left deputy censor general of the 
Censorial Council. To bootlick Grand Academician Wang Xi Jue, he willingly worked as a 
hitman. He made accusations against everyone and then he was ousted amid the scolding 
from others. Reality proved the fellow was a typical character who looked for trouble out of 
nothing and then got whipped. 


These were the men the emperor faced. In dignifying terms these were learned officials. 
But in less glorifying terms these were hooligans with licenses to curse at will. Psychologically, 
he was not able to withstand the attacks as good as the old foxes. He was constantly exhausted 
in defending himself. 


Thus from the day he took the throne, he recognized the truth: It’s not easy to be an 
emperor. The country is not easy to manage. I cannot do it. State affairs have to be handled by 
the men I trust. I’ll be satisfied if I can just lead a good life for myself. 


What happened proved it was this judgement that made the Great Empire of Ming to gain 
the opportunity to revive itself. 


Then who were the trustworthy men? To the emperor, naturally it meant the tutors around 
him. Besides Yin Shi Dan (the reasons are complicated, we’ll elaborate later), Gao Gong, Zhang 
Ju Zheng, and Chen Yi Qin were all suitable candidates. 


Thus in year one of Grand Celebration (AD 1567), Minister Chen Yi Qin of Rites joined the 
Cabinet along with Left Deputy Minister Zhang Ju Zheng of Personnel. By now there were six 
men in the Cabinet. They were the first secretary Xu Jie and deputy secretaries Li Chun Fang, 
Guo Pu, Gao Gong, Chen Yi Qin, and Zhang Ju Zheng. 


Please note the order of the names of the six men above. The order is really unusual. 


In Ming, seniority mattered in the Cabinet. Those who got into the Cabinet ahead got to 
become the first secretary and those who came in later were little brothers and footmen. Then 
how could a little brother become the first secretary? Simple, wait for all those ahead of you to 
die and then you become the senior. 


It must be explicitly pointed out if someone got in one day early than you, he would be 
your senior and you have to be after him. The rule cannot be violated. Perhaps someone may 
ask, what if two men entered the Cabinet on the same day? 


That’s also simple. Let’s just compare seniority. If you are the distinguished scholar of year 
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twenty of Civility and Tranquility and I am from year twenty six, then you have the seniority. 
If our seniorities are the same, then let’s compare the rank at the time when we entered the 
Cabinet. If you are a minister and I am a deputy minister, then you are the senior. If the ranks 
are also the same, then let’s compare the age. It won’t end until we have the seniority figured 


out. 


Although Zhang Ju Zheng and Chen Yi Qin joined the Cabinet at the same time, in terms of 


seniority and rank, he was a little inferior. He had to be content as number six. 


In fact this method of ordering was also not reliable. To dig deeper, the number two man Li 
Chun Fang was actually a student of Chen Yi Qin’s. No complaint, he just advanced faster. 
This was not the sort of thing to complain against. 


That was the ordering of the Cabinet in year one of Grand Celebration. Considering the 
order and the health of the vigorous men ahead, counting on natural death, if Zhang Ju Zheng 
wanted to succeed as the first secretary, he had to at least wait to his seventies and eighties, 
and that was also the best estimate. 


Fortunately, besides rankings and seniority, Ming was not lack in other good traditions, 
such as the philosophy that one never stops fighting until death. 


Soon after Zhang Ju Zheng entered the Cabinet, a storm that had been never so violent 


before came. 


If gongs sounded in ten places, he would be seen out of nine of them. This time, once again 


it was our old acquaintance Hu Ying Jia, who stirred up the trouble. 


Impeachment and retirement 


Although his last bet was not a successful one and he failed to bring down Gao Gong but 
rather made an enemy, Hu Ying Jia didn’t resign, nor did he retire. The fellow was destined to 
be restless. Pretty soon, the occurrence of an incident provided him with a new avenue to 
activate himself. It was the Central Review. 


The Ming system regulating government officials was very strict. Every three years there 
would be a review and every six years there would be a court review. By its name, court 
review was the review conducted by the central government. Its targets were all the officials 
ranked fifth grade and below throughout the entire country. By this scope, all the local 
prefecture magistrates (prefecture magistrates were fifth grades) and their subordinates were 
the targets of the review. Of course it also included the officials in the capital. 


By this account, those censors, whose job was to make noise were also the targets of the 
review. The country’s thirteen province’s supervising censors were all regular seventh grades. 
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The palace emissaries of the six ministries and six agencies were also regular seventh grades. A 
palace emissary was just a secondary seventh grade. All of them were simply lumped in. 


From my research, the law was enacted when the Jurisprudential Father Zhu Jian Shen was 
the emperor. I very much suspect if it was because Comrade Zhu couldn’t take any more 
scolding and did this on purpose. 


If that was his original purpose, then he had to be disappointed. In over a hundred years, 
the result was those who faired bad were always the local officials. The censors were always 
safe. If we think more about it, then it makes sense. Those who conducted the reviews were the 
minister of personnel and left censor general of the Censorial Council and were not the grand 
academicians of the Cabinet. Even the emperor was afraid of the censors, how could the two 
ministers dare to do things that would offend them? 


But this time it seemed different. Besides local officials, many flamboyant and powerful 
censors and palace emissaries were let go and went home. There was uproar in and out of the 
Court, but few dared to make trouble anymore. 


Men can’t be compared. The minister of personnel now was a super daring man. Although 
he hadn’t been in the Cabinet, he was more ferocious than a grand academician. He was Yang 
Bo. 


Regretfully, the man who was named as one of the three most brilliant men in the world 
was still alive. Not only was he alive, he became stronger as he grew older. The Central 
Review this time was led by him. That had to be the final blow. 


Back then when I was in my twenties I accompanied grand academicians in border 
inspections. Then I garrisoned the Mongolian frontier. I had been in the man-killing business 
for over twenty years and then worked years after that in the government. Even when Yan 
Song was in power he had to be mindful of me. Now you wretches are capable of only 


bullying the emperor. I’m firing you and I’m letting you go, what can you do? 


That was absolutely true. Among the cabinet members, except Xu Jie, the other five men 


had to salute him out of respect when they met. Who dared to be against him? 


But there is no shortage of brave ones in this world. Perhaps Hu Ying Jia thought he had 
offended Gao Gong, so he decided to throw in all he had and touch the tiger’s butt. He 
submitted his memorial to impeach Yang Bo. 


Of course reasons must be offered for the impeachment. Although many officials had been 
removed from office across the central and local governments at all levels, one group of men 
were left untouched. They were all from Shanxi. “Coincidentally”, Yang Bo was a Shanxi 


native. 
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Sectarianism couldn’t be tolerated and had to be abolished. That was the main idea of Hu 
Ying Jia’s charge. But after the document was submitted, even before Yang Bo reacted, the 
Cabinet responded first. 


Actually, it was Gao Gong who wanted to finish Hu Ying Jia. He held Hu Ying Jia’s 
memorial in his hand and loudly cried for Hu Ying Jia’s immediate dismissal. 


The appearance of such a scene had to be attributed to Hu Ying Jia’s over excitement, 
which led him to overlook a procedural issue. 


The agencies in charge of the Central Review were the Ministry of Personnel and the 
Censorial Council. As a palace emissary, he was also part of it. Throughout the entire process, 
Hu Ying Jia was fully involved but he didn’t utter a word. Now the review was over and then 
he complained. What have you been doing before? 


Gao Gong had been waiting for this opportunity for a long time. In harsh words, he looked 
at Xu Jie askance while scolding Hu Ying Jia. His message was clear; do you have anything 
against me? Guo Pu also joined the fray and followed with cries for severe punishment of Hu 
Ying Jia. 

A seasoned politician like Xu Jie would not risk suffering an apparent immediate loss. If 
the trouble continued, the scolding would be on him. Thus, taking advantage of the force, he 
bent down and took a roll: 


“All right, I agree.” 


Gao Gong, you got into this on your own. I don’t have to use my hands. Someone will 
finish you. 

What happened next proved Brother Gao Gong was indeed a little naive. He could have 
never thought that the day he issued his order of punishment was also the day of his own 
downfall. 


Ever since the news Hu Ying Jia was going to be fired was spread by the Wayside Press, 
Gao Gong never had a moment of rest. Big and small censors in the entire capital were 
mobilized: Hu Ying Jia spoke for us, if Lord Gao wants to fire him, then we demand to fire 
Lord Gao! 


The first to come out was Palace Emissary Xin Zi Xiu and Censor Chen Lian Fang. 
Separately they impeached Gao Gong, accusing him of abuse of power and suppressing voices 
of others. But Gao Gong, deserving his reputation as a seasoned politician, easily defused each 


one. 


But when he heard that another censor was about to come out to impeach him, Gao Gong 


suddenly sensed that his end was coming. The name of the man was Ouyang Yi Jing. 
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Ouyang Yi Jing was a distinguished scholar of year thirty eight of Civility and Tranquility. 
He was a palace emissary of secondary seventh grade. People in politics gave him a nickname, 
God of Scolding. 


His resume was not that impressive. But if one took a look at the results of his 
impeachments, his power would be seen. 

During the years of Civility and Tranquility, he impeached Jin Ying Huai, the deputy chief 
of Office of Rituals and Land. Jin Ying Huai was removed from office. 


Then, he impeached Dong Fen, the minister of rites. Dong Fen was removed. 


Later he was transferred to the Ministry of War as a palace emissary. He impeached Wu Ji 
Jue, the garrison commander of Guangxi and the Marquis of Gongshun. Wu Ji Jue was 
removed. Thanks to the complaint of this fellow, swashbuckler Yu Da You, who had been 


through all sorts of troubles, was able to succeed to the position and retire with honor. 


Three months later, Chen Qi Xue and Dai Cai, the governor and imperial inspector of 
Shaanxi, were impeached. Chen Qi Xue and Dai Cai were fired. 


If you think he was already very plucky and dared to lay charges, then I suggest you to 


continue to read. Later he also impeached the men below (in no particular order): 


Zhang Rong, the Duke of Ying, Dong Yi Kui, the garrison commander of Shanxi, Liu Xian, 
the garrison commander of Zhejiang, and Li Long, the commander of Guards in Brocade, 
etcetera, etcetera. 


The Duke of Ying was the descendant of Zhang Yu, who followed Emperor Perpetual 
Happiness to take the country. It was the highest rank of ducal titles and hereditary. Both the 
Shanxi and Zhejiang garrison commanders were the heads of provincial military. Li Long was 
the head of the spies. 


The results was, among the above officials, except Zhang Rong, the Duke of Ying, everyone 
else was removed from office. 

In summary, in his career of less than ten years in impeaching others, the number of 
civilian and military officials who ranked grade three and above fell under his feet totaled over 


twenty. In addition, there were one marquis and two counts. 


When I saw this report card, I was always amazed. Actually there can be talent in scolding 
others. 


When the God of Scolding appeared, it surely was different. Ouyang Yi Jing was indeed 
more ferocious than others. Not only did he impeach Gao Gong, he also lumped in Yang Bo. 
He also elevated Gao Gong’s level of treachery. He said he was more treacherous than the 
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most infamous treacherous official in history, Comrade Cai Jing". 


In the last part of the memorial, he also exhibited the noble quality in sharing the burden of 


blame: 


“As on the matters mentioned in Hu Ying Jia’s impeachment, I also knew earlier. If you 


{7 


want to punish Hu Ying Jia, then you should first punish me 
Such kind of fellowship sounded much like the spiritual rhythms of a mob gang. 


Now Gao Gong could sustain it no more. But before he started his counterattack, another 


man, Qi Kang, one of his students, came forward. 


Qi Kang was also a censor. But if his teacher was suffering a loss, he could no longer be on 
the side of his colleagues. He immediately stood up. He first attacked Ouyang Yi Jing and then 
he attacked Xu Jie. But reality showed verbal assaults worked pretty much like brawls, the 


more numerous side wins. 


As soon as Censor Qi poked his head out, he was submerged by the spittle from the 
mouths of the Ouyang Yi Jing’s side. Brother Xu Jie also didn’t want to show his weakness. He 
wanted to take your life just when you are gravely ill. He also gathered several officials from 
the six ministries and got everyone to trample on Gao Gong. 


This time he could hold on no more. In year one of Grand Celebration (AD 1567), even 
before the bench became warm, Academician Gao submitted his resignation and went home. 
A month later, his good friend and hometown folk Guo Pu also retired. 


Xu Jie, you brute, let’s see who'll have the last laugh! 


In this way, Xu Jie easily won. Gao Gong had to take the blame for overestimating himself. 
First Secretary Xu was a tested man. Back then, even when he was alone, he dared to resist Yan 
Song. He now had the world in his hands. Even the emperor wouldn’t be of use, not to 
mention Academician Gao. In the Cabinet, who the hell are you? 


Gao Gong departed. The saddest man was the emperor. But he could do nothing because 
his words didn’t count. 


By now Xu Jie was more imperial than the emperor. The emperor, being held in his hands, 
didn’t have any wiggle room. The emperor said, it’s the Mid-Autumn, let’s have a banquet to 
celebrate. 


Xu Jie said, it’s too wasteful and you'd better not do it. 
The emperor said, ok, as you say. 


Not long after that, the emperor said again, for years I’ve been only in Beijing, I’d like to go 


'' Cai Jing was a prime minister of late Northern Song dynasty. 


104 


Book of Zhu Zai Hou 


out and take a look. 


Xu Jie was truly a straightforward man. He said a lot but in summery it was just two words: 


no way. 


The emperor was finally angry. Even my father didn’t dare to restrict me like this! Who 
gives you the right!? Still, driven by anger, he packed up and left. 


Despite this time his heroic action won him a chance to go on a tour, it was not a long term 
solution. Gao Gong had left and there was no one at his side to advise him. Just when the lord 


emperor was mulling hard on a strategy, something unexpected happened. 


Xu Jie resigned. He gave up his post as the first secretary. He packed up and got himself 
ready to go back to his home in Songjiang. 


Back then, it was something unheard of. Everyone knew by his standing and reputation, 
Xu Jie could work as long as he wanted and he could destroy anyone he wanted. It was a 
situation in which he had no one opposing him. Washing hands and backing down when 
one’s career was at the apogee was just a distant fairy tale. 


But the fairy tale had become a reality. The reason was also really simple, exhaustion, and, 
satisfaction. 

In year two of Grand Celebration (AD 1568), Xu Jie was sixty six. For the moment he stayed 
in Beijing and was about to retire. 

Forty eight years ago, he was eighteen and lived in Huating County of Songjiang. In there 
he met a seventh grade county magistrate named Nie Bao and listened to his inculcation: 

“T’m going to teach you the skill of doing the utmost good.” 

Forty five years ago, he was twenty one. He came to Beijing, took the exam, and became a 
distinguished scholar. At the gate of Great Ming, he met First Secretary Yang Ting He and 
heard his loud prediction: 

“What this young man can achieve will exceed that of my generation!” 

Thirty eight years ago, he was twenty eight. Facing the angry roar of First Secretary Zhang 
Cong, he calmly replied: 

“T’ve never attached myself to you!” 

Then his future was destroyed. He lost his home and family. He was banished to a remote 


place. In there for the first time he learned the darkness and cruelness of the world. 


Twenty years ago, he was forty six. He saw his teacher Xia Yan killed and he uttered not a 
single word. 
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That’s because he already understood the rules that governed the world. Impulsive action 
wasn’t a solution for exacting revenge or upholding justice. 


Four years ago, he was sixty two. After years of exercising restraint and buildup, he 
managed to eliminate Yan Song and kill his son. He became a cunning and shrewd politician. 
Everything in the world was now in the grip of his hands. 


Now, everything has come back to the beginning. 


The brilliant youth of then had become an aged first secretary. The hot blooded emotional 
urges had become experienced shrewdness. From black hair to gray hair, from naivety to 
maturity, everything had changed. The only thing that hadn’t changed was his goal. 


Throughout his entire life, he had been persecuted and persecuted others. He did good 
things, as well as bad things. But regardless of time and place, he never betrayed his original 
oath. In his career of decades in politics, many honest officials were put in use and numerous 
ordinary people’s lives were safeguarded, and Gao Gong and Zhang Ju Zheng’s great new 
policies were started by him. I think those are already enough. 


While working for the country, he also devoted his entire life to political fights. 
Throughout all these years, he had always been fighting diligently and energetically. He had 
been in the business of fighting for his entire life and it was time for him to take a rest. 


Although the emperor approved his resignation at the first moment, fearing he would 
regret, announced to the public immediately, and issued his pension to let him go, which was 
certainly not so nice, but Xu Jie didn’t care. He was pleased to see his goal of serving the 
country and saving the people that he had struggled for his entire life would be realized by 


someone who was even more brilliant. 
Zhang Ju Zheng, I am convinced you'll do better than me. 


Besides Zhang Ju Zheng, the promotion and care toward another man also let him feel safe. 
He thought the man would be Zhang Ju Zheng’s able assistant. 


The lucky man was no other than our old acquaintance Mr. Hai Rui. Ever since he was 
released from prison, he had been unstoppable. First his position was reinstated. Then quickly 
he was promoted and became the assistant minister of Office of Crime and Prosecution 
(regular fifth grade), specializing in crime investigation and trials, which played into his 


strength. 


Soon after, the yonder little commissioner of education managed to become the assistant 
censor general of the Censorial Council (regular fourth grade) and became a genuine senior 
official. 


Hai Rui’s stellar rise had to be all attributed to Xu Jie. In First Secretary Xu’s mind, Hai Rui 
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was a reliable honest official and should be put at key positions. Before his retirement, he 
promoted him, hoping in the future he would be counted on. 


But what really happened proved this was the second wrong appointment he made in his 
life. Very soon, a fatal blow would befall on him. 


But Xu Jie for the moment was happy. Having seen everything he had created in his own 
hands, he left with smiles on his face. He left the place that brought him misery, hatred, joy, 
and gratification. 


In November of year two of Grand Celebration (AD 1568), Xu Jie returned to Huating 
County of Songjiang Prefecture. Once again he saw the familiar sceneries and the hometown 
he had been away for many years. 

Forty years ago, he went out to Beijing from here and everything began here. Then now, it 


was time for an ending. 
He pushed open the door of his home. 
At the wooden door dog barks are heard. 
In the snowy night a man comes home. 


I’m home, finally. 


Your fate is in my hands 


Nothing in the world is certain. In just two short years, Gao Gong and Guo Pu left. Xu Jie 
also left. Zhang Ju Zheng, who was at the tail’s end now suddenly was number three. Of 
course it just looked good on the surface. The man at the tail’s end was still him. 


The saying says that an honest man won’t be taken. Li Chun Fang felt he had plenty to tell 
about his experience. An amicable man like him, who never quarreled with anyone, now had 
become the first secretary. Chen Yi Qin also became the second secretary. The two nice men 
had no temper, nor were they very capable. They were guided by being amicable. What they 
did every day was to appease everyone and mediate quarrels. They never caused troubles. It 
seemed peace had finally come. 


But it just seemed so. Very soon, a new wave of tempest would be stirred up. The man who 
was the instigator of everything was rather a very mysterious man. 


In year three of Grand Celebration (AD 1569), one day, Xu Jie, who was living his 
retirement life at home, heard his servant announcing that someone was visiting him. As the 
former first secretary of the Court, he was often visited by those little local officials who came 


to pay their homage. To simplify matters, whenever this sort of thing occurred, the servants 
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would send these people away right away. 


But this time it was an exception. The servant told him although the visitor was not an 
official, he seemed to be more bombastic than an official. He kept saying he had something 
urgent and secret matter and needed to see Xu Jie. He was very pompous and arrogant. 


Then even Xu Jie became curious. He let this man in. 


This was a man of ordinary look. He said his name was Shao and his moniker was 
Swashbuckler. He held no office and was a nobody. But after he came in, he had to say one 
sentence that was enough to stun even the seasoned Xu Jie. 


What he said was this: I can help you to become the first secretary again, would you want 
to do it? 


Once Xu Jie ascertained his ears were indeed working properly, he laughed out loud. He 
said nothing and just kept laughing. In his over four decades’ political life, he had seen all 
sorts of strange things and strange people. But the scene before his eyes was really never seen 
and never heard of before. 


I have been in the Cabinet for years and became the first secretary after coming back from 
the precipice of death. My disciples and students are all over the world. The emperor had to 
obey me. You, without position and without reputation and at most a loafer, now want to help 
me to become the first secretary? 


Xu Jie, who was laughing so hard that he was almost out of breath, waved his hand and 
got his servants to kick the man out. In his mind, it was just an amusing interlude in his 


retirement life. 


But he didn’t notice that while he was laughing loud and hard, Swashbuckler Shao didn’t 
show any sign of panic or embarrassment. In his eyes, there were only two emotions flickering, 
disappointment and hatred. 


After being kicked out the doors of the Xu home, he immediately turned toward another 
direction and went to another place, Henan. In there he would meet another man and fulfill 
his promise. 

Days later, Gao Gong met this Swashbuckler Shao in his home and also heard his promise. 
But unlike Xu Jie, he believed in the mysterious visitor and a legend thus began from here. 


I first saw these records from some various notes. At time I simply laughed and put them 
aside. Since ancient times to present days, there has never been a shortage of this sort of 
political con artists. With some documents, there are not few instances when a village head 
dared to accost a minister. 
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How could a nobody who had neither power nor influence help Gao Gong to the precious 
seat of first secretary? I can’t believe it even if I’m beaten to death. 


But I’ve never been beaten to death, so I am a believer. 


That’s because in my ensuing research, I found many other more highly credible history 
documents also recorded this event. Many other clues also proved that despite Swashbuckler 
Shao was a conman, he was the best among them. 


Not much is known about Swashbuckler Shao (one version says his name was Shao Fang), 
but one thing was for sure, he was a loafer. 


The fellow never did any study since his childhood. He enjoyed loafing around. Usually, 
when having been idling to about over twenty, a young man should have found a job and a 
wife. But he was an exception. To him, loafing around had become his profession. He loafed 


from south to north, from east to west and finally he ended up in the capital. 


It was in the capital city that he completed his transformation. He successfully transformed 
himself from a little loafer into a giant loafer. In here he got acquainted with a man. Although 
the man was barely noticed and didn’t rank high and nor was he a cabinet member or a 
minister, he possessed power and influence that rivaled those of the first secretary of the 
Cabinet. 


His name was Chen Hong and at the time he was the emperor’s private executive eunuch. 


As we have mentioned earlier, among the agencies run by eunuchs, the most powerful 
agency was the Inspectorate of Rites. That’s because they were in charge of red approval. 
Without their checkmarks, no orders would be valid. Although Fellow Chen Hong had been 
the head eunuch at the Inspectorate of Rites, now he was just a private eunuch managing the 
emperor's daily necessities. 


But actually Brother Chen was one of the most hunky eunuchs, thanks to Comrade Civility 
and Tranquility. 


Because Emperor Civility and Tranquility didn’t trust eunuchs and the Cabinet was too 
powerful and run by men like Xia Yan, Yan Song, and Xu Jie, who were all conning and 
shrewd, the fellows at the Inspectorate of Rites had long ago got their martial prowess 
destroyed. In addition, they failed to follow the Treasured Sunflower Book, so except to draw 
checkmarks on documents, they dared not even to sound a noise when they farted. 

Thus the emperor’s private executive eunuch emerged as a winner. Regardless how much 
power you wielded you got to have someone to take care of your daily routines. Daily wares 
had to be delivered by someone. That was a connection and an opportunity. Thus the obscure 
Chen Hong possessed enormous power. 
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But eunuchs were not allowed to go outside of the palace alone without permission. He 
had the money but had no outlet to spend it. He had muscle but had no way to exert it. Thus 
Swashbuckler Shao became Eunuch Chen’s liaison officer. And Gao Gong became Chen 
Hong’s first ally. 


The most brilliant Xu Jie pushed out Gao Gong and planted in Zhang Ju Zheng. In his 
mind, Gao Gong would never be able to see the daylight again. Everything seemed to be 
perfect. But he could never expect he had this loophole left behind. 


In December of year three of Grand Celebration (AD 1569), after countless and inexplicable 
inside trades and compromises, Gao Gong came back. Now it was just one year from his 
previous departure. 


He was pleased. He rose again, thanks to the help by a eunuch. With ten times of the spirit 
of Hu Han San, he returned to the capital city. In his mind, the world was already in his hands. 


But he could never have expected three years later, he would follow the same route to go 
home. And the one who sent him home was another eunuch. 


The saying that tea turns cold when someone leaves sometimes is not a reliable prediction. 
When he heard Gao Gong came back, the emperor was ecstatic, received him personally, and 
specially enjoined him to work hard every day. 


But it was easy to say that. After all, the man had left for a year. Despite he was number 
four in the Cabinet, now he had to queue up at the end. The rule of the Court was, even the 


Lord of Heaven wouldn’t be allowed to cut in! 


But the Lord Emperor was up to his effort. To ensure Teacher Gao would not meet his 
death while waiting for the men in front of him, he played a little trick. It was this little trick 
that enabled Gao Gong. 


At the same time when he issued his order sending Gao Gong to the Cabinet, Brother 
Grand Celebration also quietly sent his teacher another job, the minister of personnel. 


It was a significant appointment. Following the tradition of the previous courts, to ensure 
the emperor had the main power in his hands, cabinet members weren’t allowed to manage 
the Ministry of Personnel. The Ministry of Personnel was a ministry in charge of personnel and 
was the agency where the power most concentrated among all the six ministries in the central 
government. If the power of managing people and the power of handling state affairs were put 
in the hands of one man, it would not be strange if evil would emerge out of it. 


But who are we? We got to know each other in war and grew up together in fighting. We 


are brothers who can get no closer. If I don’t trust you, my Teacher Gao, who else can I trust? 


With power in his hands, Gao Gong set himself up for action. To ensure the precious seat 
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where the supreme power was, to realize his goal of serving the country and save the people, 
he had to first eliminate a few enemies. 


The first target on Gao Gong’s blacklist was not just one name, but a bunch of them. 


Those noisy censors finally had to taste the bitter results. Academician Gao was not the 
emperor. He meant to punish as he said without any compromise. In just a few short months, 
more than twenty censors were either deposed or transferred. Anyone who spat to Mr. Gao 
was basically fined. 


Those little fish were just the secondary. The one whom Mr. Gao concerned the most was 
Ouyang Yi Jing. 

To deal with the legendary God of Scolding, Gao Gong was fully prepared. But just when 
he was about to act, unexpected news arrived, Brother Ouyang had voluntarily resigned. 


The God of Scolding was indeed godlike. He was good at scolding and also good at 
evading. When he saw the situation was not favorable, he immediately decided to skulk away. 
But it was unknown if he scolded to many or what he did was too immoral, or if Teacher Gao 
played some tricks on him, the brother died on his way home of unknown reasons. It was 
truly a pity for him not having died on his post in scolding others. 


Now there was only Hu Ying Jia left. After all, Ouyang Yi Jing was just a henchman. Mr. 
Hu was the real culprit. He was not able to escape. But what surprised Gao Gong was he still 
wasn’t able to punish this fellow. 


That’s because Hu Ying Jia had an even more innovative way to evade trouble. He simply 
went dead. 


Once he got the news of Gao Gong’s rise to power, because of heavy psychological 
pressure, he died a few days later. How could a dead man be punished? Well, let it be so. 


With the censors finished, Gao Gong cut the chase and got himself ready to deal with his 
next enemy. Comparing to those guys who were able to do only scolding, this enemy was the 
real threat. 


When Gao Gong came back like the return of a king, after the initial thrill, he was also 
surprised to see he had to be at number five. The extra one was the number four academician, 
Zhao Zhen Ji. 


Brother Zhao, if we have to talk about him, is an old acquaintance of ours. Previously he 
had appeared many times. He criticized Yan Song, he supported Wang Xue, he had been the 
minister of rites, and now he was in the Cabinet. He should have done all he was supposed to 
do. 
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But ever since the famous lord minister joined them, the other four members of the Cabinet 
never enjoyed a day of comfort. Brother Zhao acted unusually. He was very fond of making 
trouble. Days after days and nights after nights, he found something out of nothing. Both Li 
Chun Fang and Chen Yi Qin had been the targets of his cursing. The most miserable one was 
Zhang Ju Zheng, who was met with cold stares every day and was under tremendous pressure 
psychologically. 

Why? In the end, it was about mental attitude. 


We have to know that both Li Chun Fang and Zhang Ju Zheng were distinguished scholars 
of year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility. Chen Yi Qin was of year twenty three but 
Academician Zhao was of year twenty. 


By seniority, he was the most senior one in the Cabinet. When he took office, the other 
colleagues in the Cabinet were still gnawing books at home. Now although he was in the 
Cabinet, he was at the last position and he was even behind Zhang Ju Zheng. In our China, we 
emphasize seniority and rank. If you want him to not act as a senior because of his seniority, it 


would be asking him of too much. 


Fortunately both Li Chun Fang and Chen Yi Qin were docile men. And Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
wings were still not fully grown yet so he didn’t make much sound. In the Cabinet every day 
one would hear Academician Zhao lamenting with words like “back then I did so and so”. No 
one dared to restrain him. 


Now Gao Gong came back and was at the end of the queue. Academician Zhao finally 
found something that soothed him. And he began to find faults with Gao Gong. 


But it was really unfortunate that Academician Gao was also the scholar of year twenty. In 
terms of seniority they were about equal. He also didn’t think much of Zhao Zhen Ji. You’ve 
spent so many years before getting into the Cabinet, which all means you are incompetent! 


More importantly, his goal was the premiership. Even if Zhao Zhen Ji didn’t trouble him, 
he would still want to finish Zhao Zhen Ji. If I don’t get rid of you, how can I become number 


four? 


Very soon, he summoned up his men to impeach Zhao Zhen Ji. Because he was also the 


minister of personnel, all levels of officials piled on. We won’t stop until we get rid of you! 


But Academician Zhao was not a lamp that burned less fuel. In fact in the Cabinet, he was 
the only who would be able to resist Gao Gong. Very coincidentally, in the Cabinet he was 
assigned in charge of managing the agency of hitmen, the Censorial Council. 


To some extent, the Censorial Council at the time was like a madhouse. Many were so 
bored that as soon as they were released from it, they would bite someone and they would 
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never release their bites once they locked in on their bites. For a moment, spittle flew. 


But before Zhao Zhen Ji could remain happy for long, he was surprised to see those censors 
suddenly became quiet and no longer exerted to cursing anymore. Regardless how hard he 
lobbied, no one acted. 


As to the secret in it, we’d better let Comrade Gao Gong provide an explanation: 
“Don’t forget, Iam the minister of personnel and I’m also in charge of central review!” 


One must understand for a censor to make accusations he had to calculate his cost. No one 
would do a losing business. It was really rare for someone like Hai Rui to lose money in order 


to just earn a few applauses. 


Zhao Zhen Ji lost all of his hopes. Gao Gong already had victory in his hands. But just at 
this moment, something that surprised both happened. Academician Gao became number four 
and Academician Zhao also became number three. 


Chen Yi Qin resigned. 


Chen Yi Qin could suffer no more. He had always been an amicable man. All he wanted 
was to work for a few more years and then retire to enjoy his life in retirement. But 
unfortunately the two didn’t give him a moment of peace. Every day they fought back and 
forth. Gao Gong was his colleague of past and Zhao Zhen Ji was his townsman. Regardless 
whom he helped, it would be bad for him. He made up his mind, I’m going to quit, I’ll go 
home! 


But a resignation was just a resignation and the fight would have to go on. Pretty soon 
Academician Zhao was defeated. He packed up and went home. Gao Gong continued on his 
success, he superseded Zhang Ju Zheng and came to just behind Li Chun Fang and became the 


second secretary. 


Everyone in the country knew Li Chun Fang was a peace-loving person. The power fell 
into Gao Gong’s hands. Almost everyone thought he should have stopped there. But by now, 
he finally showed the last enemy in his list, Xu Jie. 


The circumstance of struggle will be complicated and the direction of the struggle will be 
sinuous, but the enemy is always cunning, so I must resolve the problem once for all. I must be 
fully prepared, find a break, and then have everything done in one strike. 


By now, the break had appeared and his name was Hai Rui. 
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The strength of Blue Sky Hai 


In year three of Grand Celebration (AD 1569), Hai Rui finally obtained the position that 
was the most lucrative in his life. Please note, it was not the highest position, it was the most 
lucrative position. 


Everyone worked for survival in the Court. Some were poor and some were rich. But in the 
end, it was just about one’s position. If one got assigned to a place where even birds wouldn’t 
lay their eggs and not a soul could be seen in days, then he couldn’t do anything if he was 
poverty stricken. But for some positions, because they were so lucrative, they naturally 
attracted everyone. 


Back then, the commonly recognized most lucrative jobs were well known and vied for by 
everyone. They were the Department of Civilian Officer Recruiting at the Ministry of 
Personnel, the Department of Performance Appraisal at the Ministry of Personnel, the 
Department of Military Officer Recruiting at the Ministry of War, and the Department of 
Arsenal at the Ministry of War. 


The Department of Civilian Officer Recruiting was responsible for personnel movements. If 
they wanted to promote you, you would be promoted. The Department of Performance 
Appraisal was responsible for the annual review of the officials. If they wanted you to die, 
then you would have to die. That was about the civilian officers. 


The Department of Military Officer Recruiting was responsible for the appointments of 
military officers. It was one thing if someone fought hard or not in battlefields and another 
thing if one would be promoted or not. Based on its name, it is obvious that the Department of 
Arsenal was in charge of logistics and equipment and it would be against the will of Heaven if 
that position was not a lucrative one. 


Those were the legendary four lucrative jobs and were also the places where everyone 
yearned to be. But comparing to what Mr. Hai Rui’s job, they didn’t even worth mentioning. 
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That’s because the position he was about to take was the imperial inspector of Yingtian. 


Yingtian was roughly the area of present day’s Shanghai, Suzhou, Changzhou, Zhenjiang, 
Songjiang, Wuxi, and part of Anhui. Just the names of the places would reveal it was a region 
where wealth overflew. Half of the taxes of the entire country were collected from this region. 


It was surely because of Xu Jie’s behind the scene’s support that enabled Hai Rui to obtain 
this position. Hai Rui also understood that. He was candid and straight, but he was not a fool. 


But if Xu Jie knew what was to happen next, perhaps he would immediately have gone to 
Mr. Hai, knelt down, kowtowed, and begged him to go home and enjoy his retirement life. 


“Hai the Lord of Hell is coming!” 


With a few mournful shrills, there appeared a spectacle that had never before appeared 
and will probably never appear again in China’s history: 


Government offices became empty. From prefecture to county magistrates, everyone was 
like about to face an enemy of war. Day and night they were restless. There was no need to 
point out that those officials who had taken bribes or committed corruptions voluntarily fled 


from their posts even before Inspector Hai arrived. 


Those high end entertainment venues that were usually crowded with rich merchants were 
now deserted just like they had been pillaged. Rich and prominent families also closed their 
doors. Telling someone that he was rich was more agonizing to him than cursing his ancestors. 
High end fashionable attires were shunned away. People covered themselves with patched 
rags as if they were beggars. Coincidentally, the garrison eunuch in Nanjing was travelling 
through Yingtian. There was no one from the local governments to receive him. His temper 
was about to erupt, then he inquired again and learned it was because Hai Rui was coming. 
He immediately made his decision, he would not stay and he would leave right away! 


Half way through he felt something was wrong. Then he issued his second order, changed 
his palanquin (per regulation, official of his level was allowed only in a four man palanquin). 
Just like that, he walked, ran, and left Yingtian. 


When Inspector Hai came, he saw a mess. Local bullies disappeared and landlords 
disappeared. Everyone on the street wore rags. It seemed overnight they had gone back to a 
primitive society. 

But those things didn’t affect Hai Rui’s mood at all. He was a persistent man. He would do 
what he set out to do. The first thing he did after he took the office was to announce he 
welcomed everyone to file suits. In addition, he specifically noted there would be no charge for 
filing suits. He also told his subordinates he would punish anyone who attempted to collect 


money. 
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Free law suits! That meant one would lose nothing to sue. Thus a miracle in history of 
justice happened. Every day the governor’s office looked as crowded as a grocery market. 
People came like waves and noise filled the air. On the busiest day, they managed to receive 
three thousand documents. With unmatched energy and spirit, Hai the Lord of Hell accepted 
all of them. He also decided on all of them. Most of them resulted in the rich on the losing side. 


That was a story savored by people of later generations about Hai Rui. But in reality, what 
it represented was not completely fulfillment of truth and justice. In this world, there is a kind 
of people, they are the unruly. 


The unruly people are also called lumpenproletariats, whose main vocation was to make 
trouble out of nothing. If they got their mind on something they would not give up until they 
would eke out something for themselves. At the time among the people filing lawsuits, people 
of this kind accounted for not a small portion. But Hai Rui still accepted them without 
questioning. Many took the opportunity and seized the properties of the rich and they became 
rich. In this way they extricated themselves from poverty and became rich. 


But overall, Inspector Hai did well. After all, ordinary people were the disadvantaged 
group. If they needed help, they should be helped. It was inevitable some rich people had to 
suffer injustice. 


But unlike before, this time no one raised objections despite Hai Rui’s fuss and feathers. 
They also offered neither non-violent resistance nor non-corporation. They were very obedient. 
In truth, the one that everyone afraid of was not him, but the man behind him, Xu Jie. 


It didn’t matter much if Hai Rui was offended. But Xu Jie wasn’t someone to mess with. No 
one dared to get in trouble with him. 


But as the progress in the work of pursuing the bully rich men deepened, the peace was 
broken. Finally Hai Rui discovered the largest landlord in the Yingtian region. The man was 
Xu Jie. 

Actually Xu Jie himself was basically innocent. The culprits were his two sons. With a 
powerful and influential father behind them, they wreak havoc across the region with 
impunity. They especially liked acquiring land. Indeed, they amassed a fortune from that. It 
was not known if Brother Xu Jie was too busy on class struggles and thus overlooked the 
education of his children. He didn’t pay much attention on them and now he ended up in that 
situation. The profound lesson about Comrade Xu Jie’s once again tells us that it’s very 


important to pay attention to our relatives and children around us. 


But Hai Rui didn’t seem to care about Xu Jie’s problem in his children’s education. The 


only thing he cared was if you seized extra lands then you must return them. Otherwise I’m 
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going to fight you with all I have! 


But in lieu of Xu Jie’s reputation and stature, Hai Rui restrained himself. He wrote to Lord 
Xu and asked him to return the land. 


Xu Jie bore the matter with dignity. He acknowledged some of his mistakes and also 
returned some land. In his mind, he saved Hai Rui’s life and also elevated Hai Rui. Now he 
exercised his leadership and returned the land and that should have been enough. 


But Hai Rui didn’t play his part that generously. He got the land returned by Xu Jie but 
further indicated if you are conscious about that, then you should return all of the land. Leave 
some land for yourself to farm. Then you can farm at your leisure. You will also enjoy peace 
and tranquility. I’m thinking for your benefit! 

Xu Jie was nonplused. I’ve been working hard for my entire life. I also voluntarily retired 
from my post as the head of the Cabinet. Now I just want to enjoy my retirement. Now you 


want me, at over sixty, to restart my career? Are you kidding me? 


Once again he wrote to Hai Rui. He indicated he wouldn’t cease returning land. He wished 
Hai Rui would remember their old friendship, give him a pass, take it as a way to return the 


favor. 


But reality showed in Brother Hai Rui’s head, there was probably no such a concept. The 
fellow for decades lived in plain and simple style and almost liked living without human 
sustenance. What is affection? What is owing? What is repaying? 


By now Xu Jie finally saw, despite having been in the rough and tumble world of politics 
for decades, he still managed to miss his mark. This Hai Rui, not only wouldn’t take oil and 


salt, he wouldn’t even take a brick. 


He made up his mind. He would resist to the end. He also made it clear on his stance. He 


would not return the land. 
Hai Rui also made his stance clear, you must return the land. 


The two sides now were in a stalemate. Then just at this moment, Gao Gong came. 


The best tool 


Having lived for so long, Gao Gong never believed that a pie could come down from the 
sky. Now, he believed. 


Although he occupied a high position, he never dared to lay his hands on Xu Jie. It was not 
because he was generous. Rather it was because Xu Jie ranked too high. And he had muddled 
himself in the Court for so many years that he enjoyed a wide support. If Gao Gong acted too 
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rashly, he could bring himself down if he was not careful. Thus since the beginning, he had 
been watching carefully on the sideline. 


When he heard Hai Rui was pushing Xu Jie to return the land, he was thrilled. It was time 
for him to exact his revenge! 


The reason was simple. If he used his own men, it would be very easy for officials to see 
and they would come to Xu Jie’s defense. Now everyone knew Hai Rui was Xu Jie’s man. If the 
man you promoted yourself is punishing you, I’m just lending a hand. You can’t blame me. 


Hai Rui was the best tool to utilize. 


Pretty soon Gao Gong expressed his support for Hai Rui’s action. He also severely 
admonished Xu Jie’s reaction. Having being encouraged, Hai Rui became more energetic. He 
pushed Xu Jie so far that Xu Jie had no place to back up anymore. 


Xu Jie was ready to give up. He indicated he would be willing to return all the land. In Hai 
Rui’s mind, the problem had been fully solved with satisfaction. But then just at this moment, 
the event took an unexpected turn. 


A censor suddenly attacked Xu Jie for not reining in his sons. Then a man named Cai Guo 
Xi was appointed the military inspector of Suzhou to specifically handle this case. 
Coincidentally, this Mr. Cai was Gao Gong’s student and he also held a grudge against Xu Jie. 


The matter grew out of control. Xu Jie’s two sons were arrested and sent to military service. 
All of his land properties were confiscated. Even his home was burned down by people of 
unknown identities. Lord Xu had to hurriedly flee. 


It appeared Hai Rui won. But reality showed the only final victor was Gao Gong. 


In year four of Grand Celebration (AD 1570), Hai Rui received an order from the Court, 
pack up and leave. 

After having been the imperial inspector for only over half a year, Hai Rui left. He came 
with the spirit to fully overhaul everything. Now he found out the only thing overhauled was 
himself. 


Mr. Hai Rui was not someone to easily mess with. Leaving like this? What’s that? So 
enraged that he wrote another memorial, in which he criticized others. 

Throughout Hai Rui’s entire life, if ranked by publicity and the degree of its impact, this 
memorial perhaps ranked second, next only to the one that criticized Emperor Civility and 
Tranquility. 

It must be pointed out that scolding with new ideas was not easy. Having scolded the 


former emperor, it would seem boring to again scold others. But in his action, Mr. Hai Rui 
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proved again he had the talent in scolding others. This time he found his new target, all the 
officials (except himself). 

In his memorial, he also created a classical scolding phrase, “throughout the Court, 
everyone is a woman.” 

These words would have shocked the heaven and earth. In ancient times, saying someone 
was a woman was a more serious insult than defaming one’s progenitors. There was an 
upheaval in the Court. But strangely, no one came out to retaliate. 

As for the reason, it got to be that Mr. Hai Rui was too much a rogue. Everyone knew the 
fellow was a daredevil. If anyone was in a shouting match against him, the consequence 
would be unimaginable. Thus everyone remained still and watched stoically as Hai Rui was 
throwing a tantrum. 


Only two men spoke. 


The first was Li Chun Fang. As the head of the Cabinet of the Court, it would not be 
appropriate if he didn’t make his stance known. But surprisingly to everyone, he neither 
attacked Hai Rui nor punished him. Rather, with Hai Rui’s memorial in his hand, he said 
something that made people at a loss in whether to laugh or cry: 


“Tf as Hai Rui says (throughout the entire court, everyone is a woman), then I should be a 


crone!” 
He was truly an honest man. 


Another man was Gao Gong. In truth, it was his doing that caused the matter to have 
progressed to such a state. At the moment when he had to show his hands, he finally revealed 
the secret: 


“What Hai Rui has done cannot be said as completely bad, which is wrong to say, but it’s 
also wrong to say it’s good. We have to say he is not a very capable man.” 


It was a very earnest appraisal. 


Confronted by the sordid world, Hai Rui thought he was the only one who recognized the 
darkness of it. He thought he was the only one awake. 


But he was wrong. 


Hai Rui was a confused man. The reality was Xu Jie saw it, Gao Gong saw it, and Zhang Ju 
Zheng saw it. Not only did they see the problem, they also had the solutions. But the only 
thing Hai Rui could do was only loud curses. 


From the beginning to the end, he had always been a legendary example and a well-fitted 


tool. 
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In year five of Grand Celebration (AD 1571), Hai Rui went back to his home in Hainan. But 
the protagonist’s act wasn’t over yet. Years later, he would appear again and play the 
legendary story to its end. 


With Hai Rui’s help, Gao Gong finally got Xu Jie settled. New and old grudges had been 
resolved. It was time for him to show his prowess. 


Actually, there weren’t any differences between Gao Gong and Xu Jie. They could be said 
as descending from the same line. Both were realists. Both wanted to do something. Both 
wanted to serve the country. But by the traditional virtues of Chinese, everything had to be 
sorted out by seniority and rank. First everything had to be sorted out before anything could 
be done. 


Now all those who dared to fight or grab had been finished. Gao Gong became number one. 
It was also the time to work. 


Thus began the famous Gao Gong’s reform that lasted for three years. In history, it is called 
“The New Order of Grand Celebration.” 


Honestly speaking, the so called New Order wasn’t something worthy of its name. Even if 
you have perused all history records, you won't be able to find anything new created by Mr. 
Gao. Except working hard, he neither pronounced reforms nor irresponsibly shouted slogans. 
But in the few years he ran the government, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say the country 
and its people were at peace and became more prosperous every day. Sometimes the best 
agitation is to not agitate aimlessly. 


But it would be wrong to say Mr. Gao did no innovation or progress at all. Xu Jie was 
commonly recognized as the top politician in Ming. Except Zhang Ju Zheng, his ability in 
political intrigues and governmental affairs were unmatched by no one else. But in one aspect, 
in utilizing talents, Brother Gao far exceeded his predecessor, which enabled him to match Xu 


Jie in name recognition in history, despite he was not as good as Xu Jie in many other aspects. 
More specifically, he used three men. 
The first name was Pan Ji Xun. 


Generally speaking, if you haven’t heard this name, you don’t need to feel embarrassed. 
But if your professional training is in water management, then I have to urge you to go back to 
school for a few more years. 

A few years ago, I’ve read such a news article. It basically said the water management 
professionals mobilized their brains. They coordinated all the reservoirs to open the flood 
gates simultaneously to flush away the sediment, which alleviated the accretion of sediments 
in the Yellow River, and it meant great significance, etc., etc. 
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Although in terms of irrigation I’m an outsider, if memory serves me right, four hundred 
years earlier, Mr. Pan Ji Xun had done the same thing. Its name is “sand flushing using 


concentrated water”. 


Pan Ji Xun was a distinguished scholar of year twenty nine of Civility and Tranquility (AD 
1550). He was a native of Wuxing of Zhejiang. He was the greatest irrigation scientist in Ming 
and Qing dynasties. 

The fellow had to be considered an unusual man. After he passed the exam he was 
assigned to Jiujiang of Jiangxi as a judge, in charge of law enforcement. His career path was 
not bad. In ten or more years he rose to the position of right assistant censor general of the 


Censorial Council and became a senior censor. 


Just in time the levees of the Yellow River breached and resulted in a flood. Countless 
number of people were in the disaster areas. Gao Gong just recently took power and he was 
anxious to find solutions. He went all over the places to find people to fix the mess. Once, he 
was in an argument with some censors of the Censorial Council. Pan Ji Xun was also present. 
Gao Gong saw he appeared to be an honest man and he didn’t spew his spittle liberally. So he 
decided on the spot: it’s you, you go! 

Zhang Ju Zheng was a cautious man. He thought the decision was too much like a child’s 
play. Thus he investigated Pan Ji Xun’s background. He rushed to tell Gao Gong: this man was 
originally a judge. There is nothing in common between law and water science. How does he 


know how to manage water? 


But Gao Gong told him: let him do it. If he can’t solve the water problem, you come to see 


me. 


Reality showed Academician Gao indeed had a keen eyesight. Although he was not trained 
as a water scientist, Pan Ji Xun was truly a genius in water science. Upon arriving at his post, 


as soon as the breach was fixed, he issued the order to narrow the river channel. 


It was a mind boggling order. Usually the method to prevent flood was to widen the 
channel, which would allow more water to flow. Won’t narrowing the river mean kissing with 
Death? 


People in charge of the work weren’t sure. And they came to Pan Ji Xun. 
Pan Ji Xun said, go ahead and do it. I’ll take the blame if something happens. 


Thus miracle occurred. After narrowing the river, not only the Yellow River didn’t flood, 


the number of levee breaches also was drastically reduced. Everyone was greatly surprised. 


Although it seems to be magical, in truth it is very simple. After a long observation, Pan Ji 


Xun discovered a problem. The Yellow River flooded because the river bed rose higher and 
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higher every year and it became an over ground river. Then the levees had to go higher and 
higher. Levee could easily breach if people weren’t careful enough and the consequence would 
be serious (those who live by the Yellow River should know really well). 


To lower the river bed meant to remove the sediments from the river. Good, that was the 
key. Then how to remove the mud? 


Hire people to dig? Probably no one would want to do it. There was also no way to do it. 
Get an excavator? That had to be waited for a few hundred years. Then how to remove the 
mud? Pan Ji Xun thought hard over and over. Finally he realized the weapon was right in 


front of him, water. 


Narrowing the river would increase the momentum of the water, which would carry the 
mud at the river bottom away. It was stated as “water flows in the mud and sand and sand 
flows away with water”. By doing that, a great accomplishment was achieved. 


Besides that, he also invented a unique method to manage the water. It was called overflow 
levee. Specifically, it was to select a low land area ahead of time. When there was too much 
water, the levee would be opened, allow the water to enter to alleviate the impact of the flood 
crests. 


Doesn’t it sound familiar? Right, this is what has been still used today and the killer 


method in flood management that is well known to everyone, flood diversion. 


With such a genius water scientist at the post, the Yellow River, which had been flooding 


for decades, finally was pacified. In the ensuing decades, there was no large scale flooding. 


That was the first one, who should be categorized as a technician. Comparatively, the next 


one was more troublesome. 


Yellow River flooding was at least a time bound event. After the rainy season was over and 
flood passed, people could bury the dead, rebuild whatever needed rebuilding and then 
everything would be over. But riots were something different. If you don’t tend to them when 
they broke out and hope rioters would suddenly put down their weapons and become 
Buddhists, those are the sort of stories that can only happen in Journey to the West. 


In year four of Grand Celebration (AD 1570), the Guangdong and Guangxi Rebellion, 
which was a play that never lowered its curtain, once again was on. Back in those years, the 
region was a remote desolate place. A large portion of the population was illiterate. 
Uneducated surely meant unruly. Unruly naturally meant not paying taxes. Then not paying 
taxes was certainly not allowed. After some back and forth, both sides preferred to use their 
fists and weapons to express themselves. Every year on holidays and festivals it wouldn’t be 
normal if there wasn’t any trouble. 
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But this time the trouble was much bigger. There were rebellions across the entire region of 
Guangdong and Guangxi. In addition, the rebels had some experience in fighting. Several men 
were sent there and all were back with defeat. Then Gao Gong slapped his forehead: 


“Well, [have to send Yin Zheng Mao there!” 


Yin Zheng Mao was a distinguished scholar of year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility 
and was one of the class of legends. Comparing to his celebrity classmates, he lacked Zhang Ju 
Zheng’s ability in administration, Wang Shi Zhen’s literary prowess, and lacked even more in 
Yang Ji Sheng’s courage. But he had his specialty that belonged to himself in military affairs. 


Although he started his career as a civilian official, he was exceptionally good at military 
affairs. He commanded troops in combats numerous times and was never defeated. He was 
thought as the most famous general of a generation. By conventional wisdom he would be the 
ideal candidate, but why was he chosen until other options had run out? 


The reason was simple. He was just too greedy. 


Although the fellow was very capable, he was a truly corrupted man. Originally when he 
was a local official he took bites off peasants’ taxes. When he was in the military he took bites 
off soldiers’ pays. In Ming, corruption was not a big deal. But Mr. Yin was so much in it that 
everyone in the world knew it. He was so corrupt that he was well-known throughout the 


country. That was indeed not an easy feat. 


Just as expected, once the news of Yin Zheng Mao’s appointment was known, it was like a 
bomb had been exploded in a latrine. The effect was full. Before the great grafter Yin Zheng 
Mao, officials for the first time put aside their differences and party affiliations, in unison, they 
voiced their objection. 


But Gao Gong’s heart was so hardened like he had eaten ballast. He said Yin must be the 
man. Every day arguments were so loud that the Court was like in a pandemonium. Finally 
Academician Gao showed his high level skill. In one sentence he was able to shut off the 
mouth of everyone: 


“Tl send whoever opposes Yin Zheng Mao to there!” 
That wasn’t fun anymore. Yin Zheng Mao immediately gloriously took the post. 


But Gao Gong’s confidant, Palace Emissary Lu Shu De came forward. He warned Gao 
Gong, you may send the man there but you'd better to pay close attention to the soldiers’ pay. 
Probably it’s better to get someone from the Ministry of Revenue and Population to 
accompany him to ensure the accounting and auditing systems are set up. One must guard 
thieves from inside. 


But Gao Gong said: 
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“No need to send anyone. All we have to do is give all military pay to Yin Zheng Mao.” 
Lu Shu De exploded: 

“Yin Zheng Mao is going to peculate the military pay!” 

“T know.” Gao Gong smiled, “so what?” 


“T allot one million to Yin Zheng Mao. He’s going to take at least half of it. But by his ability, 
that will be enough to suppress the rebellion. If I send an honest man there, perhaps he’s not 
going to take a single ounce. But he won’t be able to get the job done. Then the Court has to 
increase the pay. If we allow that to drag on, even several millions won’t fix the problem.” 


“Tf Yin Zheng Mao is not going, who else?” 


That was indeed how it happened. After Yin Zheng Mao went there, in just a few months, 
the rebellion was suppressed. He came back victoriously. Of course he also took much of the 
military pay. If he wasn’t greedy, then he wasn’t Yin Zheng Mao. 


But Gao Gong was still the winner. The bottom line, it was all about return on investment. 


Under Gao Gong’s right guidance, Pan Ji Xun and Yin Zheng Mao for the moment became 
celebrities. But comparing to the third man, the previous two had to be considered as child’s 
play. The actor that appeared in the grand finale solved a problem, which was a problem even 
Zhu Yuan Zhang wasn’t able to solve. 


The name of the man was Wang Chong Gu. At the time he was the right deputy censor 
general of the Censorial Council. 


Actually prior to that, he had appeared once. When he was in Zhejiang, he had been Yu Da 
You’s deputy in the fight against the Japanese bandits and achieved big victories. After that he 


enjoyed rapid advances and rose all the way to the present position. 


In the Court at the time, there were three men the censors didn’t dare to touch: Yang Bo, 


Tan Lun, and this man, Wang Chong Gu. 


It was absolutely not because of their ranks that made them untouchable. The higher the 
ranks, the more enjoyable the censors felt in admonishing them. It was a special common 
characteristics shared by the three men that allowed them to remain unscathed. They were all 
military civilians. 

In Ming, military men were generally looked down upon. Often they were treated like they 
were illiterate. Even Qi Ji Guang and Yu Da You couldn’t avoid being thought so. But if a 
distinguished scholar changed his profession and became a general, his stand would be 
different. These men were both educated and able fighters. In addition, because they had been 
at the frontier hacking people, they were more rough and fierce and unlikely to follow rules of 
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the game. If you dared to admonish him, perhaps he would grab a knife to hack you. Let’s see 
who would be the loser. 


In addition to enjoying fighting, Wang Chong Gu also had a solid backing. As a 
distinguished scholar of year twenty of Civility and Tranquility, he maintained a good 
relationship with his classmate Gao Gong. 


Thus he was appointed to a vitally important position, the governor general of Xuanda. 


The great military strategist, politician, and philosopher Wang Shou Ren had once said this 
in one of his works: 


“Ming is vast. But there are only four vitally important key locations. If these four locations 
are lost, Ming will die.” 


The four locations referred to by Wang Shou Ren were Xuanfu, Datong, Jizhou, and 
Eastern Liao. They were the key positions on the Ming border that gave people the most 
headaches and the toughest to defend. 


After mid-Ming, they were divided into two independent military districts (Xuanda and 
Jiliao) and they were directly under the jurisdiction of the Court. The commanders were 
governors in rank and exceeded the ranks of all levels of garrison commanders. They were the 
highest level military officials under Ming’s minister of war. Only the most experienced 
generals were qualified for these positions. 


By the way, the governor general of Jiliao at the time was Tan Lun. Under him, the two 
garrison commanders were Qi Ji Guang in Jizhou and Li Cheng Liang in Eastern Liao. 


On seeing such a luxurious line-up, you should understand what a glorious job Comrade 
Wang Chong Gu had obtained. 


Confident and ambitious, Wang Chong Gu went to his post. Not even in his dreams could 
he have hoped that a gold bullion as big as the sky would befall on to his head. 


An unexpected treasure 


Almost at the same time when Wang Chong Gu went to take the post, a man walked out of 
the tent of a Mongol Tartar. In the darkness, he threw a last glance to his homeland and 


walked to another direction, toward it was his enemy’s barracks. 


Thus at the day break, the Ming troops at the border suddenly were in an alert of 
emergency. They also sent a fast horse and informed the new governor general Wang Chong 
Gu: there comes an unexpected treasure. 


The man’s name was Bahanaji. He was a grandson of Altan’s. When we talk about this 
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fellow Altan, he ought to be considered as an old friend. Back then, he rushed to the walls of 
the City of Beijing. He killed and pillaged and he was impressive. But now, his grandson had 
run to the side of enemy and became a traitor. In the end, it was an issue of a love affair. 


The matter started like this. Not long ago, Bahanaji was going to take a wife. Not only that, 
the wife was also exceptionally beautiful. Every day, the young man was happy from morning 
to night. 


But it was beauty that ruined the matter. One day, the granddad saw his grandson’s wife. 
On the spot he made his decision: Bahanaji, why don’t you get another one, I'll take this one 
home. 

By the way, according to some history records, the grandson’s wife was also Altan’s 


maternal granddaughter. In that sense, Altan was also committing incest. But based on the 
“glorious deeds” the fellow had done before, it wouldn’t be a surprise if he indeed did this. 


Although there was no marriage law and the Tartar tribes weren’t particularly into The 
Three Cardinal Guides and Five Virtues, Bahanaji was still enraged: It’s been so difficult for me to 
get a wife, now she is taken away by the old man, where in the world is justice! 


But the old man was no other than his own grandpa and he was also the tribe leader. He 
had neither soldier nor power. What could he do? 


He thought it over. And finally found a way to exact his revenge. He would go to Ming. 
Even if he wouldn’t be able to come back with troops, at least he would be able to vent his 


anger. 


And the matter became what it was. When the garrison commander acquired such an 
important figure, he was ecstatic. He immediately sent a fast horse and reported the good 
news to Wang Chong Gu. 


But what he got was not Wang Chong Gu’s praise. Instead, it was a stern admonishment: 
from now on, withdraw all forces and prepare for battle! 


In addition, he issued a very special order: All commanders below the rank of deputy 
garrison commander were prohibited from entering combat! 


It was a mind boggling order. If officers weren’t going to combat then would the combat be 
commanded by little privates? 


Facts proved that Comrade Wang Chong Gu had made a very wise decision. 


Three days later, Altan came. He took everyone in his house and all he had, over a hundred 
thousand Mongol cavalry. 


But this time he didn’t come to loot. He loitered between Datong and Xuanfu for several 
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days. He provoked incessantly. But the border garrisons took Wang Chong Gu’s inculcation to 
their hearts. They refused to fight no matter what. Occasionally some small forces were sent 
out. In that way they hustled around for several days. Then the Mongol troops ran out of 
provisions. All they had accomplished was grab a few soldiers. They had to return. 


As a professional long in the business of looting, Altan had plenty of experience in 
kidnapping. Nabbing someone, negotiate, and collect ransoms. He knew the entire process 
inside and out. But now his own grandson had become his enemy’s hostage. As an 
experienced professional in this profession, he didn’t attempt to negotiate and prepare 
ransoms. Instead he went directly to the simplest method, kidnapping. 


If he was able to capture an enemy’s senior officer, he then would be able to use that person 
for an exchange. It was both easy to operate and cost effective. But unfortunately, Wang 
Chong Gu was cunning and refused to take the bait. 


Altan left in disappointment. But Wang Chong Gu now had to worry about what to do 
with this Bahanaji. If he was kept there, then Altan would surely come to seek trouble. On the 
other hand, besides being a person of special status, the fellow didn’t have any special ability. 
He also had to be fed every day. He was truly a burden. 


Most suggested: at least he is a Mongol nobleman. It’s a waste of food to keep him here. 
Let’s chop him to pieces. At least that can be considered an accomplishment. 


Some others said, let him go, so that his grandpa won’t come here to make trouble. 


Facing the excited crowd, Wang Chong Gu kept his cool. His long experience in the 
political world told him, if you don’t know how to proceed, then ask your boss. The boss is 
always wise. Even if he is not wise, at least you don’t have to bear the responsibility. 


Therefore he reported up to Gao Gong and ask for instructions on how to proceed. 


Gao Gong received the report and immediately discussed it with Zhang Ju Zheng. The two 
old fox, with their years of experience in the Court, made their assessment at the first moment: 
They would neither kill nor release the man. 


Then what to do? After a long consideration, Gao Gong’s eyes brightened: 
“Tm going to use him to exchange for a man.” 
The man Gao Gong referred to was Zhao Quan. 


The Ming era was a dynasty not in dearth of Chinese traitors. Before Wu San Gui, the vilest 
traitor had to be Brother Zhao Quan. 


Before coming to the Tartars, Zhao Quan was a member of the Ming army. Probably out of 


issues with his benefits, he went to Altan without hesitation and became an infamous traitor. 


127 


Gao Gong’s Accomplishments 


History has shown that traitors were usually more obnoxious than foreign enemies. It was 
because the traitor was exceptionally bad that made Gao Gong paying so much attention to 
him, whose bad influence crossed national boundaries. Although Altan liked looting and 
killing, overall he was a decent man. He was also straightforward. Once finished looting, he 


would leave and didn’t stay to spend his night at the place. 
But Zhao Quan’s arrival changed everything. 


Zhao Quan was familiar with the deployment of Ming troops. He often led the Mongol 
troops to attack the border. In addition, he also urged Altan to become an emperor and 


organize a regime to resist Ming. His power of damage was great. 


Because of the “Great Accomplishments” he had made to his homeland, Zhao Quan had 
gloriously become the number one wanted man of Ming. From the emperor at the top to the 
foot soldier at the bottom, everyone knew his name. The fellow was also very cunning. The 
Court issued handsome rewards on him. Whoever captured him would not only get 
promotions and monetary rewards, but also get a house. But years had gone by and not even a 


hair of his had been captured. 
Now the opportunity had finally come. 


Under Gao Gong’s order, Wang Chong Gu sent an emissary to Altan’s camp for 


negotiations. The name of the emissary was Bao Chong De. 


To many people, it didn’t appear to be a complicated job. But in fact it was very 
complicated. 


When the emissary entered Altan’s tent, what awaited him was not the sincerity and 


banquet for a negotiation, but rather cold knives and swords and these words: 
“Do you know, the two emissaries from Ming before have been killed by me?” 


The threat of death was put on to his face because Altan didn’t seem to have the desire to 


negotiate. 
Fortunately, the obscure emissary Bao Chong De was actually a very significant figure. 


Bao Chong De was a local man. Initially he served as a translator. Then he advanced and 
took up diplomacy as his second job. This time, he would use his ability to complete this 
exceptionally dangerous task. 


“T know.” Bao Chong De replied calmly. 


“Then do you know the Ming generals who had before fought against me were also mostly 


killed by me?” One’s arrogance can be elevated. 


“T know.” 


128 


Book of Zhu Zai Hou 


“Then why do you still dare to come?!” 

But the arrogant Altan finally fell into silence, because Bao Chong De said these words: 

“Tf I don’t come, your grandson is going to lose his life.” 

Although Altan posed like he was not about to negotiate, Bao Chong De was very sure. He 


was just bluffing. Although he snatched his grandson’s wife and he was not close to his 
grandson, regardless, he would never give up on this grandson of his. 


Prior to that, Emissary Bao had received very reliable information: Altan was an uxorious 


man. 


Although Altan had several wives and was by nature a barbarous man, nor did he receive 
much education, he was still afraid of his wives, especially the woman named Yekahatan. 


Yekahatan was perhaps the most senior among Altan’s wives. She was also the fiercest one. 
Although in the Mongol tribes it was common for a man to take several wives. Or if the wife 
was a granddaughter and no one cared if that constituted incest. That runaway Bahanaji was 
raised by none other than Yekahatan. 

I don’t care how many wives you take, but if you kicked away the grandson I have raised, 
I’m going to finish you! 

For quite some time afterward, there often appeared such a scene in Altan’s camp: The 
angry Yekahatan chased Altan around. While she was chasing, she was also waving a stick in 
her hand and roared: 

1” 


“You old scoundrel, get my grandson back now, or I'll beat you to death 


Although in the past decades Altan had killed many people and looted many things, he 
was after all a human being. If he allowed the matter to continue to roil him like that and be 
disturbed every day, he just couldn’t endure it. But if he had to condescend to ask for it, he 
indeed couldn’t do it. Without other options, he played his trump card, hoping to deal a blow 
to his opponent. 


But Bao Chong De was not an ordinary man. The fellow had also been roughed and 
tumbled in the officialdom. On playing intrigues, Altan had to call him granddad. 


Then both sides stopped blustering and began to reason with facts. Altan opened directly: 
“Where is my grandson, how is he?” 

“He is fine. We have found a place for him to stay. You don’t need to worry.” 

Having clarified the situation, conditions were presented: 


“Then when are you going to release my grandson?” 
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“Any time.” Bao Chong De replied with a smile. 

“All we need is a man.” 

Then he said the name of the man. 

Altan thought for a moment, just one moment. 

And he also smiled. To him, that man was really insignificant. 


A few days later, Bahanaji, attired in new clothes, returned to Mongolia. He also brought 
with him gifts. Altan also extricated himself from the daily chase. He no longer had to worry 
the stick that could fall on his head at any moment. 


The only loser was Zhao Quan. For years the fellow shamelessly served as a dog to his 


master. Finally this was his end. 


History once again proved all those who betrayed their motherland will eventually be 


betrayed by everyone. A minion is always a minion. 


Zhao Quan was taken back and put to death by slicing. It was said he was rather a healthy 
man. He didn’t die until after nearly a thousand cuts. Bahanaji went back home and continued 
his life. After all, it was not hard to find a wife. 


By now the story should have obviously ended. Ming got a traitor back for free. Wang 
Chong Gu’s unexpected treasure gain should also have ended there. But actually, the 
opportunity for growing wealth had just begun. 


Prior to this incident, except brandishing of swords and knives between Ming and Tartar, 
there was no common language. Ming saw Tartars as bandits and Tartar saw Ming as a bully. 
But after this incident both sides found out their opponent was actually not a raging flood or 


wild beast. Although there were some generational gaps, they could communicate. 
Then after that, they began to discuss a complete new subject, titles, tributes, and trades. 


In specifics, the so-called titles, tributes, and trades were the following process. Ming 
would award titles to Tartar, issue Altan and others new clothes (official uniforms), official 
seals and other bureaucratic stationeries, and recognize their status as local landlords. In 
return, Tartar would obey Big Brother Ming’s teachings and be prohibited from making 
troubles and looting. That was the details about titling. 


Of course, although Altan received little education, he was absolutely not an idiot. It would 
be hard to humbug him by issuing just a few uniforms or official seals. To ask me to obey you, 
you have to pay me. The actual method of operation was, every year Altan would pay tributes 
to Ming with local produces (no restriction on horses, cattle, or sheep, pay with whatever 
available). Then Ming would reward back with some jewelries and articles for daily use. This 
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is what was called tributes. 


But titling and tributes were just small scale businesses. There were nearly a million people 
in Mongol tribes and there was a very large demand on houseware articles. They also didn’t 
have a handcraft industry. To completely resolve the problem, the best approach was to 
develop border trade. Everyone would come to find a place and create a market. Traveling 
merchants would come and set up a stand. You sell and I buy. That was what was called 
trades. 


Actually ever since the Yuan Dynasty abolished its title, earning a living until death had 
become the desire of most Mongolians. Talks about returning to the Central Plains and 


becoming a big landlord were also occasionally heard in dreams. 


But it couldn’t be helped that the Mongol economic system was really too monolithic. 
Everyone was capable of riding horses and raising cattle. But if you asked him to make a 
cooker or a bowl, it would be harder than asking him to climb to the sky. If for decades these 
things were not used, then it wouldn’t seem to be right. Ask for it? They wouldn’t give. So, 


without other alternatives, looting was the only option. 


Now if something could be obtained by doing business, then surely that would be better. 
After all, it was not a profitable thing to do if one lost his life in trying to snatch a wash basin. 


Sports is peace, as was said by Coubertin. 
Trade is also peace, as said by me. 


One thing must be pointed out. Only under the pretense of real power, could trade bring 
peace. With the border guarded by vicious men like Wang Chong Gu, Tan Lun, and Qi Ji 
Guang, whoever committed looting would be finished. Then they would sincerely do business 
with you. Otherwise it would still be more profitable to loot. 


In response to titles, tributes, and trades, the Mongolian side reacted with overwhelming 
support and it was very welcomed. But their hot cheeks fell upon a cold butt, the butt of Ming. 


Although Wang Chong Gu was very enthusiastic about the system, many other officials in 
the Court looked at it with indifference. Many thought the Mongolian Tartars were barbarians. 
It would be just enough if they were given some to make them quiet down. To do business? 
only in your dreams! 


At the time the Court was in chaos. The opposition was fierce. Its main point was: We the 
Great Ming have plenty. But we’d rather give to beggars than giving to the Mongols! 


The leader of this faction was Zhang Rong, the Duke of Ying, the sole survivor of the 
impeachments by Ouyang Yi Jing, the God of Cursing. Hai Rui’s behind scene backer Zhu 
Heng was also a main force in the opposition. They were truly of the same origin. 
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Naturally the supporters were Gao Gong, Zhang Ju Zheng, and others. But Gao Gong was 
after all a grand academician of the Cabinet and officially was the emperor’s secretary. So it 
was not appropriate for him to make his stance public. He was a shrewd man. When he saw 
the opposition was prevalent, if he pushed it forward by force, he would surely be drowned in 


the sea of saliva. So he turned into the direction of the wind and came up with an idea. 


In my view, it was exactly for coming up with this idea that earned Gao Gong the title of a 
brilliant politician of Ming. The method also fully exemplified the exceptional abilities of the 
Chinese people, which include: exploiting loopholes, taking detours, playing on the edge of 
rules, and spirit of democracy. 


He met with Zhang Rong, the leader of opposition. But before he said anything, Zhang 
Rong shouted out with a roar: 


“No matter what you say, we’re not going to support it!” 
“No problem,” Gao Gong said with a smile, “if you don’t agree, then let’s take a vote.” 
Zhang Rong was stunned. Reality proved Gao Gong was not kidding. 


Thus the strangest incident in Chinese history, “Vote on Titles and Tributes” took place. 
Every one stopped agitating and began to vote. According to history records, forty four 
participated in the vote. In the meeting, supporters and oppositions stuck to their ideas. In 
succession they made speeches. But the final result made people felt bewildered if they should 
laugh or cry. 


Certified by the emperor, the result of the vote was as follow: There are twenty two 
supporting titles, tributes, and trades. There are twenty two opposing titles, tributes, and 
trades. 


That meant all of their fights had been in vain. The matter was once again kicked back to 


the emperor. 


That was probably a rare scene in China’s history. The emperor didn’t count, nor was the 
Cabinet. In the vilest imperial society, problem had to be resolved by votes. It’s truly not 
worthy of the vile name “dark and totalitarian”. 


Of course, Brother Gao Gong was not a democracy fighter, nor was he interested in 
democracy. He came up with this method because he had another purpose. 


By my speculation, prior to that, he must have counted the votes and knew the result 
would be like that. Thus he moved for a vote. If voting failed to yield a result, then the matter 
would be pushed to the emperor. But the emperor wouldn’t decide. Then it naturally would 
be sent to the Cabinet. Then in the Cabinet, Gao Gong was the one to decide. 


132 


Book of Zhu Zai Hou 


After circling back, it was back to Gao Gong’s hands. That is what referred to in the legend 
as the Grand Heaven and Earth Moving Scheme. 

With the matter unresolved by the officials, the power to decide on titles, tributes, and 
trades went back to the Cabinet. Li Chun Fang could be just ignored. With Gao Gong and 
Zhang Ju Zheng the original behind scenes masterminds, the matter was thus decided. 

In year five of Grand Celebration (AD 1571), border markets officially opened. Merchants 
from everywhere came and conducted trades. A great miracle thus emerged. Ever since Zhu 
Yuan Zhang, the Ming-Mongol war that had lasted for over two hundred years finally closed 
its curtain. In the ensuing nearly one hundred years, no large scale wars between the two sides 


took place. 


Peace eventually was realized. That was Gao Gong’s everlasting legacy. 
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A Life Struggle 


Breakup 


The use of Pan Ji Xun, Yin Zheng Mao, and Wang Chong Gu proved Gao Gong was an 
exceptionally brilliant politician. Under his leadership, Ming began to glow again with vitality 
and his reputation also reached to its zenith. 


But behind the brilliant and splendid apex, a shadow began to quietly emerge behind his 
back. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was not a docile man. Perhaps he was a good man but he was definitely 


not submissive. On Comrade Gao Gong, he had always had his opinions: 


In terms of seniority, Gao Gong came three years earlier than him. In terms of positions, 
Gao Gong worked his way up from a clerk to deputy minister, minister, and grand 
academician, painstakingly laboring for decades and worked hard and achieved much. But he 
was elevated from a fifth grade deputy director level official directly to a grand academician. 
He was a man who got in through the back door using connections. On ability, Gao Gong was 
an exceptional talent of a generation and was decisive. But in comparison, he was still raw and 
green. 

Thus in all aspects, Zhang Ju Zheng had to be relegated to the role of a little brother. For a 
long time he always had acted that way. On all matters he deferred to Gao Gong. On 


important matters, he would ask for advice again and again. He was very respectful of his boss. 


But the problem was Gao Gong wasn’t satisfied for being number one. He also wanted to 
be the dad. He wanted everyone to listen to him and obey his command. Anyone who 
disobeyed him would be spanked. 


Initially, Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t care much. After all, Gao Gong was a senior and it didn’t 
seem to be inappropriate for him to show his prestige. But very soon he changed his opinion, 


when he saw in his own eyes the man who got spanked. 


The unlucky fellow was Yin Shi Dan. On this man, there was a long story. 
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In year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1547), Yin Shi Dan and Zhang Ju Zheng 
graduated in the same class. Because of his excellent test score, he was chosen as a plebeian 
meritorious. Later he was transferred to the palace of the Prince of Yu and because the prince’s 
tutor. 


With his background as an academician and a member of the team of the crown prince, his 
career also fared well. In year two of Grand Celebration (AD 1568) he also became the minister 


of rites. But strangely, he just couldn’t manage to get into the Cabinet. 


In Ming, it was really an irksome question. I remember when I was in elementary school I 
had been appointed the commissioner of sanitation. Now as I think of it, that was the highest 
position I occupied. Although the only benefit was to sweep the floor one more time every day, 
it was really something that made me surging with thoughts and emotions. I couldn’t stop 
feeling excited. Why? 


The sanitation commissioner was a member of the class committee. 


You have to know although the course leads of various courses were in charge of collecting 
homework and they were really powerful (especially over people like me who didn’t enjoy 
submitting homework), they were not members of the class committee. When the teacher 
summoned us to a meeting, they were not qualified to attend. They also weren’t able to receive 
the supreme instructions from the teacher. 


But the commissioner of sanitation was different. Despite that every day he was covered by 
dust on his head and face, whenever he heard the teacher’s summon, he would be able to 
brandish the broom in his hands and proudly took a glance at the course leads who were 
collecting homework, I’m off to the meeting! 


That was truly awesome. 


By now you already know, course leads are the ministers of various ministries. Class 
committee is the Cabinet, and the teacher is ... 


A floor sweeper has more prestige over a homework collector, that’s the principle. 


Yin Shi Dan disdained collecting homework. He wanted to sweep the floor. But he never 
got the opportunity. 


But in the end, it was his mouth that should be blamed that prohibited Minister Yin, who 
had a solid start and orthodox upbringing in his career, from getting into the Cabinet. 

In this world, the same thing told in different ways can produce completely different 
results. For example, to a fat man whose weight is one hundred kilograms, if you insist on 
telling him he weighs 0.1 tons, then I’ll have no sympathy even if you are beaten so badly that 
result in debilitating injuries to you. 
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Yin Shi Dan was basically such sort of a man. He was from Licheng (present day Jinan of 
Shandong) and he was a genuinely sinewy man from Shandong. Usually when he talked, he 
was always direct. Back then when he was tutoring the Prince of Yu, he was often very serious 
and stern, which made everyone uneasy. Thus later when the prince acceded to the throne, he 


had no good feelings toward his former teacher. 


Actually it didn’t matter much how the emperor thought about him. The key was Gao 
Gong disliked him. 


That seemed to be very sensible. Gao Gong wanted a submissive man. But Yin Shi Dan 


obviously didn’t meet the requirement. 


The matter about him joining the Cabinet dragged on for several years. Men came and 
went, but he was not part of it. That wasn’t strange. What was strange was in November of 
year four of Grand Celebration (AD 1570), the fellow who had been collecting homework 
managed to get hold on a broom, he got into the Cabinet. 


That was of course not because Gao Gong had any sympathy toward him. It was really the 
result of Yin Shi Dan’s personal efforts. Knowing Gao Gong couldn’t be counted on and the 


emperor couldn’t offer any hope, there was only one path remaining, eunuchs. 


Biting his teeth, Yin Shi Dan took the route of eunuchs. Finally his wish was fulfilled. On 
this result even what Gao Gong could do was a sigh. After all, he got his career taking off via 
the route of eunuchs. 


But the shrewd and cunning Academician Gao surely wouldn’t allow that to stay to the 
end: If I can’t prevent you from getting in, then I'll push you out! To eliminate the 
insubordinate man as early as possible, he summoned his confidant Han Ji, an executive 
palace emissary. 


A few days later, under Han Ji’s instigation, censors launched their attacks. Comrade Yin 
Shi Dan’s records were all exposed and examined. From his schooling to taking a wife, 
everything that could be used to criticize him was used. He was completely humiliated. 


Gao Gong was happy. If it continued like that, soon Yin Shi Dan would have to leave. 
Reality proved he was right. But he also overlooked a very important factor, Yin Shi Dan’s 


temperament. 
Then an unexpected incident took place. 


The incident began with a meeting. Usually only grand academicians attended a cabinet 
meeting. But sometimes censors were also invited to attend. Coincidentally, this time, the one 
who came was no other than Han ji. 


Yin Shi Dan disliked Gao Gong. He initially wanted to just greet and then leave. When he 
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saw Han Ji was there, his spirit rose. He quickly walked there and uttered these words: 


“I’ve heard Chief Han (Han Ji was the executive palace emissary of the Six Departments, in 


Ming he was addressed as department chief) has some complaints about me. It’s all right if 
you have complaints as long as you are not used by some mean and base man!” 
Gao Gong was right there. 


As long as anyone wasn’t a Martian, Yin Shi Dan’s words would be understood. Besides, 
there were many other present. Gao Gong felt he had been injured. 


“Behave yourself!” 

Good! It’s good as long as you are willing to jump out! 

Fed up being a toady, Yin Shi Dan couldn’t restrain himself anymore. He uttered an angry 
thunderous roar: 


“Gao Gong! Lord Chen (Chen Yi Qin) was kicked out by you, Lord Zhao (Zhao Zhen Ji) 
was kicked out by you, Lord Li (Li Chun Fang) was also kicked out by you. Now you see me 


an eyesore and you also want to kick me out! Is the position of cabinet head yours only?” 


Gao Gong was dumbstruck. He never thought a senior official ranked as high as Yin Shi 
Dan would publicly throw a tantrum. For the moment he wasn’t able to react. But what was 
more unexpected was still to come. 


Yin Shi Dan was an honest man, almost too honest. Once finishing his cursing, he still felt it 
was not enough to vent his rage, which lingered. He rolled up his sleeves and rushed toward 
Gao Gong. 

I’ve done the cursing, the damage is done, why not give him a good beating, so even if I 
have to go, I'll already have enough of him! 

Worthy of his reputation as a seasoned politician, Brother Gao Gong would not allow 
himself to be a sitting duck. Once he saw Comrade Yin was for real, his legs sprang to action. 
Yin Shi Dan was hot at pursuit: The gauntlet has been thrown down. I’m not going to stop 
until you are half dead! 


At the crucial moment, Zhang Ju Zheng came forward. He grabbed Yin Shi Dan and tried 
to muddle the water: 


“Let's talk it over; you don’t have to do this.” 


But Yin Shi Dan was obviously not mud. At the moment he was concrete. Showing no sign 
of heeding this advice, he emitted another round of angry shouts to Zhang Ju Zheng: 


“Zhang Tai Yue (Zhang Ju Zheng’s moniker), mind your own business. Stay away!” 
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Today I’m all in. I’ll destroy whoever trying to stop me! 


Fortunately there were many at the scene. Once they came back to their senses, they rushed 


on and managed to hold down Grand Academician Yin. Luckily no one was hurt. 


I did a calculation. When the incident occurred, Yin Shi Dan was fifty six, Gao Gong was 
sixty, and Zhang Ju Zheng, the youngest, was already forty seven. It’s truly remarkable that 
the three middle aged men still had so much energy to be so rowdy. 


Yin Shi Dan proved himself being a Shandonger. Like a swashbuckler from Mt. Liang, he 
didn’t duck from what he did. Once he got home, even before Gao Gong acted, he voluntarily 
submitted his resignation and retired. 


In Gao Gong’s mind, the result was not bad. Although he almost got beaten, he still ended 
up the winner. He would still be able to continue as the number one in the Cabinet. 


But he never could have thought the incident was the beginning of his downfall. Amid the 


chaotic scene, Zhang Ju Zheng remembered the words that were ignored by many: 


No you see me an eyesore and you also want to kick me out! Is the position of cabinet head 


yours only!? 


Yes, if Lord Li could be kicked out, Lord Chen could be kicked out, then I can also be 


kicked out, when Lord Gao sees me an eyesore. 
Not only that, I also like that position of cabinet head. 


From that day on, Zhang Ju Zheng was certain about this understanding, among the two, 


only one could remain. 
And that man has to be me. 
To realize my dream and ambition, Gao Gong, you must be destroyed. 


Zhang Ju Zheng made up his mind. He set himself up to act on his old friend and colleague. 
But surprisingly, the first to act was Gao Gong. 


Actually, for a long time, although Gao Gong was wary of Zhang Ju Zheng, he still thought 
him as a friend. Until one day, when he heard a rumor. 


To Gao Gong, Zhao Zhen Ji was abominable and Yin Shi Dan was abominable too. But as 
long as they were kicked out, they didn’t warrant to be completely annihilated. Only one man 
was an exception, Xu Jie. 


On Lord Xu, Gao Gong paid full attention. Even after his enemy lost his home and children, 
he still didn’t want to give up. He often inquired about Xu Jie’s situation. He worried Xu Jie 
would die too easily. 
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Then, suddenly someone came and told him that Zhang Ju Zheng had been in secret 
communication with Xu Jie and promised to help Xu Jie and remove the punishments on his 
sons. Of course, Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t do that for free; he accepted thirty thousand of silver. 


Gao Gong calmly nodded his head. He would resolve the issue in his own way. 


Not long after that, one day, he met Zhang Ju Zheng and they chatted. All of a sudden he 
sighed: 


“Lord Heaven is not fair!” 
Zhang Ju Zheng remained silent because he knew the ensuing words were the true subject. 
“Why do you have so many sons and I have none?” 


Zhang Ju Zheng exhaled a relief. Gao Gong was indeed unlucky. He was already over sixty 


and had no children. He would die without descendants. 


To light up the atmosphere, Zhang Ju Zheng employed his specialty in water muddling, he 


said these words with a smile: 
“T have many sons but it’s not easy to raise them!” 
Well, those are the words I’m looking for. 


“With the thirty thousand Xu Jie gave you, it won’t be a problem to raise them.” Gao Gong 
smiled and showed his hideous face. 

Zhang Ju Zheng panicked. Now he realized the man came with a purpose. Without a 
choice, he had to swear to god and avow that he never took any money with words like if he 
went out he would be struck by a truck or he would give birth to a son without a butt hole. In 
the end, not until he wept with tears raining down his face did Gao Gong make a gesture and 
indicated he thought it was just a rumor and he would absolutely not believe it. Then the two 


men shook their hands and were at peace again. 
Teach him a lesson and then he will be submissive. That was Gao Gong’s thought. 


I must finish him as soon as possible. I can’t wait anymore! That was Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
decision. 


A eunuch who was too bright 


He made up his mind. But how to put it in action? If the broom is not there, the dust won’t 
leave by itself. Zhang Ju Zheng understood that logic. 


But now Gao Gong was no longer the Gao Gong of yore. Even the exceptionally cunning 
Teacher Xu had been defeated by him. Relying on himself would not guarantee victory. Not 
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only that, the sixty year old man was in excellent health. Every morning he got up and exercise. 
He was full of spirit and counting on his natural death was not a reliable option. 


Just when he was at his wit’s end, a man appeared in Zhang Ju Zheng’s sight. His name 
was Feng Bao. 


Comparing to his eunuch colleagues, Feng Bao was a very special eunuch. He was so 
special that he didn’t seem like a eunuch. 


Usually because eunuchs were from not so well-to-do and impoverished families, if one 
was able to learn a few characters or write his own name, he would be considered educated. 
By this standard, Feng Bao was absolutely a professor. Not only was he well versed in classics 
and history, he was also a famous musician. He was proficient in playing various kinds of 
instruments. In addition, he enjoyed painting and also dabbed at collections. 


For example, later once he loitered aimlessly in the palace, he “inadvertently” walked into 
the collection room and “inadvertently” perused the emperor’s collected items. Then 
“inadvertently” fell in love with one of the paintings, and finally “inadvertently” “took” (or 
“stole”, the scientific name) the painting. 


Facts proved that Mr. Feng Bao was very adept at art appraisal. The painting that he put 
under his ownership was Along the River during the Tomb Sweeping Festival. 


Things of this sort were usually known only to heaven and earth. But for it to be known to 
little guys like me and so we are able to be in the fun because after Eunuch Feng stole the 
painting, he also un-bashfully stamped his personal seal on the painting as a memento (similar 
to bragging such and such a person has been here). 


We leaked Eunuch Feng’s secret because we want you to know that although he was 
literate and into arts, he was not a good kind. He dared to leave his name for his crime. He 
dared to beat the gong loudly after stealing it. Those are indications that he possessed the 
following awesome qualities: bold, careful, and shameless. 


But history has told us that only men of this ilk are qualified for conducting intrigues. 


But what made Zhang Ju Zheng exceedingly pleased was that the man Feng Bao hated the 
most was no other than Gao Gong. 


As we have described previously, in Ming, among the eunuch agencies, the most powerful 
was the Inspectorate of Rites. That’s because this agency was in charge of helping the emperor 
reviewing and approving memorials. In practice, it was done by drawing a checkmark using 
red ink and then put on the official seal. Issues ranging from as important as state affairs to as 
little as fripperies all had to go through this process. 


Since the years of Civility and Tranquility, Feng Bao had been a member of the Inspectorate 
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of Rites. After the new emperor took the throne, his career also took off. He became the 
provincial eunuch of the East Yard and the managing eunuch of Inspectorate of Imperial 
Horses. 


It was an extraordinary position. The East Yard was a spy agency and the Inspectorate of 
Imperial Horses had power over the military and ranked second in real power among the 
twelve agencies run by eunuchs. He was in charge of both spies and military. If a eunuch 


managed to advance to such a position, he had to be considered a successful man. 


But Feng Bao was not satisfied. If he wanted to be the lord of the eunuchs, he had to return 


to the Inspectorate of Rites and obtain another position, the seal keeper. 


The duties of the Inspectorate of Rites included drawing checkmarks and stamping the seal. 
There were several men doing the checkmarks and they were the pen holding eunuchs. But 


there was one, and only one, qualified for stamping the seal. 


All important state affairs must go through my seal. You have to submit to me even if you 
don’t want to. 


Right at this time the previous seal keeping eunuch left office. Even among eunuchs, they 
were ranked by seniority and rank. According to experience and position, it was Feng Bao’s 
turn. But he didn’t get the job, because Gao Gong interfered. 

Gao Gong came out of nowhere and installed Chen Hong, the emperor’s private executive 
eunuch, into the seat. The reason was simple, previously Chen Hong helped Gao Gong to his 
position and now it was time for a quid pro quo. 

Chen Hong, you are nothing but a warehouse keeper. How come you cut in? But poor Feng 
Bao, all he could do was look on. Gao Gong was simply too powerful and untouchable. 

Then, let me just wait. One day it’ll be my turn. It seemed that Feng Bao’s zeal had moved 
Heaven. Not long after Brother Chen Hong went on the stage, he was also out. Now it should 
be Eunuch Feng’s turn. 


But Gao Gong interfered again. He recommended Meng Chong to succeed Chen Hong. 


Feng Bao was furious. His incessant fury poured out like the tumbling waves of a raging 
river. It was said he cursed for three full days at home. The sound of his curses echoed on and 


on. 


He was so excited not entirely because the position was snatched from him, but because the 
status of this Brother Meng Chong was just too special. 


By rule, to become the seal keeping eunuch, one must have been trained at low levels or 
key positions. Only through that could one become a good eunuch in leading others. But Mr. 
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Meng Chong’s previous position was the chief eunuch of Imperial Kitchen. That had to be too 
sensational because the main job of the chief eunuch of Imperial Kitchen was to cook meals. 


In other words, Mr. Meng Chong, the head of the Imperial Kitchen, was a proud cook. 


It’s too much! Last time you got a warehouse keeper, I yielded. This time you got a cook. 


Are you going to get a chamber pot washer next time? 


Feng Bao finally understood that if he didn’t bring down Gao Gong, he would never be 
able to advance to the top. Thus after a short careful survey, without requiring any 
complicated processes like introduction, nor any test, hand holding, or meeting with parents, 
Feng Bao and Zhang Ju Zheng found them to each other’s liking and became the most intimate 


allies. 


But not until after two huddled and calculated, did they find that Brother Gao Gong was 
really tough to budge. His reputation reached to the zenith. Even the emperor listened to 
everything he said. He also had numerous henchmen in the Court. In other words, he was the 
yonder Xu Jie. But he was even tougher to deal with than Xu Jie. It appeared that the fellow 
was bent on carrying the revolution to the end and showed no sign of any intention for an 


early retirement. 


Thus the two men reached a common understanding. For now, they had to wait, wait for 
Gao Gong’s death. 

But how could this sort of thing be relied upon? Just when the two brothers-in-arms were 
preparing to fight a protracted war, the situation appeared to be deteriorating. 

To preserve their strengths, Zhang Ju Zheng and Feng Bao decided if anything happened, 
Feng Bao would be the front man and Zhang Ju Zheng would stay in the dark to fire sniper 


shots. The two would not openly communicate. They would privately exchange feelings. 


But accidents still occurred. One day, Zhang Ju Zheng suddenly received the news that the 
emperor's illness worsened. It was very important information. But it was late in the day. In 
order to inform Feng Bao, Zhang Ju Zheng wrote a secret letter and had it delivered to Feng 


Bao during the night. 
With safe arrival and safe return of the messenger, Zhang Ju Zheng exhaled a sigh of relief. 
But on the next day as soon as he walked into his cabinet office, a loud shout stunned him: 


“Last night, why did you send a secret letter to Feng Bao? What’s in the letter? If there’s 
something, why didn’t you discuss with me?” 


This time Gao Gong no longer took a detour. Anyway, there are only two of us in the 
Cabinet. If it’s something bad, then let’s say something bad. He fixed his eyes on Zhang Ju 
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Zheng and waited for the man’s reply. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was unprepared. For a moment he didn’t know how to react. But an old 
fox was an old fox. A moment later, he put on another trademark of his smiling face. He 
smiled and looked at Gao Gong but said nothing. 


One won’t strike his hands at a smiling face, that’s the saying. I’m not going to reveal 
anything. I’ll see what you can do. 


That was probably one of the ways to play a rogue knave. Then after a period of face-off, 
Gao Gong retreated. He warned Zhang Ju Zheng not to act unwisely. Angrily, he left. 


So the problem got worse. As soon as hearing that their communication had been exposed, 
Feng Bao lost his cool: 


Why do we still stay underground? Even Gao Gong knows it now. Let’s just show our 
hands! We both pile on. If the fish has to die, the net is also going to be torn. Let’s see who will 
die first! 


Zhang Ju Zheng understood. Feng Bao was right. Now the situation was urgent. Gao Gong 
probably was already alerted. The saying said one acted first has the advantage. If they acted 
now, they would have the advantage of being early. If they were late, they would be in trouble. 


At the most crucial moment, action would mean the hope for a victory. Wait seemed to 


indicate no chance of survival. 


Facing the very disadvantageous situation, Zhang Ju Zheng made a rather unexpected 
choice: 


“Let’s wait a bit more.” 


It was his exceptional talent and over twenty years of roughing and tumbling political 
experience that eventually saved Zhang Ju Zheng and enabled him to make a very accurate 
assessment: 


“Gao Gong still has confidence in me.” 
Wait on. Wait for the arrival of opportunity. 
On May 26 of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), the opportunity arrived. 


The emperor finally could sustain no more. The peaceful Son of Heaven worked for over 
twenty years as a backup but managed only to work six years as an emperor. Perhaps back 
then he was under too much pressure. His health was never good. Additionally, with too 
much spittle from the large bunch of censors, he lacked his father’s psychological strength. 
After one or two rounds he fell ill and would never get up again. 


The rule abiding emperor knew he was not up to the task. So he handed the work to able 
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men. Under his reign, the economy grew and people were at peace and content. Even the 
Mongols quieted down. His reign was not a bad one. 


Overall, he was a docile man. 


On this day, the honest man sensed he was not able to hang on anymore. And he issued an 
emergency order to summon three men. They were Gao Gong, Zhang Ju Zheng, and Gao Yi, 
who recently joined the Cabinet. 


Now let’s introduce this Gao Yi. Despite having the surname Gao, he was definitely not 
Gao Gong’s relative. The fellow was Gao Gong’s past classmate. For decades he worked 
fastidiously and cautiously. He was a truly honest man. He was so honest that it was 


unreasonable: 


For example, when he was the minister of rites, his house caught fire, which destroyed 


everything. He was after all a ministry level official. All he had to do was to build another one. 


But Gao Yi was a different sort. He had no money. Neither did he ask from his employer. 
He managed to find a place at a friend’s house. He lived there until his death and during the 
time he never bought a house. In that way he made do for over a dozen years. 


When Gao Gong drafted him into the Cabinet, he was to just to fill a number. In Gao 
Gong’s view, Gao Yi was just an honest, rule-abiding, and obtuse man. But later events would 
tell us, he was perhaps an honest man, but he definitely was not an obtuse man. 


After receiving the order to go to the palace, Gao Gong immediately recognized that the 
emperor was probably not going to make it. To avoid delay, he put his legs in use and sprang 
out immediately. According to history record, the fellow didn’t even take a palanquin. As an 
old man over sixty, he ran all the way from the East Gate of Peace to the East Gate of 
Magnificence. Finally he arrived to the destination before the emperor took the last breath. It 
was truly amazing. 


By the way, the route still exists today. Interested friends may give it a try. Start from the 
East Gate of Peace, run into the Palace of Heavenly Order (remember to bring money with you 
for tickets). Besides enjoying historical sites you will also be able to commemorate your 
ancestors. 

Not until Gao Gong arrived in the emperor’s palace, did he discover that five people had 
already arrived ahead of him. They were the empress, Crown Prince Zhu Yi Jun, the mother of 
the crown prince, Imperial Concubine Li, Zhang Ju Zheng, and the man he detested the most, 
Feng Bao. 


It seemed to be a combination that made sense. It made sense for the first three to get there 
first. They lived near. Zhang Ju Zheng arrived earlier than him also seemed reasonable. After 
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all, the guy was young and ran faster. Feng Bao was the pen keeper from the Inspectorate of 
Rites. So he was the emperor’s secretary. And it also seemed reasonable for him to be in the 
hustle. 


Thus at the critical moment, Gao Gong didn’t give it much thought. He rushed to the half 


dead emperor. 


But he never could have thought that Zhang Ju Zheng arrived early because he received 
the news from Feng Bao. And Feng Bao was present because the secret plan he had been 


plotting for a long time would be implemented here. 

Upon seeing Gao Gong, the emperor, who probably already signed in on the book of the 
King of Hell, seemed to have withdrawn. He exerted all of his power and uttered his last 
words to the old friend and teacher who had accompanied him for over thirty years and been 
through trials and tribulations: 

“The crown prince is still young, I beg you to take care of the country.” 

Finished, he expired. 


On May 26 of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), Zhu Zai Hou, Emperor Grand 
Celebration died. He was thirty six. 


With the emperor dead, by convention, everyone had to cry. Regardless if emotions were 
real or not, the process had to be followed. By the same logic, by convention, after finishing 


crying, they had to discuss about issues related to the estate and power. 
Now, the most confident man was Gao Gong. Before the emperor died, he said the crown 
prince will be under my care. Is there anyone trying to replace me? 


Legally, the Lord Emperor’s request made to Gao Gong was a verbal offer. Then Gao Gong 
accepted the request and that was a verbal acceptance. But reality showed regardless of the 
verbal offer or acceptance, nothing would override a written contract. 


Comrade Gao Gong suffered the loss for not understanding the law. Just when he felt he 
was most confident, Feng Bao, who had been standing quietly at the side, acted. He took out 


the contract. 
The so-called contract was the last imperial edict. 


As to the content of the contract, there is no need to elaborate more. It basically was about, 
what I have done wrong, I’m sorry to the country and the people, I’m sorry to the poor 
laboring class; now I’m dead, please take care of my son, words like that. But when Gao Gong 
read the crucial words, he exploded: 


“Thus I hereby order the seal keeping eunuch of the Inspectorate of Rites and the grand 
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academicians of the Cabinet to jointly assist in government functions!” 
Now Heaven has been affronted. 


Throughout Ming’s over two hundred years of history, regardless how rampant was the 
eunuch power, even the super bigshots like Wang Zhen and Liu Jin, even for them, it would be 
wishful thinking to be regents. That made sense, after all everyone understood it. What can we 


learn from a eunuch? 


But now the tradition had been broken in his hands. Gao Gong was so infuriated like fire 
was burning through every orifice of his body. 


In addition, by rule, the last edict should have been drafted by me. The emperor died 
suddenly so I didn’t have the time to draft it. Everyone should understand it. Now you, Feng 
Bao, dared to come up with a version of the last edict. Where does it come from, from the sky? 


But aside being excited, the man just died, the orphan and the widows were in front of him. 
It would be inappropriate for him to throw a tantrum. Not only that, the edict also didn’t 
explicitly state that Feng Bao would be a regent. The seal keeping eunuch was still his own 
man. So we'll take the time to settle the score, let’s see as we go. 

But it took just one day for Gao Gong to know he was mistaken. 

The next day, another last edict was announced: Meng Chong, the previous seal keeping 
eunuch of the Inspectorate of Rites, would retire and be succeeded by Pen Keeping Eunuch 
Feng Bao. 


So that was it! 


He had looked down at the eunuchs and now he had been played by a eunuch. Gao Gong 
finally saw he had fallen into a trap. The situation was very bad. 


But an old sly fox was still an old sly fox. After the initial panic, Gao Gong restored his 
calm. He summoned his confidants Luo Qiu and Cheng Wen. After a discussion through the 
night, they made an almost perfect attack plan. 


The day was June 8 of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572). Gao Gong was certain 
victory was in his hands. 
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Chapter Eight 


A Conspiracy 


The only flaw 


On June 10th of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), the first wave of attack was 
launched. 


Today, just after Feng Bao, the seal keeping eunuch of the Inspectorate of Rites, arrived at 
work, he received a memorial to the emperor. The author was Gao Gong. He immediately 


opened and read it. Then he was stunned. 


The content of the memorial basically said: eunuchs are menial people but they have been 
involved in politics. Now I, Gao Gong, cannot tolerate this anymore. Thus I am proposing to 
the emperor, Your Majesty, to take back the power of the Inspectorate of Rites. I also propose 
to severely punish those who dare to mess in this affair. 


Feng Bao was stunned not because he was afraid but because he just couldn’t understand 


why Gao Gong would make such a low level mistake! 


To the proposals made in the memorial, Feng Bao had been well prepared mentally. 
Brother Gao Gong was sharpening his knife every day and it would be simply a matter of time 
before he acted. But it was really mind boggling that he did it this way by directly submitting 


his memorial. 


Although officially memorials were submitted to the emperor, that was something that 
happened in only Zhu Yuan Zhang’s time. As the emperors became lazier and lazier, many 
documents were forwarded by eunuchs and emperors didn’t even glance at them before they 
were forwarded to the Cabinet and let the Cabinet write opinions. Then they were forwarded 
to the Inspectorate of Rites to approve in red ink and seal. That would be the end of a matter. 


This is really strange. You, Gao Gong, surely know that the emperor is still young and not 
involved in running the government. All documents are sealed by me. Why do you still 


submit something like this? Are you hoping me to lose my mind and slap my own face? 


Feng Bao cerebrated to almost cracking his brain and he still couldn’t understand it. But the 
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matter had to be resolved. He withheld the memorial and didn’t forward it to the Cabinet. But 
instead he put himself in the emperor’s stead and wrote a six word opinion. Then he approved 
in red ink, sealed it, and returned it to Gao Gong. 


The six words were: “Got it, just follow the tradition.” 
This was another legendary nonsense. What was the tradition and how to follow it? 
But Gao Gong was not angry because this was what he already expected. 


Gao Gong knew these six words were from Feng Bao’s hand. But he just simply smiled 
coldly and said these words to Zhang Ju Zheng and Gao Yi: “A ten year old crown prince, how 
is he going to rule the world?” 


Gao Yi shook his head and Zhang Ju Zheng smiled. 
Feng Bao, go ahead and make trouble. Pretty soon you'll know what I can do. 


Gao Gong didn’t stop there. Instead he again submitted the memorial and specifically 
explained, the emperor has been too busy, so you don’t have to be bothered to review this 
personally; just forward my memorial to the Cabinet and the Cabinet will take care of it. 


Who is going to take care of it? Gao Gong. 


Mr. Gao’s intention was obvious and simple. In translation: Comrade Feng Bao, I know last 
time you played emperor and signed my memorial; this time there is no need to bother you; 
return the memorial to the Cabinet; of course it means to return to me and I'll sign it. 


When he saw the guy began to stir up again, Feng Bao’s head bloated. To keep documents 
in private could mean trouble. Well, since the memorial is only about name anyway, I'll give it 


to you! 
In a momentary slip of the mind, he handed the memorial to the Cabinet. 
This was a decision that nearly costed his life. 


Gao Gong was indeed Gao Gong. He was more cultured than Feng Bao. Now it was his 
turn to play the emperor. He took up the brush and wrote the following words on his own 
memorial. What it basically said is: 

“T’ve read your memorial, which is very useful to the government. It shows your loyalty. 
So let’s follow what you have proposed.” 

Gao Gong praising Gao Gong, that was classy. 

The document once again was sent to Feng Bao. Once he reviewed Gao Gong’s opinion, he 
knew not if he should laugh or cry: Is this interesting to you? Playing with you self? But 
without any other choice he still had to stamp it. 
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Don’t you just want a name? Will you turn the world upside down? I'll give it to you. 


What I want is indeed just a name. Gao Gong smiled proudly. Feng Bao, you are still too 


green. 


The day was June 12 of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572). The plan was completed 
with satisfaction. The second wave of attack was about to begin. 


June 13 of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), the darkest day in Feng Bao’s life arrived. 
Early in the morning, Cheng Wen, the palace emissary from the Ministry of Works 


submitted a memorial impeaching Feng Bao, the seal keeping eunuch of the Inspectorate of 
Rites, accusing him of having committed grave crimes and he should be punished. Here are 
excerpts of the major crimes: 


As a eunuch, he dared to give the late emperor evil and fever inducing drugs (sex 
stimulants), which caused the late emperor’s death. In addition, he feigned the emperor’s 
edicts in order to realize his own nefarious ambition. In summary, he was a treacherous evil 
man. His crime deserved no pardon! 


Following Brother Cheng Wen’s logic, not only Feng Bao’s position was obtained by 
altering the imperial edict, even the emperor’s death was his responsibility. It only meant to 
send the man to his death. 


On the same day, Lu Shu De, a palace emissary from the Ministry of Rites and Luo Qiu, the 
provincial palace emissary of the Ministry of Personnel also submitted their memorials, 
accusing Feng Bao of seizing the power illegally and demanded his arrest and trial. 


Those were only the ones that went public. Cheng Wen, Lu Shu De, and Luo Qiu were all 
palace emissaries, so they were all department chiefs. They all had men under them. Once they 
saw their chiefs went forward, the clerks surely would not sit idle. They went out everywhere, 
networked, and collaborated to make trouble. The entire capital city was in an uproar. The air 
was filled with smell of blood. They would not give up until Feng Bao was cut to pieces. 


Feng Bao collapsed. By now he knew what Gao Gong could do. But he had become 
powerless. In addition, Gao Gong had the memorial that approved the rescinding of the power 
of the eunuch of Inspectorate of Rites. It would also be in vain if he went to the emperor to 
argue for himself. Eunuch Feng lost all hopes. 


Everything has gone really well. Now there is only one final step and the world will be in 
my hand! 


June 14 of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), the final preparation. 
Gao Gong went to meet two people, Zhang Ju Zheng and Gao Yi. Although he had also 
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thought the two were just dummies, they were his cabinet colleagues anyway. To finally finish 
Feng Bao, he had to have their support. 


But Gao Yi’s reaction greatly disappointed Gao Gong. Regardless how hard Gao Gong 
lobbied him, the old classmate and meek man would only nod his head and refuse to say 
anything. Thus after exchanging a few greetings, Gao Gong left. 


But Zhang Ju Zheng was completely different. He greeted Gao Gong warmly and treated 
him as a dignitary. Gao Gong felt the warmth of a comrade. Then he revealed his complete 
plan to finish Feng Bao to Zhang Ju Zheng. Of course, in the end he still asked: 


“No problem from Gao Yi. What about you?” 

Without hesitation Zhang Ju Zheng answered: 

“Of course I’ll be at your disposal!” 

To show his resolve, he also added: 

“Getting rid of Feng Bao will be as easy as a flip of hand!” 

Gao Gong was satisfied and left. He was busy and had to contact others. 
Zhang Ju Zheng was also very busy. He had to go to see Feng Bao. 


By now, Feng Bao finally knew Gao Gong’s entire plan. But after an extreme panic and 
anger, he discovered he was powerless to do anything. The entire court was Gao Gong’s men. 
Those censors who accused him were all his enemies. The only ally Zhang Ju Zheng was only 
a second secretary and he was of no help. 


Feng Bao was overcome by anxiety. But Zhang Ju Zheng showed no sign of disturbance. 
He calmly told Feng Bao: There was one man who would be able to get rid of Gao Gong. 


“Who?” 
“The emperor.” 
Pp 


Now Feng Bao suddenly realized it. During these days he had been so busy and even 
imperial edicts were written by him. Now he managed to have forgotten this big brother. 
Although he was only ten, he was still the emperor. If he issued the order to eliminate Gao 
Gong, then there would be no problem. 


But the emperor had nothing against Gao Gong, how can we get him to support us? 


Confronted by Feng Bao’s question, Zhang Ju Zheng fell into a silent meditation. Very 
quickly, he remembered something: 


“To remove Gao Gong, we only need one sentence.” 


A splendid smile filled Zhang Ju Zheng’s face: 
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“But, we have to make a little change to the sentence.” 
June 15 of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572). 


Feng Bao came to see the emperor in the early morning to report an extremely important 
development: After his careful and rigorous investigation, he had uncovered an illegal plot by 


Gao Gong. 


If it was a plot and it was against the law, then certainly that had to be heard. Thus the ten 
year old Emperor Ten Thousand Seasons curiously raised his head and got himself ready to 
listen to the story. By his side was the extremely tense Imperial Concubine Li. 


Of course, Feng Bao held the evidence of crime and the evidence was solid. In detail, it was 


basically one sentence: 
“A ten year old child, how can he be the Son of Heaven?” 


From “a ten year old crown prince, how is he going to rule the world” to “a ten year old 
child, how can he be the Son of Heaven”, only a few words were changed and it changed from 
a grievance to rebellion. The breath, scale, depth, and subtlety in Chinese culture can be really 


amazing and wondrous. 


Although Zhang Ju Zheng was creating a crime by word playing and double dealing and 
his shrewdness and cunning were unmatched, he was still wrong about one point. The one 
who really had the ability to eliminate Gao Gong was not the emperor, but the emperor’s 


mother. 


The emperor’s mother was Concubine Li. A more common term of the name was Widow 
Li. 

We address her this way not out of disrespect to her. Only because she was really a widow 
and she was surrounded by many rumors. 


When I was on my lecture tours, quite a few times I mentioned Zhang Ju Zheng. After I 
finished my talks, there were slips of notes handed to me. They always contained this question: 
it was said that Empress Dowager Li (Imperial Concubine Li) had an affair with Zhang Ju 
Zheng. Was it true? 

Whenever I was in this situation, I always very seriously answered the serious knowledge 
seeker: I don’t know. 


I indeed don’t know. That’s because even if there were anything between the two, history 
records wouldn’t have recorded it. With regard to unofficial history, Lord Zhang and Widow 
Li even had children. On these matters, be careful so that you won’t be struck by lightning if 
you don’t take care of your mouth. 


152 


Book of Zhu Yi Jun 


But these rumors showed that Concubine Li was not an ordinary woman. She didn’t grow 
up as the lady of a well-to-do family. She was only a palace maid. But it was said she was 
beautiful and was the top beauty in the palace. She was also very adept at playing intrigues 
and very shrewd. She was a good piece of material for playing politics. 


Thus at the time, the one who could really make the decision was not the emperor, who 
could not even put on his clothes without a hitch, but Widow Li. 

Widow Li was angry. The emperor just passed away and now you Gao Gong dare to do 
this to take advantage of an orphan and a widow! 

To ensure the game would be played to the full extend, it was said Zhang Ju Zheng also 
appeared and played a role. He also played a two-man act with Feng Bao. They said Gao Gong 
wanted to dethrone the emperor and install a guardian prince. They acted like it was real. 

That even made the ten year old emperor restless. Lord Zhang and Eunuch Feng’s words 
permanently damaged his little mind. Even later when Gao Gong died, he wouldn’t even 
approve a funeral ceremony. That showed how deeply he was affected by the poison. 

No problem with Concubine Li. Gao Gong was a thin old man and was not a good man 
just by his look. But Zhang Ju Zheng was surely different. He was not only talented, he was 
also handsome. If we don’t trust him, who else should we trust? 

That’s the decision! 

June 16 of year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), the day of reckoning. 

Gao Gong was very happy. Early in the morning the palace had sent out news ordering the 
leaders of the Cabinet and the six ministries to the palace for a meeting. In his mind, that must 
be the impeachment had worked and the emperor was to show his stance. 

When he thought his days of planning would come to fruition, Gao Gong couldn’t 
suppress the joy in his heart. Unlike usual, he sent for asking Zhang Ju Zheng and Gao Yi to go 
to the palace with him together. He wanted everyone to witness his victory. 

But he was surprised to learn that Gao Yi, who had been frolicking just a few days ago, was 
sick and the disease was serious. The disease was not known but it was serious enough that he 
wasn’t able to move. 

Thus although an honest man can be honest, he doesn’t have to be not smart. 

Zhang Ju Zheng was even more hilarious. His answer was very simple: 


“A few days ago I suffered a heat stroke, I can’t go.” 


The lie was obviously not a good one. If you don’t say you have suffered a stroke, at least 


you can say you've got your legs injured. A heat stroke is not fatal. At least you can be carried. 
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Gao Gong urged him a few more times. He also said something that seemed laughable in 


order to encourage Zhang Ju Zheng: 


“Today I’m going to make my argument. If I angered the emperor, I’ll resign and you will 


be the first secretary!” 
Zhang Ju Zheng waved his hand and said loudly: 
“What are you talking about? Don’t make such jokes!” 
Of course, I'd like to be the first secretary but I don’t need you to yield. 


Unable to refuse Gao Gong’s repeated urges, Zhang Ju Zheng departed. But he said he 
didn’t feel well and he had to walk a little slowly. Lord Gao, you go ahead, Ill be there later. 


By this account, Zhang Ju Zheng was at least a kind man. He didn’t want to see the man 


suffer from disgrace. 


Excitedly, Gao Gong walked to the Hall of No End. But he was surprised to see a man 
holding an imperial edict was already standing in the middle of the way. He knelt down and 


got himself ready to receive the good news: 


“On the day when the late emperor went to heaven, he summoned the cabinet officers. He 
said the crown prince was young and asked you to help. But Grand Academician Gao Gong 
monopolized power and bullied others. He also disrespected the emperor. What do you want 
to do?” 


After the admonishment, the following was the punishment: 
“Gao Gong is to retire and return home, without delay!” 


From the moment when he heard the words “monopolizing power”, Gao Gong was 
already in a state of half coma. He got people to vilify Feng Bao, how come now he ended up 
being the target? The old crafty man of decades completely collapsed, both mentally and 
physically. 

According to history records, the fellow’s face was completely ashen. Sweat rained down. 


He prostrated on the ground for quite a while without any move. 


But here was the imperial pathway inside the palace and it’s not for you to stay here to 
block the way. Before Mr. Gao finished grieving, he felt a pair of powerful hands carrying him 
up. It was like being delivered hot ambers on a cold snowy day. Gao Gong looked back and 
threw a grateful glance behind him. Then he saw Zhang Ju Zheng. 


Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t eat his words. He still came and the timing was perfect. The edict 
reading was just finished and the man hadn’t left. It appeared that he just received the news. 


The expression of misery was full of his face. 
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When he first saw Zhang Ju Zheng, Gao Gong almost was in a delusion. It is me who just 
lost my job, then why does this fellow look more painful than me and like his own father has 
just died? 

But Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t allow more time for him to contemplate. He immediately 
summoned two aides and they carried Academician Gao out. 


Gao Gong’s career was over. He was super smart and served three emperors. He knew the 
timing and situation and stood erect amid violent storms. He endured through Yan Song, 
ousted Zhao Zhen Ji, Yin Shi Dan and everyone who blocked his way. Even Xu Jie was 
removed by him in one sweep. But in the end he was defeated under the hands of this man. 
The man he had trusted without reservation, his comrade, and friend in arms. 


There was no need to say anything else. That was his fate. 


But Gao Gong, having left the palace, had no room in his mind to think about these things. 
He had to leave immediately because the order in the edict was to leave “without delay”. He 
was kicked out and there was nothing else to say. 


This was a very severe punishment. Usually when an official was removed from his 
position, he would be able to obtain a pass. With that pass, he would be eligible for free horses 
and on his way he would be allowed to stay at government guest houses. After all, he had 
served the government for years. Even if he had achieved nothing at least he spent his labor. It 
was not doing too much for him to receive humane treatment. 


But Gao Gong received nothing. All he got was a group of armed soldiers urging him to get 
out as soon as possible. The big brother whose power once weighed on the entire world had to 
find a few mules to manage to get out of the city. The men following him still wouldn’t cease 
urging him. They would not return to the capital until he was pushed out for twenty lis. That 
was really harsh. 

Having left the city and being able to take a breath, he met another man who had been 
waiting for him for a long time. Unlike those soldiers, the man had in his hand something Gao 
Gong urgently needed, the guest house pass. 

But Gao Gong didn’t accept it. The fellow voluntarily announced he had been sent by 
grand Academician Zhang. 

Zhang Ju Zheng was really a very caring man. He personally guided the creation of the 
imperial edict and certainly knew how Gao Gong would be treated. Thus he had someone 
waiting there, like a retirement gift he sent to Gao Gong. So the number one charitable man in 


the Court had to be him, not anyone else. 


What’s a charitable man? 
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Do good without revealing his name. Do bad and wipe his butt. That’s a charitable man. 


The first dictator 


Gao Gong was enraged. He was not an idiot. After a brief thinking, he knew he had been 
tricked. The so-called friend and comrade was really a veritable traitor and despicable man. 


But it was too late. 


It’s you who kicked me out and it’s also you who gave me a pass. You worship the Buddha 


while you are dismantling the temple. Don’t play dumb to me. 
Thus he used the only method he had to express his protest. He refused the pass. 


Incensed, Gao Gong turned and walked off. In his later years, he buried himself in 
academic research. Occasionally he also cursed Zhang Ju Zheng, in order to express his 
contempt to the man. He also awarded the old colleague of his a crisp sounding title, Jingman 


(Zhang Ju Zheng was from Jingzhou of Huguang). 
Iam gone, the whole thing is over. That was Gao Gong’s thinking. 


But actually, he really overestimated Zhang Ju Zheng’s morality. The game that would 
torment one to death with impunity was still to be played. 


Now, among all, Zhang Ju Zheng was perhaps the most pleased. He adroitly took 
advantage of the confrontation between Feng Bao and Gao Gong. By only offering a few pieces 
of advice, he was able to bring down the shrewd old politician and bring the game of death 
that had lasted over thirty years to an end. 


Starting from year twenty seven of Civility and Tranquility, under the emperor’s brilliant 
and wise work sabotage, the six most outstanding geniuses began the competition. Except 
Yang Bo, who amused himself on the sideline watching, everyone rolled up their sleeves and 
entered the fray in hand to hand combat. Xu Jie outlasted Lu Bing, eliminated Yan Shi Fan, 
and monopolized the power. But, in one strike, he was cudgeled down by Gao Gong. He lost 


his home and children. Then Gao Gong took the stage and doused himself with spotlight. 


But the final victory went to Zhang Ju Zheng, who had stayed low throughout. He waited 
to the end and endured to the end. In the dark with one shot he eliminated Gao Gong and 
became the terminator of the game. 


Yan Song’ loss to Xu Jie didn’t signify justice’s triumph over evil. But rather it was because 
he was not as cunning as Xu Jie. Xu Jie’s loss to Gao Gong wasn’t the result of Gao Gong was 
more upright but because he was more shrewd. Now I have gotten rid of Gao Gong, thus 


reality shows I am truly the most cunning and most outstanding genius of the empire. 
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Goodbye, my quondam friend. Goodbye, my former colleague. Your ambitions will be 
realized by me. 


Actually we are really the same kind of people. We have the same goals and ambitions. I 
really didn’t want to aggrieve you. But unfortunately that place is simply too crowded. 


Officials are my pawns and the emperor is my puppet. The country is in my hands and no 
one can challenge me in this world. 


Yes, let me start my plan. Now it’s the time. 


Usually, when an official managed to be in Zhang Ju Zheng’s position, it would have been 
enough satisfaction. 


With Gao Gong out, there was only him in the Cabinet. Everything had to be reviewed and 
approved by him. After his approval, he asked his ardent follower Feng Bao to mark it red and 
stamp the seal. He was able to do whatever he wanted to do. 


And Comrade Emperor could be essentially ignored. The fellow was just ten and it would 
not have been a bad thing if he was able to understand picture books. Not only that, the 
emperor’s mother was also affectionate toward him. He was counted on by both the orphan 
and the widow. Officials in the Court were also subdued. In another words, ever since Gao 
Gong departed, the last name of the emperor of Ming had changed to Zhang. 


Then now, Emperor Zhang had always wanted to do something Emperor Zhu had never 
been able to do. 


Throughout China’s history, if the child of an ordinary family had risen to as high a 
position that even the emperor had been pushed aside, it would have been a monumental 
achievement. If he were another man, he would have wielded his power and enjoyed his 
prestige. He would have lived a lavish life, and enjoyed his life in ease and comfort. Along the 
way he would do some work. He would be able to indulge himself in great fortune while he 
lived and then left a name behind. That would have been perfect. 


But reality told us Zhang Ju Zheng was not just a little celebrity, he was a big celebrity. His 
fame was greater beyond any bound. Wherever Chinese is spoken and as long as the place is 
not a village of illiterates, the name of this man had been heard. 


He had accomplished so much because he had done one thing, reform. 


What is reform? The simple explanation is: when a machine is not running well, you think 
it over, then you take a wrench or screwdriver, you tap here and there, and then you get things 
fixed. That is reform. 


It seems simple. But if you actually do it, then it’ll be complicated. History has shown that 
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all those who had tried this didn’t fare well in the end. There were no more than two outcomes. 
One outcome was he was reformed. The typical man was Comrade Wang An Shi”, who 
labored industriously for decades. He feared neither Heaven nor man, but in the end he had to 


step down in disgrace amid failures and finish his work in haste. 


Another outcome was even more serious. It was after the change, he became the target of a 
revolution. A typical man was Wang Mang”. The fellow was determined to achieve something 
and get something done. But he was too idealistic. The result was reform became revolution 
and he paid with his life. 


Thus we can see reform is really a risky business. The bottom line comes down to one word, 
interest. You have to understand that despite the old machine is in poor condition, everyone 
still has to count on it to live. If you go up and tap here and there aimlessly, then if you knock 
off some part, then you may have smashed someone’s rice bowl. If those people are good 
natured, they may ask you for food. Those ill-natured will rush to your home carrying a bomb. 
There would be no end until you have been thoroughly agitated. 


If the country can be compared to a machine, then the magnitude will be much larger. One 
simple touch by you could mean thousands of people losing their livelihoods. If they make 
trouble, it will be routine if your entire family is chopped into pieces. 


Thus people of sane minds don’t play this. People who play with this are all not sane 


enough. 


But Zhang Ju Zheng touched it. He knew he would have pressure. He knew it was 
dangerous. But he still touched it. 


That’s because he had seen corrupted lords, famished people, and shameless officials. 
Because he knew there would never be a savior of the world. He couldn’t rely on gods and 


emperors. Because he believed that poor people were people and had the right to live. 


Because after three decades of intrigues and politicking and the rises and falls in politics, he 


still preserved one thing, ideal. 


When I was little, whenever Zhang Ju Zheng was mentioned, the image of a rickshaw 
driver would appear in my mind. Thanks to years of balderdash education, in my mind, the 
fellow was the number one aggrieved man in the world. He was honest. He worked hard. He 
also didn’t receive any gratitude. He was always wronged by treacherous men. He did a 
reform but failed. It was so storied that you even wanted to go there and lend him a hand. 


Not until years later, did I realized I had been humbugged. Brother Zhang was neither 


'? Wang An Shi was a Northern Song politician, who pushed for reforms while he was the prime minister. 
'S Wang Mang was the emperor of a dynasty between Western Han and Eastern Han. 
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honest nor virtuous. He ganged up with one faction to attack another faction. Those acts were 
as common as eating daily meals. As about treacherous men, it was a joke. If all the 
treacherous men had been kicked away, who would you say is the most treacherous? 


Even more comical is that regardless how I see it, I don’t find his reform had failed. He did 
all the things he wanted to do and accomplished everything he wanted to accomplish. How 
can that be a failure? 


Thus what I’m going to tell is a story neither sad nor depressing. Rather it is a success story. 


Prior to Zhang Ju Zheng, the most famous reform should be Wang An Shi’s reform. Of 
course, everyone knows he failed. 


Why did he fail? 


On this topic one can write a two hundred thousand words thesis. I’m not going to add 
more trouble to it. I’m just going to say simply: 


Wang An Shi failed because he thought he was smart. Zhang Ju Zheng succeeded because 
he thought he was stupid. 


In this world, everything that exists has its reason for existence. Otherwise it would have 
not come into being. But Wang An Shi didn’t understand that logic. He abhorred the old 
system. He abhorred the large group of people who lived on others’ labor. But he didn’t see 
that perhaps the old system was resilient or illogical, but it was the fruit of numerous people’s 
great intellectual wisdom. Those who crated and followed the system were all exceptionally 
smart men. They were smarter than all those who thought they were smarter than them. It 
might be a rigid and complicated system. But it was a useful system. 


Then the fellow went very big on it. The so-called Seedling Act" was put into high gear and 


everyone was on it. Then in the end it couldn’t be implemented. It was a totally vain effort. 
But Zhang Ju Zheng was different. He was very practical. 


Note, Wang An Shi was born into an opportune time, when the boss, the Saintly Father of 
Song, was a restless man and every day he dreamed to strike back across the Yellow River and 
liberate the entire country. He itched to make the Great Song a prosperous and strong nation 
in overnight. When Wang An Shi wanted reform, he got both manpower and money as much 
as he wished. 


On the contrary, Emperor Civility and Tranquility was exceptionally lazy. The country was 
already united. He also wasn’t interested in conquering the globe. His greatest enjoyment was 
seeing the men under him fighting each other. Zhang Ju Zheng grew up in such an 


'* An act that allowed the government to loan money to peasants in the spring during planting season and peasants repay the 
loan back to the government at harvesting season. 
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environment. Having been from a little academy student to grand academician, he had 
suffered bitter setbacks and had seen the world. For decades he managed to survive through 
crevices. Having soaring ambitions was absolutely not in his thinking. 


Allow myself to survive while also allowing others to survive was the principle he adhered 
to since the beginning of the reform. In practice, it meant while I’m not going to take away 
your rice bowl you are also not supposed to rise against me. I’m going to reform. Everyone, 


please rein in your greed a little. We eat our own meals and we don’t bother each other. 
Change without revolution, that’s reform. 


It seemed that Heaven also wanted Zhang Ju Zheng to succeed. As soon as he succeeded as 


the first secretary and grabbed the power, he got good news. Gao Yi died. 


Comrade Gao Yi deserved his title as the number one honest man in the world. Ever since 
Gao Gong was ousted, he became so uneasy that he couldn’t even eat or sleep. He worried 
Zhang Ju Zheng would be so cruel and ruthless that he would also be bagged. Day after day, 
he suffered heavier and heavier mental stress. Just a month later, he vomited blood and died. 
He went to work for the King of Hell to continue serve as an honest man. 


Zhang Ju Zheng felt no sadness at all toward Gao Yi’s death. In essence, he was the same 
sort of man as Gao Gong. But he was more dictatorial than Gao Gong. He would be unhappy 
when he saw people loitering in front of him. Who cares if you are honest or not, you die and 
that’s it. 


Actually Zhang Ju Zheng shouldn’t be blamed for it. Throughout China’s history, men who 
worked together in starting something almost all couldn’t escape from and ending “four 
togethers”: they endeavored together, they slept in the same bed together while having 
different dreams, they fought among themselves together, and they met their demise together. 


Thus after a long struggle of over fifty years since Emperor Civility and Tranquility taking 
the throne, Zhang Ju Zheng finally unified the world. Above him he had the support of the 
emperor’s mom. Under him he had countless number of officials cheering him. Outside there 
was his confidant Qi Ji Guang guarding the border. Inside there was his die hard eunuch Feng 
Bao to keep the seal for him. The emperor could be completely ignored. He could do whatever 
he wanted to do. He was more imperious than an emperor. His words would be echoed by 
hundreds. He truly had a unity. 


Subdue all those who disobey you. Destroy anyone who dares to make a sound. Let all 
acknowledge that you are the number one. That is what is called achieving unity. 


Having achieved unity, Zhang Ju Zheng was finally able to realize his dreams. That is 
“Zhang Ju Zheng’s Reform”, which has been covered extensively in history records. 
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When a reform is described, there have to be a lot of times, places, people, history 
background, significances, and etc. etc. Back then I had suffered much. If I don’t go down to 
Hell, who else will? So in that spirit, I’m not going to say much. Simply put, Zhang Ju Zheng 
did two things. 


The first thing was the Whip Act. The name was not that catchy but its significance was 
great. In today’s terms, it was something that would have long term impact for generations. 


Because of the Whip Act that impacted generations, it changed the tax system that had 
lasted for over eight hundred years since the Tang Dynasty. It was a mile stone change in 


China’s taxation history. 


The words above are the ones I used in my history thesis. If you get dizzy reading it, don’t 
be surprised. After all, I have to say these words. Having described the great importance of it, 
let’s get real. I guarantee that readers will be able to understand it. 


Since ancient times, the government collected taxes and people paid taxes. That was a 
matter of course. After all, Zhu Double Eight and others were not philanthropists. They risked 
their lives to take the country. So at least they had something to hop for. 


Every dynasty used different methods to collect taxes. But the types of taxes were 
essentially unchanged. There were three portions: 


The first was land tax. Emperors struggled with lives to grab land. You farmed the 
emperor’s land, then you had to pay. 


The second was poll tax. All the land under the sky was the emperor's land. All the people 
under the sky were the emperor’s subjects (all were his resources). Pay as much as there was 


how many people. That was the obligation. 


The third was corvee. In simple term, it was tax on labor. One had to contribute money if 
he had money or contribute labor if he had labor. When there was a project or a reception of an 
official, the state not only wanted you to contribute money, sometimes it also wanted you to 
contribute labor. Grab with both hands, not one hand fewer. 


Some may say: what if I live in a mountainous area and there is no farmland? Or say: I 
have land but I don’t grow grain, then how that is going to be handled? On these things you 
don’t have to worry. The government already has everything planned out for you. You don’t 


have to enjoy your rights but you can’t escape from your obligations. 


To put it simply, you pay with whatever you have. If the mountainous region produces 


mushrooms, then you pay with mushrooms. If it produces lumber, then you pay with lumber. 


'S Whip is the homophone of a different word, which means assembly or compile. The phrase means to have a uniform way 
of collection. 
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If the apples are planted in the field, then you pay with apples. If you plant cotton, then you 
pay with cotton, which can be stored in a warehouse and it won’t go bad for quite a while. 


Some individual “wicked people” may ask: what if Iam a fisherman living on catching fish? 
You don’t have refrigerators and you aren’t going to let the fish rot. 


Ha ha, don’t worry. The government knows how to handle that. You can still pay if you 
just salt the fish. You aren’t going to get away with this. 


The people of China, for nearly a thousand years, toiled in misery with these three huge 
mountains on their backs. 


Realistically, in China’s history, except some with cracked brains or in dire need of money, 
the rulers of the dynasties of unified China generally paid great deal of attentions to the 
burdens that the people had to bear. The rate of land taxes was usually five percent or ten 


percent. If the rate went to twenty percent, it would be considered heavily taxed. 


Based on these numbers, lives of the people in theory were decent. But unfortunately, it 


was just in theory. 
That was how the matter was on paper, but in practice, everything became a mess. 


In practice, officials at various levels quickly found out there were just too many loopholes 
available to exploit. For example, if you pay with apples, he would be able to pick and choose. 
He picked up one and said this one is too small and should be counted as half; there’s a worm 
hole on another one so it can’t be counted. If you paid with cotton, he would say the quality of 
the cotton is not good and it can only be used to account only for half of the payment. So you 
have to go home to bring more. 


Those were only the minor ones. The biggest hassle was corvee. At least land taxes and poll 
taxes were tangible things. And a county magistrate couldn’t deny them. But corvees were 
different. Levee repairs, attending guesthouses, and road repairs were all corvees. Once the 
work was done, the corvee was paid. 


Then who decided if you completed your work? It was the county magistrate. 


That was like asking a weasel to guard chickens. If a county magistrate had a conscience, 
then everything could be recorded truthfully. If a county magistrate was one without a 
conscience, then he would want to profit from it. If you had no money, then in one big stroke, 
you hadn’t done anything. Complaint? on this matter my words are final. You did no work if I 
say you did no work. What can you do? 


Reality showed back then except a few well-behaved people, most of the government 
officials were not becoming and not trustworthy. It would be asking too much of them to not 
exploit available loopholes or grab acquirable money. In short, you would be screwed, no 
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question about that. 


In those ways, countless number of ordinary people were totally screwed. The central 


government didn’t get its share. Everything was taken by local officials. 


In addition, there were also many problems with this kind of tax system. Because what was 
collected were all real things and of all varieties and numerous, and they were both 


inconvenient to handle and transport. 


For example, large quantities of grains were collected in the regions around Zhejiang, but 
could not be consumed by the capital city. The locals also didn’t need them. When it was said 
that grains were in shortage in the northwest, then how about transporting them to there? 
After some calculation, the price of the grain wasn’t even enough to cover the cost of transport. 
There was no need to go through the trouble, it would be better to just leave the grain in 


granaries to feed mice. 


More troublesome was although a lot of things, including grains and local produces and 
herbs, were collected from all the places, there was not much silver. Storing all these doodads 
also took a lot of spaces in the capital city. There were also costs in maintaining the 
warehouses. When there was a war, soldiers couldn’t be asked to eat cotton or be paid with 
herbs. 


Then some officials were so bored after being well fed came up with a stupid idea. They 
said if we’ve got so many things, it’s a waste to let them sit idle, so why not use them as 
salaries to pay the government officials. For example, if you are a sixth grade manager at the 
Ministry of Revenue and Population, by regulation you know how much you should be paid. 
But on pay day, you are told the government is short of cash, now you're going to be paid part 
in cash and part in grain and the remainder will be paid in cotton. But rest assured, we have 
appraised them on the market. If they are bartered, you'll not lose if you exchange the cotton. 

Holy moly, I’ve labored hard by far and all I get is just a few bags of cotton? How am I 
going to feed my wife and children? 

It needs to be pointed out this is definitely no joke. Since the Zhu Yuan Zhang era, Ming 
officials were all paid this way. Sometimes they got paid with grains, sometimes herbs. A few 
outrageously immoral emperors even paid in paper money (badly printed and worthless). 
There were not few who would get paid in the morning and then in the afternoon go to market 


to work a second job as peddlers. 


The country was a loser and its people were suffering. Those bastards ended up reaping 
the benefits. 


Zhang Ju Zheng decided to change the situation. He learned from local experiences and 
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introduced the Whip Act. 


There were a lot in the Whip Act, but the main part was a unified regulation. Tax collection 
was changed from collecting physical items to collecting money. More explicitly, from now on, 
no physical items would be collected. Instead, everything would be collected in currency. 


It seemed to be a very simple order, but it was of absolutely not simple historical 
significance. 


After that, regardless of land tax, corvee, or poll tax, there would be a unified standard and 
not decided by officials. What was collected was real gold and silver. One either had money or 
had not money and would no longer be swindled by officials. 


Of course, according to the law that officials were all greedy, Zhang Ju Zheng also left 
some wiggle room for everyone. Because by rule, all the goods like grains, fruits, herbs, and 
silk were converted to silver before being turned over to the government and although the 
rates of conversion were controlled by the government, each locality naturally could be 
different. Therefore it seemed natural that local officials were in some degrees taken care of 
and allowed to reap some gains. 


Everyone was happy. The government got shiny silver. Ordinary people also didn’t have 
to be swindled by officials at will. There would be greed and there would be robbery. If there 
was a cut then a cut was it. At least life would be easier. Officials’ gains were reduced but at 
least they lives were not bad. So let it be so. 


Results proved the more complicated the policies the more loopholes and the more difficult 
they would be implemented. Wang An Shi basically did it that way. The Whip Act seemed 
simple but it was the crystallization of the utmost wisdom, just as the old saying says: 


The real ability is to make complicated problems simple. 


Zhang Ju Zheng and his Whip Act thus are remembered by history and it has been in use 
for long periods. Then the Three Mountains also didn’t move. Not until the Harmony and Just 
era!*, when poll tax was merged into land tax, did that get changed into two (in fact there was 
no reduction in taxes but just a different name). Corvees were not abolished until after The 
Liberation”. The collection of land tax, the longest lasting tax, or the agriculture tax, did not 
cease until a few years ago. 


Socialist is good is a true statement. 
The next thing accomplished by Zhang Ju Zheng was actually attributed to a letter. 
In year one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1573), Zhang Ju Zheng wrote to the emperor. 


'© Emperor Harmony and Just was the third emperor of Qing Dynasty. 
'’ Tn mainland China, the term Liberation general refers to the year 1949 when the communists took power. 
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Actually he was just writing to himself. In this letter addressed to himself, he wrote these 
words: 


“We must have monthly reviews and annual appraisals, so that what is said is backed by 


facts and accountability must be ensured.” 


A famous policy in history came into being. Its name was the first and last words in the 


above sentence, Review and Accountability. 


That was Zhang Ju Zheng’s second biggest action in his reform, the Review and 
Accountability Act. 


If you don’t know the Review and Accountability Act, that’s normal. On the other hand, if 
you haven’t been tormented by it, then that’s not normal. To some extent, this Review and 


Accountability Act is equivalent to modern day’s attendance record. 


Zhang Ju Zheng had created a complete system of rules. But he knew very well rules were 
secondary and execution of the rules was the key. If he could count on the lazy men under him 
to suddenly have their consciences taking hold and start to work hard, then it would be like 
living in the tales of Arabian Nights. 


After some repeated deliberations, Grand Academician Zhang came up with an absolutely 


clever idea. 


Zhang Ju Zheng’s method was to create an account book of work. For example, a 
prefecture magistrate would have all the work to be accomplished clearly listed at the 
beginning of a year. They were assembled into a book. One copy was kept by himself and 
another copy was kept by Zhang Ju Zheng. At the end of the year, the book was examined. If it 
was discovered something was not done, then congratulations, pack up, and get yourself 


ready to be sent to a county. 
If you continued behaving the same way in the county, your punishment will remain the 
same. It would continue until you pack up everything and be kicked out of the government. 


The applicability of the act was almost unlimited, from the six ministries of the central 


government to remote mountainous areas. The rules would apply to anyone in violation of it. 


In old traditions, a new arrival usually would start some new initiatives. He would be very 
ambitious for a moment. Then after the new initiatives ran their courses, he would do 
whatever he usually did before. Thus some brother officials didn’t give it too much thought. 
Thus they bit their teeth and thought they would be able to ride through it. But even after 
crushing their teeth, they still weren’t able to get through to the day when everything would 


be over. 


Zhang Ju Zheng this time meant it. He was so tough that it seemed to be obnoxious. For 
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example, in year three of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1576), some complained that taxes were 
too hard to collect. If you said that a hundred thousand meant a hundred thousand, then if the 
actual figure is short of that, then where am I supposed to get the silver to make it up? 


Facts showed that Academician Zhang was very democratic. Pretty soon he announced a 
new regulation. From now on in local tax collection, once a certain amount was reached, even 


if not completely collected, officials could avoid being punished. 


But when the quota was specified, no one could feel any happier, for the “certain amount” 


meant ninety percent. 


That obviously meant to trick everyone. If Iam able to collect ninety percent, then why do I 
need to complain? But Mr. Zhang, in his action, told everyone, it’s your problem if you can or 
cannot collect to the full amount and it’s my problem if I punish you or not. 


The first to be used as the starting spices of a hot pot were a fellow gang of brothers in 
Shandong. They were really unlucky. They put their hearts and souls in the collection but in 
the end they still failed to meet the target. More ridiculously, among them, one fellow was able 
to collect eighty eight percent. But he was still put under the knife. All were demoted. 


After that, officials changed their usual habit and began to work earnestly and 
conscientiously. If they could expect to pass the review at the end of the year, they would have 
received Buddha’s blessing. Efficiency was also greatly improved. 


Of course it was entirely up to Zhang Ju Zheng that made implementation of the Review 
and Accountability Act a reality. One must know back then the fellow was also one who 
managed to survive through. He knew very well all the crooked ways and grafting techniques 
prevalent in the government. Back then when his lordship was amassing money, these 
youngsters were still gnawing their biscuits. Now the most cunning man was at the helm, who 
would dare to play tricks on him? 


That was essentially the main ingredient of the Review and Accountability Act. But it was 
not the complete content. Zhang Ju Zheng was very cunning. In that letter, he also sneaked in 
a very important sentence in order to realize his own personal goal. The sentence didn’t attract 
much attention but it became the real reason for exposing and criticizing him after his death. 


That matter is left for future discussion. For now, we've not finished describing his glorious 
story. 


Under Zhang Ju Zheng’s close watch, officials worked hard and diligently. Income grew 
steadily. Ming, which started sliding down since Just Virtue, now began to climb up again. 


As internal affairs were improving, the strength of the Ming army was also further 
enhanced, thanks to the existence of several fierce men. 
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Qi Ji Guang naturally led the pack. Although he was only a garrison commander and 
ranked below Tan Lun and Wang Chong Gu, everyone knew the man had too strong a 
backing. Even the minister of war, whenever came to Jizhou to do inspection, would have to 
be polite to Garrison Commander Qi. 


Reality also affirmed that view. Zhang Ju Zheng was just too nice to Qi Ji Guang. When his 
subordinates disobeyed him, they were replaced! When his deputies disobeyed him, they were 
replaced! When his bosses disobeyed him, they were replaced! 


With those, Qi Ji Guang became a man no one dared to touch. Everyone became extra 
respectful of him. Adding to it, Brother Qi also was very good at building relationships. Every 
time when a boss came from the capital on a tour, he would accompany him in person. He 
dined and entertained his boss. Once the business was over, he would also send local produces 
as gifts, which was said having been delivered in wagons. To such a ferocious man, who dared 
to touch him? 


Prior to Qi Ji Guang, in seventeen years, there were ten men as the garrison commander of 
Jizhou. The average tenor was 1.7 years. It couldn’t be helped. In that devilish place, everyday 
there were Mongols loitering around. Guarding that place meant either being defeated or 
killed. Fortunate ones were taken back to be investigated. It was not a habitable place. 


But Qi Ji Guang was different. After he arrived here, there were only a few small 
skirmishes. Then after that, he had been garrisoning the border for sixteen years and no one 
dared to come. 


As to the reason, it had to be attributed to his good defense. After arriving at the border, he 
pushed hard to build beacon towers, joined the walls, and built a solid defense system. In 
addition, he also put in effort in developing fire arms. Essentially everyone had a gun. 
Previously when he was fighting the Japanese in Zhejiang, at least he had to use the Mallard 
Formation. Now he simply ignored the enemies. Every time when the Mongol cavalry came, 
even before they got close to the walls, they would be shot. After the enemy became tired from 
running, he would send troops out to fight the enemy in distress. The Mongols just couldn’t 


endure such a tortuous tactic. After some time, no one wanted to come. 
Because in Qi Ji Guang’s front, the defense was so tight that even wind would not penetrate, 
the Mongol tribes went to Eastern Liao to forage in the hope of eking out a living there. 


Unfortunately, the one who garrisoned Eastern Liao was no other than Li Cheng Liang. 
Garrison Commander Li could be said as the number one bully. In his command, he built 
neither walls nor used fire arms. It seemed that the defense was lax. Many Mongols came 
upon hearing this and hoped to be able to loot. But reality showed them that although 
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Commander Li never built walls, he was rather good at throwing bricks. 
He didn’t opt to defense because he liked offense. 


Others were afraid of cavalries. But Li Cheng Liang wasn’t because he was Ming’s best 
cavalry commander. He had a well-trained cavalry unit, dubbed as the Ironclads of Eastern 


Liao by his contemporaries. 


The unit had exceptional fighting ability. During his tenor as the garrison commander, they 
were in over thirty combats and won every engagement. Often they chased the Mongols all 
over the places. The enemy would be terror-stricken upon hearing their name. It was the 
predecessor of the Ironclads of Guanning, the top unit in the world. 


Of course, because the fellow fought too much and was too vicious with killing, adding 
that he was also a bit rascal, he got himself into a big trouble. That was something that would 
happen later. We'll elaborate when it’s needed. 


With Jizhou and Eastern Liao garrisoned by these two men and there was also no fighting 
in the Xuanda region, everyone got busy in doing business and could spare no time to fighting. 
The border problem that had plagued Ming for several hundred years was alleviated. 


The nation’s treasury was filled. The border was peaceful. Great Ming had been established 
for two hundred years. Now it managed to have been in such a condition. It had to be a 
miracle. The creator of all these was no other than Zhang Ju Zheng. 
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Zhang Ju Zheng’s Flaws 


Framing 


When the country was in a deep crisis, income was not enough to pay expenses, vagabonds 
were making troubles everywhere, and politics were corrupted beyond repair, using his 
inestimable intrigues and extremely insidious methods, Zhang Ju Zheng seized the ultimate 
power. In addition, using his unmatched ability and creatively, he engineered a great political 
movement by muddling the water to accomplish things without offending others to bring new 
vigor into Ming. He deserved his name as the most brilliant politician. He was the spine of the 
nation and he was the pride of the people. 


Having said the positive, now we need to say the negative. 


If we say Zhang Ju Zheng, as a person, was an honest man, then we've seen a ghost. An 
honest person wouldn’t be able to rise to his position. It is also not convincing to say he was a 
good man. After all, he did many things that a good man wouldn’t do. More accurately, he 


was a rough man. 
On this point, Comrade Wang Shi Zhen felt very strongly. 


In the eras of Civility and Tranquility and Ten Thousand Seasons, the title of the number 
one talent was firmly sitting atop over this fellow. Even Xu Wei was not a match for him. 
That’s because he was not only a famous writer, he was also a playwright, poet, painter, 
literature critic, and a history critic. He was very famous. So as to that if one night, he got 
drunk and said some person was not bad and was an awesome man. On the next day, 
regardless if this person was really an awesome man or not, he immediately became a celebrity. 
The Official History of Ming says he was capable of “memorizing for life after just one scan of a 
book”. If someone had such extraordinary capability, his reputation was not made by boasting. 


But the problem was that although the celebrity possessed great talents and capabilities 
and wrote a lot of things, for his entire life, he basically did two things. First he criticized Yan 
Song. Then he criticized Zhang Ju Zheng. We have described his criticism of Yan Song, which 
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was a personal grudge. But criticism of Zhang Ju Zheng was of a different nature. 


On this matter Wang Shi Zhen invested a lot of his energy. He alleged that Mr. Zhang was 
corrupt, took bribes, and was a womanizer. He alleged there were issues on Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
finances and personal conduct. If someone accepted bribes then there must be someone 
offering bribes. To prove his point, he didn’t even give a pass to Qi Ji Guang, a traditionally 
positive figure and national hero. He dressed him down. He said Qi Ji Guang gave several 
women to Zhang Ju Zheng, which made many main stream writers very awkward and they 
ignored all these allegations. 


His method of criticizing was also very unique. He didn’t do it for just a few days. He did it 
for months and years. His did it so frequently and he was so obsessed with it that even callus 
has grown in my ears. In fact, in Ming, it was common for government officials to scoop some 
extra money. They got paid very little. We Chinese also pay so much attention to personal 
appearance. If they didn’t have extra income, how would they have been able to manage to 
live? As to the issue about women, that had to be smearing. As far as I know, Wang Shi Zhen 
also had many wives. 


But on the other hand, it is fair and objective to consider Wang Shi Zhen as a historian by 
later generations. Although he was a little bit like an angry youth, he was essentially a reliable 
source. He hated Zhang Ju Zheng so much because Zhang Ju Zheng was too aggressive. 
Throughout his life time, the men he hated the most were arrogant and domineering men 
(such as Yan Song). But he was a man of letters and Zhang Ju Zheng was a man of power. 


Even if he wanted to fight, he wouldn’t be able to do much. 


A man of power would be able to persecute others. On the other hand, a man of letters 


could only criticize others. 


Now let us describe the main stories of Zhang Ju Zheng, the man of power. After reading 


these stories you will be able to see that he deserved his moniker as a man of power. 


The first characteristic of Power Man Zhang’s was to add pain to someone on his 
misfortune. He shared a common trait with his teacher Xu Jie. Once he laid his hands on 
someone, it wouldn’t be sufficient to just inflict permanent injury on that person. It wouldn’t 
be enough to beat someone to death. The person had to be so well beaten that even after he 
had become a ghost, the ghost wouldn’t dare to come back to bother you. That was the way of 
a seasoned hand. 


That was how Xu Jie dealt with Yan Song and it was also the way Zhang Ju Zheng dealt 
with Gao Gong. 


Ever since being sent home by Zhang Ju Zheng, Gao Gong became so distraught that he 
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buried himself in academics in his home in Henan. But he wouldn’t have been able to expect 
that in the capital city several hundred lis away, a plot that would have cut his head off was 
being carried out. 


January 20 of year one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1573) was a day with heavy fogs. 


The ten year old emperor got out of bed early. He sat in his palanquin and was about to 
attend the morning session of the Court. In the dense fog, he came close to the Gate of 
Heavenly Order, the place of an encounter. 


Just as he was going through the gate, his guards suddenly saw a suspicious man. They 
immediately surrounded the man and sent him to the guards’ office for questioning. 


Everything took place very suddenly. Amid the misty dense fog, it unfolded suddenly and 
ended suddenly. In addition, because the fellow didn’t resist when being arrested, it didn’t 
attract the attention of many people. The emperor was also young, and it would be hard for 


him to remember it. 


In the mysterious fog, the matter seemed to have passed just like that. But in reality, it was 
just the beginning of a lethal plot. 

Three days later, the agency investigating the matter submitted a report of the questioning 
result to the Cabinet. It was a strange report. 

The name of the man who entered without permission was Wang Da Chen. He was from 
Wujin of Changzhou. He carried with him a sword. It was unclear when he entered the palace. 
It was unclear how he entered the palace. It was unclear his purpose of entering the palace. 
Everything else was yet to be investigated. 

By the way, the unwelcome guest was not an official. His surname was Wang and his given 
name was Da Chen (taking such a name meant only he was a trouble maker)". 

Upon seeing the report, Zhang Ju Zheng exploded. Is this man a soldier made of steel? 
You've interrogated him for three days and this is all you’ve got? 

But in an instant, he suddenly realized this was an opportunity, an opportunity of a life 
time. A trace of smile burst out at the corners of his mouth. 


Very well, let’s do this. 


A day later, Wang Da Chen was sent to a new agency for interrogation. Zhang Ju Zheng no 
longer worried about getting a confession. It was said this was a place only a dead man would 
not open his mouth. It was the East Yard. 


According to some history records, there were more than thirty types of torturing device at 


'8 Da Chen are the two Chinese words that is translated into the English word ‘official’. 
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the East Yard. If one type was tried a day, there would be no repeat in a month. Such creativity 
was not something easy to achieve. 


But what Zhang Ju Zheng wanted was not to get Wang Da Chen to tell the truth. All he 
wanted was a just a line. 


But Comrade Wang Da Chen didn’t seem to be able to recognize his proper role. After a 
round of “warm conversions” with his friends at the East Yard, he revealed his background. 
Unfortunately, it was exactly what Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t want to hear. 

“T’m a deserter.” Wang Da Chen said. “I am from Qi Ji Guang’s command.” 

Quite a remarkable backing. 

This would make someone’s head swollen. The fellow soldier was Qi Ji Guang’s man. He 
carried a knife and entered the palace. He even managed to get close to the emperor. So there 
must be a conspiracy, which must be investigated to the bottom. With the clue available, then 
why not further investigate? Follow the lead, check his social connections, and check his 
background and the men behind him. First check the soldiers, then check Qi Ji Guang, then 
finally check ... 

You bastard, are you trying to make fun of me? 

It doesn’t matter. The man is in East Yard’s custody and the East Yard is under Feng Bao. If 
he has been forced to open his mouth, then he can be forced to memorize his lines. 

Then after some intense preparations, Wang Da Chen provided a new confession: 

“Tm here to assassinate the emperor. I’ve been ordered by a Lord Gao (Gao Gong)’s 
servant.” 

Not bad, that is an ideal confession. Feng Bao smiled. Zhang Ju Zheng also smiled. 

Looking at Wang Da Chen, whose head lowered and was begging for mercy, the two were 
convinced Gao Gong was finished. 

But reality proved the two cunning fellows were wrong. Not only did they make a mistake 
in assessing the situation, they were also wrong in their judgement on the deserter. 


After the result of the interrogation became known, the reaction was unprecedentedly 
violent. The officials who would argue over any trifle matters formed a rare uniformed 
opinion, it was a frame job. 


Everything is very obvious. First bring the man down. Then defame the man. And finally 
take his life. Everyone knows this sort of trick. It won’t fool a ghost. 


Therefore after the confession was made public, many met Zhang Ju Zheng either publicly 
or privately, asking him to stop making a fuss of this matter. But Lord Zhang was an old fox. 
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He kept on feigning ignorance. He said nothing, until another man walked into his door. 


He could play ignorance but it wouldn’t work on this man. Not only was he a veteran, he 
was also once Zhang Ju Zheng’s idol. He was Yang Bo. 

Although Senor Yang was at an advanced age, his fighting strength didn’t diminish. At the 
crucial moment, he came forward. He was to lobby on Gao Gong’s behalf. 

But on this action of his, I am actually very curious. That’s because for decades the fellow 
had been a fence sitter. Regardless it was Xu Jie or Yan Song, he had never extended his hands 
to those who were in trouble. Also according to history records, he had no connection with 
Gao Gong. But this time he seemed to have found his conscience. He was about to intervene. 
Did he suddenly open his mind? 

With admiration and respect toward him, I researched a lot of materials. I followed his 
family tree and finally I found the answer to the question. 

Yang Bo indeed had no connection with Gao Gong. But he had a son, Yang Jun Qing. 
Coincidentally, Yang Jun Qing had a wife and his father-in-law was no other than Wang 
Chong Gu. 

There is no need to say about the connection between Wang Chong Gu and Gao Gong. 
They were classmates and die-hard cohorts to each other. Governor Wang’s job was referred 
by Gao Gong. So it wouldn’t be appropriate to say a few words. 

There is no love without reason and there is also no hate without reason. I am now a 
believer of the idiom. 


Lord Yang was open and direct as he approached Zhang Ju Zheng. 

“Why do you have to bother you self to do this?” 

His pride being hurt by these words, Zhang Ju Zheng rebuked immediately. 
“The matter has gotten to this point, so do you think I’ve arranged all these?” 


“T didn’t mean that,” Yang Bo finally said something in earnest, “but you are the only one 


that can resolve this matter.” 


Zhang Ju Zheng fell silent. He understood. Yang Bo was right. Gao Gong’s life was in his 
hands. 


After he sent off Yang Bo, he decided to use a unique method to help him making the 
choice, divination. 


After kneeling down for quite a well, Zhang Ju Zheng got the sign that belonged to him 
from the temple. As soon as he read what was written in it, he made up his mind. 
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It was said in that sign, there etched the following words: if what you seek is of no charity, 
then why pray to gods? 


But it had already happened and it was not possible to take it back. He decided not to be 
directly involved in it. He let Feng Bao conduct the trial. He also specifically directed Zhu Xi 
Xiao, the executive commander of Guards in Brocade, to jointly conduct the trial. 


Reality showed the arrangement fully demonstrated Zhang Ju Zheng’s outstanding 
political acumen. But it made his friend Feng Bao miserable. Very soon, Eunuch Feng would 
become the most famous laughing stalk in China’s legal history. 


On January 29 of year one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1573), the trial of Wang Da Chen 


was about to begin. A comedy was also going to have its curtain lifted. 


The case’s presiding officials were Feng Bao, the eunuch in charge of East Yard, and Zhu Xi 
Xiao, the executive commander of Guards in Brocade. The two would have been the evil heads 
of the spy agencies of Ming. But unfortunately, Commander Zhu was rather a decent man. 


Brother Zhu had an impressive background. His ancestor was the super famous general 
Zhu Neng, who followed the Great Emperor Perpetual Happiness to found the empire and 
dared to chase a few thousand men with only dozens men with him. By Zhu Xi Xiao’s 
generation, although he was not good at fighting anymore, the man was of good character. He 
was essentially a good man. He thought what Feng Bao did was not nice. And he was going to 
extend a helping hand to Gao Gong. 


Before the trial began, he carefully reviewed the records of the interrogations. He was 
surprised to find that Wang Da Chen’s first confession didn’t match his second confession in 
many details. Obviously there had been some alterations. What surprised him even more was 
at the end of the written record of the two confessions, with flaws everywhere, the conclusion 
was that the evidence was solid. 


He immediately summoned the two knights of a thousand who conducted the 
interrogations. With a smile on his face and the written record in his hand, he said: on such 


kind of stenograph, do you dare to endorse it as solid evidence? 


The two knights of a thousand showed no sign of worry. They only needed to say a few 
words, which were enough to make Lord Zhu stop smiling: 

“There are no such words in the original copy. Those words were added by Lord Zhang 
(Zhang Ju Zheng).” 


Zhu Xi Xiao was shocked and his face lost color. Because by tradition, stenographs 
produced by the East Yard were prohibited to be made available to the outside without the 
emperor’s permission. Any alternation was a crime punishable by death! 
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Despite Zhang Ju Zheng was a bigshot, it was too outlandish to hear he acted so arrogantly 
in apparent flouting of the laws. 


Then before the trial began, Zhu Xi Xiao was very nervous. Feng Bao was co-presiding the 
trial with Zhang Ju Zheng’s backing. In that sense, Gao Gong’s life was probably not going to 
be spared. 


But not until the trial started, did Zhu Xi Xiao discover he was wrong, in a very comical 
Way. 

Trials in Ming were conducted essentially the same way as today’s trials. The accused 
would stand there (back then, he had to kneel down), if someone was wealthy enough to be 
able to hire a lawyer, the lawyer (back then he was called a shyster) would also be present. 
Then back and forth, they would argue and debate. Essentially the entire country followed the 
same system. 


Only at two places were trials done differently. One was at the Guards in Brocade and 
another was at the East Yard. Because they were special spy agencies, to demonstrate their 
power, before a trial began, all accused, regardless who they were, were welcomed with a 
special treatment, slat beating. 


This round of beating, in professional lingo, was called Ego Removal Slat. It had a long 
history. Regardless if you were a nobleman or a street beggar or if you were truly guilty or not, 
first you'd be met with this beating. That was the rule. 

It was this rule that ruined the whole matter. 

Sitting on the bench above before Official Zhu came up with a strategy, Official Wang 
below refused to cooperate. Although the man was somewhat a dimwit, as soon as he saw the 
runners rolling up their sleeves and took up their wares, he understood he was about to get 
beaten. Faster than one could speak, he suddenly shouted to the bench: 

“You promised me a government position, why are you beating me now?” 

These words were very interesting. Zhu Xi Xiao began to understand and knew a good 


show was to begin. He said nothing and turned his head to Feng Bao. 


Eunuch Feng was apparently nonplused by his shout. But he was an old sly fox of years. 
He quickly responded. He shouted to Wang Da Chen: 


“Who ordered you to do the assassination?” 


If the conversation had gone to this point, a sensible man would have begun following the 
lines. On the contrary, not only was this Wang Da Chen not sensible, he suddenly had become 
Wang Pluck and Bold. In the same tune he shouted back to Feng Bao: 
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“Didn't you order me? Why don’t you know? Why are you asking me?” 


Zhu Xi Xiao was miserable because he had to apply a great exertion to suppress himself 
from laughing out loud. By now the only thing that interested him was how Lord Feng Bao 
would get to the finish from here. 


Ever since he had been in politics, Feng Bao had never encountered something so 
embarrassing. But given where the matter was, he had to continue to act in his role to bring the 
show to an end. Once again he roared back: 


“Didn’t you say yesterday that Lord Gao ordered you? Why aren’t you saying it today?” 

But Wang Da Chen suddenly became calm. With a more poignant sentence he prompted 
Wang Bao to jump up. 

“You told me to say all these. How do I know some so-called Lord Gao?” 


Face lost. It was a complete loss of face. Once these words were uttered, even the runners 
present couldn’t refrain themselves from laughing out. Having conducted a trial of such sort, 
Feng Bao’s heart probably would have told him to kill himself. 


At the critical moment, Official Zhu came to the rescue. Seeing that Eunuch Feng was about 
to jump into a river to drown himself, he also shouted: 


“Bastard. You dare to tell nonsense to us and slander the trial official. Bring him down!” 
The fellow was really a good man. He turned and smiled to Feng Bao and said: 
“Eunuch Feng, don’t be bothered by what he said, I believe you.” 

I am convinced when Eunuch Feng heard these words, he would not feel pleased. 


With the matter having gone to such a point, it was obvious it was not enough to destroy 
Gao Gong. Instead, he was in danger of being brought down. To avoid further embarrassment, 
Feng Bao ordered Wang Da Chen’s execution. The matter thus ended that way. 


But that was still a mysterious incident. Wang Da Chen had been always under the East 
Yard’s control. How come he suddenly reversed his confession? What was his true identity? 


Let me tell you the answer. 


Feng Bao didn’t know that before he and Zhu Xi Xiao started the trial, someone had 
already gone ahead and sent someone inside the prison and contacted Wang Da Chen. The 
man was Yang Bo. 


After Gao Gong departed, the only man who would be able to match Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
intelligence was perhaps this fellow. Once he got Zhang Ju Zheng’s promise to stay neutral, 


Yang Bo recognized Feng Bao would be the only obstacle remaining. But the man held a deep 
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grudge against Gao Gong and wasn’t likely to show mercy. He had to protect Gao Gong but 
he couldn’t rely on Feng Bao. It was really a task impossible to complete. 


But Yang Bo deserved his reputation. He fully recognized Feng Bao’s thinking. Therefore 
secretly he got Wang Da Chen to withdraw his confession, which made Eunuch Feng being 
publicly humiliated and eventually had to yield. For his degree of shrewdness, he deserved 
being named as one of the three gifted men in the world. 


By account of some of the historical records, Wang Da Chen was indeed a soldier under Qi 
Ji Guang’s command. Because of an offense he deserted. He roamed around and in the end lost 
his life. 


But there were still many questions. We know the imperial palace was not a public 
restroom that anyone could get in and out at will. Even today, if you want to get in, you have 
to buy a ticket. The fellow was illiterate and had no pass. Perhaps he also didn’t have money. 
Then how did this fellow get in? 


Sorry, on this question, I don’t have an answer either. Let’s just assume he flew in. 


Revenge 


Gao Gong nonetheless managed to get over the danger. Regardless, he was at least Zhang 
Ju Zheng’s friend. If he could treat his friend this way, there was no need to mention how he 
would have treated his enemies. That’s because Power Man Zhang’s second characteristic was 
that revenges must be exacted on all of his enemies. On this point, he was basically Xu Jie 


version 2.0. 
The first one that became a ghost under his knife was the Prince of Liao. 


When we talk about this fellow, we don’t know if we should cry or laugh. From four to 
forty, for decades the fellow had no other pursuit other than having fun. 

When he was young, he enjoyed having fun, which resulted in Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
grandfather’s death. Now he was old. But it was still about having fun. He had money, and he 
was free to play the way he liked to play. 

But the time for the final play still arrived. 

Ever since that time, Zhang Ju Zheng never forgot over thirty years ago, the scene when his 
grandfather was bullied to death. For a gentleman, if it had to take thirty years to exact 


revenge, it still would not be too late. 


It was still only year two of Grand Celebration (AD 1568), Zhang Ju Zheng ranked only 
third in the Cabinet. But to deal with the Prince of Liao, his power would be more than enough. 
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Pretty soon, circuit censors in Huguang suddenly piled on in a joint effort to impeach the 
Prince of Liao. Over the years, the Lord Comrade Prince had had so much fun, of course it 
wasn’t hard to find a few things to charge him. Thus a pile of damning reports found their 
ways to the emperor. 


The Lord Emperor never thought highly of the guardian princes. On the other hand, he 
was nonetheless a brother. Upon hearing the man wasn’t behaving the way he should, he sent 


Hong Chao Xuan, the deputy minister of justice, to investigate the matter. 


Actually the bottom line was the emperor wasn’t about to harm the prince in any serious 
manner. After all, they were the Zhus and Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t expect much of it. All he was 
looking for was to teach a lesson to allow him to vent his anger. Then that would be it. 


But they all overestimated one thing, the prince’s intelligence. 


Even before the investigators arrived and nothing had taken place, the prince became 
extremely apprehensive. He paced in circles in his house a few hundred times and felt the end 
of the world was befalling on him. Then all of a sudden he came up with an idea. At his home 
he erected a banner, on which he wrote four big words “Banner for Fighting Injustice”. It 
flapped in the wind, grand and vigorously. 


The four words basically said he was the victim of injustice and he felt very depressed. But 
the actual result was totally different. Comrade Prince of Liao perhaps read too fewer books. 
He didn’t understand that kind of act could be described in an idiom, raise a banner of 


uprising, and it was suitable for only some purpose or some situation. 


Pretty soon he welcomed some new guests, five hundred fully armed soldiers. A warning, 
which was the punishment originally decided on, all of a sudden became expulsion. He was 
deposed. 


The prince, having had fun for all of his life, finally found his final resting place. He would 
spend the remainder of his life in a special prison created only for the royal family. In a sense it 
was a proper place for him to have his fun. 


The second target Zhang Ju Zheng eliminated was not his enemy, but Xu Jie’s arch nemesis. 


After succeeding Gao Gong and taking power, in the spirit of learning from his 
predecessors, Zhang Ju Zheng reviewed Gao Gong’s success experience. During the review, he 


was surprised and became aware of the mysterious man, Swashbuckler Shao. 


Zhang Ju Zheng never thought a rapscallion named Shao could have produced so much 
energy. Teacher Xu was almost punished to the brink of death by him. If he was allowed to 
mess things up, then who would know if some day he would create a Wang Gong or Chen 
Gong. It was all too uncertain. 
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Thus he came up with the simplest solution. Kill him. 


Swashbuckler Shao, being a swashbuckler, naturally could be anywhere. But Zhang Ju 
Zheng was a powerful man. If a powerful man wanted to find a swashbuckler, it wasn’t hard. 
In year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), one month after Gao Gong was finished, Zhang Ju 
Zheng got someone to get Swashbuckler Shao killed. The legendary man would continue to 
perform his deeds in Hell. 


The third man eliminated by Zhang Ju Zheng was one of his students. 


In year five of Grande Celebration (AD 1571), as the chief proctor of the imperial exam that 
year, Zhang Ju Zheng recruited a man named Liu Tai. With loyalty sworn, the two affirmed a 


solid teacher-student relationship, which would expire after four years. 


Liu Tai’s test score was not very good, but he was lucky. After he graduated, he was sent to 
Eastern Liao and became a censor. As we have previously said, in Ming, being a censor was a 
very promising career. If one worked hard, in a few years, it wouldn’t be hard to advance to a 
director level position. 

Liu Tai was a hard working censor. But unfortunately, he worked too hard. 

In year three of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1575), Commander Li Cheng Liang, the 
number one rough guy in Eastern Liao, after a fierce battle, soundly defeated the Mongol 
cavalry. In history, it was called The Victory in Eastern Liao. When news about it came, 
Imperial Inspector Zhang Xue Yan was very pleased. He immediately sent the news of victory 
to the Court, hoping also to get some reward money as a result. 

When the messenger arrived in the capital, he discovered people already knew it. He felt 
he was snubbed. 

Zhang Xue Yan was so furious that his body shook. All news of victory should have been 
reported by him. Even Li Cheng Liang wasn’t qualified to steal the spotlight. Who is the 
bastard that gets bored of living and dares to steal my business? 

Pretty soon the man was identified. It was Liu Tai. 

As the circuit censor of Eastern Liao, Liu Tai was only a seventh grade official. But he 
possessed great power. This time he acted on his own idea and grabbed the headline. But he 
would never have thought he would pay dearly for his headline grabbing. 

The first to react was not Zhang Xue Yan but Zhang Ju Zheng. Once he learned of this, he 
severely reprimanded his student’s conduct and in numerous occasions publicly admonished 


him. Liu Tai was thoroughly humiliated. 


It was a very unusual act. A report had been made but it was just an issue of order. Also he 
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didn’t get any reward. What was the fuss about it? 


If you look at it this way, then you are wrong. Comrade Zhang Ju Zheng never minded 
trivial matters. He decided to punish Liu Tai not because he was Liu Tai, but because he was a 


censor. 


It was all because of the eunuchs that allowed Gao Gong to seize power. But he had to rely 
on the censors to run his government. To subdue those restless officials, it wouldn’t do 
without a few hitmen. These men were also capable of producing a lot of energy. Even Feng 
Bao was nearly finished by their curses. Thus for a long time, Zhang Ju Zheng was wary of the 


censors as a group. He worried someone would make trouble against him. 


Liu Tai touched on the taboo subject. If all the censors are like him being so zealous and 


wanting to meddle with everything, then how I, Zhang Ju Zheng, am going to make a living? 


But to Zhang Ju Zheng’s surprise, this student of his was a headlong fellow. After being 
admonished couple of times, he became violent and wrote a memorial to impeach Zhang Ju 
Zheng. 


If stealing the spotlight was a minor issue, then this impeachment was a serious one. It was 
a big issue, unprecedented and would never be repeated! 


Zhang Ju Zheng was shocked. People all over the world can curse me but not you, Liu Tai! 


Ever since the founding of Ming, one on one, by group, or helter-skelter, in variety of ways, 
criticizing had become as common and routine as eating. The subjects of criticisms were also 
rich. They involved issues in personal conduct, money, and politics. If it was something that 
could come to someone’s mind, then it would be a subject. So to criticize in a new way was 


extremely difficult. 


But Liu Tai did it. He broke precedence, and it was a precedence that had never been 


broken in over two hundred years. He criticized his own teacher. 


In Ming, it could never be said that between an official and his emperor there existed any 
sort of affection. You give me a job and I pay you. It was basically an employer-employee 
relationship. But the relationship between a student and his teacher was very different. The 
political arena was a treacherous place. It was not easy to eke out a living. I recruited you and 
you should recognize it. You have to swear loyalty so that you will be able to survive. 


Thus ever since, numerous “men of virtue” criticized the upper aristocrats but they never 
targeted their teachers. Even if you criticize the emperor, in the end, it’s about an issue about 
making fun of someone. But criticizing one’s teacher is a job issue. 

Zhang Ju Zheng this time was completely mortified. Actually the subject of the criticism 


was not important. But when your own student has criticized you, how can you manage to 
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face the people? 
Zhang Ju Zheng submitted his resignation. Of course it was a fake one. 


When Zhang Ju Zheng said he was going to leave, even the emperor exploded. An orphan 


and a widow, we all rely on Mr. Zhang, if you leave, who is going to take care of the Zhus? 


What happened next was routine. Liu Tai’s memorial was rejected. He was fired. In 


addition, he was to be clubbed one hundred times and then sent to military service. 


Now Zhang Ju Zheng stood up. He said the beating should be waived. Just fire him and let 


him live an ordinary life. 


When people heard Mr. Zhang’s words, they were moved. They said Mr. Zhang was a kind 


man. 


Mr. Zhang was indeed a kind man. It would be a loss of one’s bearing if he exacted his 
revenge immediately. The gentlemanly way was to settle the scores after the heat of the 


moment. 


Liu Tai was assured and went home. The matter was over. Leading the life of an ordinary 
man wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. But one day, five years later, a bunch of men suddenly 
came to his home and arrested him. Zhang Xue Yan, the former imperial inspector of Eastern 
Liao and the current minister of revenue and population, finally found some evidence of his 
corruption while he was a censor after five years of investigation. To ensure justice was served, 
he was arrested and sent to military service as the lawful punishment. 


The way Zhang Ju Zheng handled matters was basically like that. It was very artistic. 
Indeed, very artistic. 


The last enemy of significance Mr. Zhang eliminated was his former ally. 


In year seven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1579), Zhang Ju Zheng issued an order to close 
all the academies of classic learning across the country. There were sixty four sites. 


This was the beginning of the implementation of a plan that had been in consideration for a 


long time. 


From the day when he took power, Zhang Ju Zheng had set his mind on one idea. From 
heaven to earth, I’m the only one. In practice, whoever dared to block his way, disobeyed him, 
or complained, would all be eliminated. 


After several years of turmoil, the emperor was subdued and officials also became obedient. 
Just when Zhang Ju Zheng thought he had everything accomplished, a new enemy appeared 


in front of him. 


The enemy was different from the usual ones. It was not an individual or it couldn’t even 
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be thought as a man. Rather it was a very special bloc. Its name was Academy of Classic 


Learning. 


Academies had been the traditional way of education. In Ming, many academies had long 
histories. Those that had been around for five or six hundred years numbered quite a few. 
When we talk about those foreign institutions like Oxford and Cambridge and we count the 
number of years of their existence, they seem to be so impressive. Then when we look at our 
domestic institutions, at most one probably has been in existence for just over a hundred years. 
It’s even embarrassing to exchange a greeting with those foreign ones. 


Actually we don’t have to lose our self-esteem. The ancient academies were universities in 
the modern day sense. The only difference is that university is a more hippy name. We know 
the oldest university in Europe, University of Paris, was not established until 1261. In addition 
the main subjects taught there were essentially theology and the sort. We can’t blame them. 
Back then Europe was populated by professionals of illiteracy. They were mounted on horses, 
held lances, and roamed around. Those who could read Latin could be counted by one’s 
fingers. Only a ghost would be interested in attending a university. In China, academies had 
their beginning and their end. They taught those literary jargons for over a thousand years 
until the end of Qing Dynasty. Most of them were closed and some were reformed. Along with 


them, history also disappeared in the reform. The year of origination has to be recounted. 


But in its history of over a thousand years, academies in Ming were very unique. Besides 


teaching classics, they were also interested in politics. 


But the so-called politicking involved really just some previous or current officials teaching 
at the academies at their spare times. They discussed life and goals. Occasionally they 
criticized and complained. That was about it. Those activities seemed benign, until in the years 
of Civility and Tranquility, when a big trouble appeared. 


The trouble was brought on by Comrade Wang Shou Ren. His idea had become a trend. In 
the academies at the time, if a lesson didn’t touch on the Philosophy of Mind, the teacher 
would be booed off the podium. By conventional wisdom, if teaching the Philosophy of Mind 
was only about that philosophy, then it wouldn’t have mattered much. But the problem was, 
the Philosophy of Mind was a little inappropriate. In plain terms, it was somewhat reactionary. 


During this period, the main school of the Philosophy of Mind was the Taizhou School. It 
just happened that this school liked talking about stuff like Enlightenment and Sexual 
Liberation. They often criticized the government. Because Zhang Ju Zheng monopolized 
power, he was often severely criticized and the government was much troubled. 


If it was in Xu Jie’s era, perhaps it wouldn’t have mattered much. But Mr. Zhang Ju Zheng 
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was different. He was a man who wouldn’t allow a single grain of sand in his eyes. If he was 
offended, regardless where the offender was, he wouldn’t be able to escape. If one man irks 
me, I'll finish one man. If a thousand men irk me, then I'll finish a thousand! 


Thus in overnight, almost all the influential academies in the country were forced to close. 
Students were sent home and teachers lost their jobs. 


When the matter had gotten this far, it seemed that would be the end. But Comrade Zhang 
Ju Zheng was not a fuel-efficient lamp. Not only did he want to hit the mass, he also wanted to 
hit with an example. 


To make an example meant to pick a leader among the mass and destroy him publicly in 
order to warn the others. 


The example this time was He Xin Yin. 


The top mysterious man of Ming was just too meddlesome. Among the people who 
criticized Zhang Ju Zheng, he often walked on the front. Usually he roamed around without 
leaving traces of him. He went here and there. He did his hit and then he left, never spending 
at one place overnight. Not only that, he befriended from grand academicians above to 
vagabonds below. He truly was a man of broad influences. 


Reality also proved he also had a keen eye sight on assessing people. Fourteen years ago, 
when he left the capital, he asserted Zhang Ju Zheng was the only man who would decide the 
fate of Wang’s Philosophy. 


Now his prediction was finally realized, in the most unfortunate way. 


One day in year seven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1579), He Xin Yin, who had lived 
over half of his life leisurely, walked to the end of his life. While he was on a lecture tour, 
Wang Zhi Yuan, the imperial inspector of Huguang, suddenly sent soldiers to capture him. He 
was arrested and brought back to the government office. Before everyone was able to recover 
to their senses, there was already an official announcement: According to the tradition of the 
government, when a new prisoner first arrived, workers at the government would have to 
show their tokens of appreciation by clubbing him couple of times. But unexpectedly, He Xin 
Yin was too weak and was beaten to death. It was deeply regretful. His funeral was arranged 
and he was buried. 


When the incident became known, an uproar erupted around the country. Disciples of 
Wang's Philosophy piled on in harshly scolding of Wang Zhi Yuan. But the man was already 
dead. In addition, Inspector Wang was very accommodating, he was willing to bear all the 
blames and he didn’t show anger. After venting their rage for a few months, it ended. 
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The question of benefits 


Of course everyone knew who really did it. 


Although the leading figure of the Taizhou School knew both the dark and bright sides, 
Lord Zhang Ju Zheng ruled both the dark and bright sides. Despite that He Xin Yin and his 
teacher Xu Jie were taught by the same master and despite that He Xin Yin had fought with 
him side by side in finishing Yan Song. 

But to Zhang Ju Zheng, there was only one standard in measuring if someone was a friend 


or foe: those who are for me or those who are against me! 


Having eliminated my former enemies, having eliminated my students, having eliminated 


my allies, I believe all these are worth it, in order to realize my dreams. 


Of course, as the actual ruler of the Great Empire of Ming, he had done so much and 
suffered so much. It wouldn’t make sense if he continued to live in frugality. On this point, 


Comrade Zhang Ju Zheng was a wise man. 


Mr. Zhang enjoyed a lavish life style of all varieties, which also got preserved in history. 


Among them, it was perhaps his palanquin. 


In the minds of ordinary people, a palanquin was nothing but a man being carried by four, 
swinging side by side as it moved forward. The man sitting in it was like sitting in a jail cell. 


Even turning was difficult. 


All these should be right. But if you have seen Mr. Zhang Ju Zheng’s palanquin, you will 


surely be amazed by a wonder of this world. 


Mr. Zhang’s vehicle of transportation was not called a palanquin. It had a special name, 
Room of Wishes. An ordinary man rode in an ordinary palanquin. Lord Zhang was not an 
ordinary man, and the palanquin would naturally have to be extraordinary. Other men’s 
palanquins were carried by four men. Lord Zhang’s palanquin was carried by ... 

Now let us first describe in detail how the palanquin was operated and the experience in 
riding it. 

The palanquin was custom made by the government of the Prefecture of Zhending. It was 
estimated that it occupied a total area of no less than fifty square meters. It was divided into 
two parts, a guest room and a bed room. The guest room was used to receive guests. The bed 
room was used for daily rest. To ensure Lord Zhang would be able to find a place for his 
nature’s call, the palanquin was specially equipped with a toilet, which reflected the 


ergonomic considerations in its design. 


In addition, in consideration of alleviating the rider’s fatigue in traveling long distances 
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and ensuring that Lord Zhang would be able to enjoy a view after some hard work, alleys 
were designed on both sides of it. If he was in the mood in enjoying his views, he would be 
able to compose couple of poems. 


In addition, because Lord Zhang was too busy in his work, he wouldn’t be able to take care 
of many his other chores, thus he also had two servants staying with him in the palanquin. 
They would take care of Lord Zhang’s personal daily routines. 


Not only that, the palanquin was very comfortable to ride and easy to operate. Everything 
was fully voice controlled. It would stop as commanded and move as commanded. It would 
not misunderstand commands. It would also not experience all those troublesome problems 
like the water tank running out of water, gas tank running out of gas, tires needing 
replacement, or other mechanical problems. 


With such a big palanquin, how many people do you think it would be required to carry it? 
I think it needs at least over a dozen men. 


A dozen? Those were only enough to pad the feet! It started with thirty two people and 
there would be no discount. It wouldn’t go with a single man missing. Lord Zhang’s guiding 
principle was disregard the cost as long as prestige requires! 


Believe me. You are not reading it wrong and I am not writing it wrong. On this part, Iam 


certain and I can affirm. 


By the way, besides roaming around inside the capital city, the palanquin often travelled 
long distances. Zhang Ju Zheng rode the palanquin when he went his home in Jingzhou. Its 
distance was roughly following the railroad line from Beijing to Guangzhou and stop at 
Wuhan. The total distance was about over a thousand kilometers. Just imagine in that era, one 
rode in such a huge palanquin travelling on the streets. It was so much pomp that it would 


awe everyone. 


This paragraph of history opened my eyes and completely changed my view on our 
motherland’s vehicles of transportation. Stuff like Mercedes, BMW, Rolls Royce, extended 
body, luxury model, couch, and mini bar, save all those things. It’s embarrassing to bring those 


to people, what a shame! 


Life was comfortable and work was also unusually smooth. Zhang Ju Zheng’s good time 
seemed to extend to no end. But reality tells us that a life that advances only forward doesn’t 
exist, just like a stock that always rises doesn’t exist. 
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Deprivation of bereavement 


In year five of Ten Thousand Seasons, thanks to a seemingly irrelevant event, Zhang Ju 


Zhang faced the most serious test of his life. 
It was in this year that Zhang Ju Zheng received a piece of sad news, his father died. 


In his entire life, Zhang Wen Ming had had no notable achievements, but he had a son who 
had achieved a lot. He didn’t help his son much. On the contrary he caused a lot of troubles for 
his son (the man was arrogant and haughty and had a very bad reputation). But regardless all 
of his foibles, he should be content to have had such a son and lie peacefully in the 
underworld. 


But even at his death, he could not have imagined that his death would make Zhang Ju 
Zheng feel rather be dead than alive. 


Zhang Ju Zheng’s father is dead! When the news arrived, the entire city was alerted 
because it was an opportunity to show their devotion. Countless number of officials came to 
him. They sobbed and saluted and then felt their way out with lachrymal and nasal discharges 
streaming down on their faces. Finally they would say a few words like “don’t grieve too 


much, it’s the will of Heaven”, finish the ritual, and call it a day. 


There was nothing unusual. Since ancient times, when a man of high position lost his 
parents, naturally streets and alleys would be emptied when people came to offer their 
condolences. Guests would fill his house and those who came through the door were even 
more grieved than if they had lost their entire families. But you must understand, if you were 


the one expired, there would be very few to come to your door. 


Zhang Ju Zheng understood this. Although he was sad because his father died, at the 
moment, what was in his mind was another problem. 


The issue was called the Mandatory Mourning Period. 


In China at that time, Zhang Ju Zheng had become almost invincible. He was afraid of 
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neither the emperor, the officials, nor talks of the scholars. He had become exceedingly 
powerful. 


Although he was almost invincible, he still had to face an insurmountable obstacle, the 


imperial tradition. 


The imperial tradition was a rule imposed by the imperial ancestors. You may be a bigshot, 
you may be even a bigger shot than the emperor, but you can’t be a bigger shot than a dead 
emperor. If it is a rule made a hundred years ago, then you will still be powerless to do 
anything against it. 

The mandatory mourning period was such an imperial rule. Specifically, it dictated that if 
the parents of any government official died, regardless of the position and rank of the man, 
starting from the day of the funeral, he had to go back to his home to mourn for twenty seven 
months. It was called the mandatory mourning period, after which he would be allowed to 
come back to the government, which was called Reinstatement. 


The rule seemed very inhumane. When one was doing fine at his job, all of a sudden he 
was deprived of all his powers. No one would be taking care of what he was in charge of. It 
not only caused delays in work, it would also hurt the man’s feelings. 


But the rule had been steadfastly unalterable. Regardless how much trouble it would mean, 
every emperor had lauded its virtue and enthusiastically supported it. If you think this was 
because their minds were fixed on one idea and they refused to change, then you are wrong. 
Actually their calculations were precise to the extreme. 


Because according to conventional wisdom in sociology, only a filial son could be a 
devoted official. Just think of it, if a man couldn’t even be devoted to his father, then how 


could you expect him to devote himself to his boss (the emperor)? 


But greedy officials would surely not want to be bound by it. My dad is dead, I’m already 
aggrieved. I’m just about to turn grief into greed so that I can find some money to sooth my 
helpless soul. Now you even want to take away my position and deprive me of my economic 


benefits. It’s too inhumane! 


Therefore many exploited loopholes. If the rule says it starts on the day of getting the news 
of death, then I'll conceal the news, just as if the person was still alive, until sometime later 
when it’s just about right. Even if someone exposes me, I can still find excuses. I can say, 
despite the man was dead, my dad has always lived in my heart. 


Of course, it would work only couple of times. After a while, the government wouldn’t 
allow it. Starting from the Wise Father of Ming, there was an explicit law targeted at those who 
made false reports or concealed reports. It dictated that anyone who didn’t report his father’s 
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death would be stripped of all official positions. 
With that, even greedy officials became powerless. All they could do was to pray day and 


night, hoping their fathers would be able to live a few years longer, at least to the time when 
he had made enough money. By then, Ill furnish more joss paper to you, my dear father. 


But there was an exception to people in one group, the troops. If one was in a battle, then 
there was nothing one could do. When the news comes and you are in a battle, you can’t just 
shout out, stop, everyone, let’s stop the fight, let me go back to mourn my father for twenty 
seven months, and we’ll resume the fight and let’s meet at the same place and let’s not stop 


until we’ve fought each other out. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was not a soldier. He was not qualified to enjoy the special benefit. But his 
reform was beginning to bear fruits. If he walked away, then no one would come to take care 
of the business. Not only would it mean all of his efforts would be wasted, it could also mean 
when he returned, he had to work as someone else’s assistant. 


He had only one choice left, Deprivation of Bereavement. 


The so-called deprivation of bereavement meant some matter was so urgent that the person 
working on it couldn’t leave. With the emperor’s order, despite he was grieving deeply, he 
would have his position reinstated and continue his work. In consideration that it meant 
someone was forced (usually no one would resist anyway) to be brought back while he was in 
grieving and therefore it seemed it was too inhumane, it was named deprivation of 


bereavement. 


But Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t like this route. Of course, it was not because it was “very 


inhumane’. 


In fact prior to him, some had had similar experiences. For example, Yang Rong of the 
famous Three Yangs and Li Xian, who exacted revenge on behalf of Yu Qian, had all been 
“very inhumanely” treated before. Except a few who criticized them, generally there had been 
no issues. But when in the Civility and Tranquility era, deprivation of bereavement had 
actually indeed become a very inhumane affair. It had become so inhumane that it was 
impossible for someone to behave inhumanely. If someone mentioned deprivation of 
bereavement, he would be thought not even as good as animals. 


Thanks to one filial son, whose name was Yang Ting He, who invoked such a huge change. 


On this story, we have to admire the energy and influence of this Brother Yang. Not only 
did he mess around through three emperors, he would make troubles even after his death. 
Back then, when he worked for Emperor Just Virtue, his father died. Then the emperor said, 
Mr. Yang, please don’t go, you stay and help me. He said, no, I’m very sad and I have to go. 
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In the end, he still went back. From year nine (AD 1514) to year twelve (AD 1517) of Just 
Virtue, the fellow was absent from work for solid three years. Then he went back to work. If it 
was now, he would have long ago been asked to pack up and go home. 


Because he was very famous and an archetype of positive figures, after that, upon hearing 
the news of one’s father’s death, a government official would avoid invoking deprivation of 
bereavement at all cost. And it progressed that way. Now it finally hurt Zhang Ju Zheng. 

Zhang Ju Zheng had no other choice. He had to use deprivation of bereavement. That’s 
because neither Feng Bao, nor the emperor wanted him to leave. The emperor’s mother also 
didn’t want him to leave. Of course, most importantly, he also didn’t want to leave. 

Not until after having struggled hard for over thirty years, have I got to this point. Only a 
ghost will want to leave. 

Although using deprivation of bereavement was troublesome, it wouldn’t be a problem. 
All it would take were some little tricks. 

The old trick was soon put on a show. In October of year five of Ten Thousand Seasons 
(AD 1577), Zhang Ju Zheng, badly aggrieved, asked to go home to mourn. Two days later, the 
emperor replied, permission denied. 

A day later, Zhang Ju Zheng asked again and indicated he would definitely go back. The 
emperor also replied again, definitely not permitted. 

In the meantime, many officials also wrote. They said Zhang Ju Zheng could absolutely not 
be allowed to leave. They were so vehement that it seemed if Zhang Ju Zheng left, the earth 
would be destroyed. Much effort was needed for the show. 

All right, having allowed the show to play to this point, it was time to end it. If it continued, 
it would be a waste of paper. 

Now wrap it up. The matter is over and uneventful. Wipe my tears (if I have any). Let me 
set out again! 

I witnessed Yan Song’s decline and Xu Jie’s ouster. I personally finished Gao Gong, Liu Tai, 
and He Xin Yin. There is no one in the world that can weaken my position. 

On this point, Zhang Ju Zheng had been always very confident. But reality proved he was 
wrong, very wrong. The true challenge would start from here. 

In October of year five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1577), Wu Zhong Xing, an editor at 
the Imperial Academy, and Zhao Yong Xian, a reviewer at the Imperial Academy, wrote to 


impeach Zhang Ju Zheng for his use of deprivation of bereavement. 


Editors were ranked at seventh grade and reviewers were ranked at secondary seventh 
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grade. In other words, they were two low level officials, whose jobs were copying and editing. 
They were not even qualified to attend court sessions. Zhang Ju Zheng’s previous enemies 
were either senior court officials or gang bosses and leaders of academics. They were also very 
fragile and would collapse upon touch. These two little figures, by any measure, would be run 


over if Lord Zhang simply moved one of his fingers. 
But it was these two little guys who almost brought Lord Zhang to his demised. 


Although the two fellows occupied low positions, they were special because they were all 
Zhang Ju Zheng’s students. 


I also did some research. I was surprised to discover that Brother Wu and Brother Zhao 
were both distinguished scholars of year five of Grand Celebration (AD 1571). They were 
classmates of Liu Tai, who previously fired the first salvo. 


Lord Zhang had only himself to blame. He picked and picked, then picked these 


unappreciative souls. It had to be he was doing against himself. 


That made it quite a scene. Back then there was only one headlong guy (Liu Tai), who was 
able to embarrass him so much. This time he got two and eliminating them was impossible, 
because when adding one headlong guy to another one, the result wasn’t two, but rather 
square of two. 


But before Zhang Ju Zheng could react, something else came up. On the second day after 
the headlong guys launched their assaults, Ai Mu, the assistant minister of justice, and Shen Si 
Xiao, a manager at the Ministry of Justice, also wrote to impeach Zhang Ju Zheng. They 
wanted him to go home as soon as possible to fulfill his filial duty. 


When Zhang Ju Zheng read the two blood smelling memorials, he finally realized a real 


crisis was steadily approaching him. 


In the fighting that lasted over thirty years, he exhausted his means in removing almost all 
of his enemies. He reached the seat of supreme power. Then not until he became the ruler of 
the world, did he discover the emergence of a newer and stronger enemy. 


Those officials who had been obedient seemingly changed their positions overnight and 
became his enemies. There was not only one but many. Their reasons for attacking him also 
varied, which included his personal finance, personal conduct, and the issue of deprivation of 
bereavement. The ways of the attacks numbered even more. There were official memorials and 
private chatters. Some even posted reactionary slogans, in which they attacked Zhang Ju 
Zheng directly. 


On what was happening to him, Zhang Ju Zheng was very surprised but not unprepared. 
He knew well it was him who brought these enemies toward him. Specifically, it was the 
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memorial he wrote five years ago. 


Five years ago, Zhang Ju Zheng submitted the memorial that included the review and 
accountability act. At the same time when he presented his ideas on the reform, he also 


stashed in a scheme. 
In that memorial, there was such a paragraph: 


“Each ministry is responsible for reporting those who are dilatory at their work. The 
agencies are responsible for reporting those who conceal their errors at the ministries. I and 
others are responsible for reporting those who cheat or cover mistakes at the agencies.” 


What this paragraph says was the ministries at the central government were responsible for 
monitoring those local officials who were derelict at their duties. The six censorial agencies are 
responsible for monitoring the ministries of the central government and I am responsible for 


monitoring the six censorial agencies! 
It was this paragraph that ruined matters. 


According to the Ming government configuration, it was usual for the ministries of the 
central government to be in charge of local governments. It was also usual for the palace 
emissaries and censors to be in charge of monitoring the ministries. It was unusual for cabinet 
grand academicians to monitor the censors. 


Two hundred years ago when Zhu Yuan Zhang created the government agencies, he was 
concerned that the prime minister had too much power, and he abolished the position of the 
prime minister and handed the power to the six ministries. But the fellow had an eye open 
even when he was sleeping. Later he thought about it again and felt even the six ministries had 
too much power. To ensure no one would be able to conspire behind the scenes, he created six 


monitoring agencies at the six ministries. Those were the palace emissaries of the six agencies. 


The heads of the six agencies were palace emissaries, who were usually called directors. 
They had only a few people under them. Except the palace emissary at the Ministry of War, 
which had twelve people, the agencies at the other five ministries had fewer than ten each. 
These people were also at lower grades. A director was a seventh grade, not to mention those 


below him. 


But their powers were unimaginably great. For example, if a minister issued an order to do 
something and the director didn’t agree, he could return the order for modification to the 
minister without saying a word. If the modifications were not to his satisfaction, he would 


return again until he was satisfied. 


Not to mention the orders of the ministers, even to some of the emperor’s orders, a palace 
emissary could criticize or comment with impunity. Thus despite that these men were at low 
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grade levels, their status was not low. Every time a minister met them, the minister had to 
salute them. At a dining table, others must sit at farther from the host, but they could sit 
alongside a minister and haughtily address people by names. 


That was how essentially a palace emissary could behave. A censor from the Censorial 
Council could behave even worse. These men’s job was to find faults, which ranged from 
rebellion to illegal use of roads and urinating and defecating at undesignated places. They 


could be on anything that mattered to them. 


The minsters ranked high but were with less power. The censors ranked low but were with 
bigger power. No one could suppress others. With this ingenuous invention, the Great Ming 
Dynasty did more than two hundred years and had been peaceful. But the situation changed 
with Zhang Ju Zheng. 


In Zhang Ju Zheng’s mind, the six ministries, palace emissaries, and censors should all be 
under him. You do what I tell you to do, don’t argue with me. 


That’s because he understood mutual constraints and checks were a form of democracy, 
but democracy had a cost. 


When something is ordered, you say a few words and he can retort with a few words. 
There are heated debates and everyone has his reasons when they actually know nothing 
about the actual work. The result is for days nothing can be done. Zhang Ju Zheng had always 
detested these people. 


He thought all others should step aside and one smartest man (him) should be identified to 
command others. Everyone else just needs to follow and work. There is no need to waste time 
on arguing. Under his reign, even those palace emissaries and censors, whose job was to 
monitor others had to be subjected to review and be held accountable. 


But unfortunately, officials didn’t think that way. In their minds, Zhang Ju Zheng was a 
rule breaker and a dictator never seen before. After the deaths of Zhu Yuan Zhang and Zhu Di, 
they had become accustomed to over a hundred years of democratic life. They had become 
accustomed to scolding the emperor at their leisure time and spewing some spittle. But now, 
this man was more terrible than any emperor before. If they allowed this to continue, the 
consequence would be unimaginable. 


Regardless what he wants to do, how he does it, or if he is doing good or bad things, in 
order to defend our power, we must completely destroy him! 


And a carefully planned conspiracy emerged. 


A very interesting thing was that among the four who attacked Zhang Ju Zheng, two were 
his students. More incomprehensible was none of the four was a censor! 
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The censors, who should have been the ones talking, remained mum. But a few copiers and 
low level officials at the Imperial Academy poked their heads out. The reason for that was 
very simple, to avoid suspicion. Not only that, on the first day his students opened their 
mouths and the next day the men from the Ministry of Justice followed. If they were said to 


have super natural ability in knowing each other’s mind, then I can absolutely not believe it. 


It’s still about going back to that old saying. Regardless if it was the issue of deprivation of 
bereavement or issues about personal conduct, all those things were fake. Only the issue of 
power was real. 


Zhang Ju Zheng couldn’t comprehend these people’s minds. Regardless of anything, all I 
want is do something. Why do you make things difficult for me? 


But after a momentary gloom, Zhang Ju Zheng returned to calm. He sensed there was a 
strong undercurrent of a huge opposition. If he didn’t suppress it at once, his years of 
achievements in reform would be ruined in overnight. In addition, in dealing with them, it 
would be useless to argue with facts and reason. These men were all undoers. Their only 
specialty was to be moral hypocrites. Their mouths were filled with virtues and morality while 
they allowed spittle to fly in attacking others in order to achieve their own goals. 


To these men who preached chastity while prostituting their own bodies, only one phrase 
should be applied, beat the hell out of them! 


After Zhang Ju Zheng briefed the matter to the emperor, the emperor followed with an 
order. To the four who dared to write, caning would be served. In other words, they would be 
spanked. 


Lord Zhang’s initial intent was nothing but to teach these me a lesson. But the result 
greatly surprised him. 


After the order of spanking was issued, those who initially were reticent couldn’t sit still 
any more. One after another they came out. They collected signatures and distributed petitions. 
They wrote to the emperor collectively. Laws wouldn’t work against everyone who broke 


them. If there is a free ride to curse and petition, why not? 


But among the people who jumped into the fray, two were rather serious. The two were 
Wang Xi Jue and Shen Shi Xing. 


The two fellows were the future first secretaries. We don’t need to say more about them 
now. But at the time, Wang Xi Jue was the managing academician of the Imperial Academy. 
Shen Shi Xing was the deputy minister of personnel. He was thought a little guy. 


Although they were low in seniority, they did things in big ways. Others simply signed 
their names and complained. But they were genuinely excited. They went to Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
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home and demanded to make their appeals in person. 


Lord Zhang was not someone anyone could see whenever wanted. Coincidentally, he was 
very sick. The two lords waited for a long time and couldn’t see him. They had to go back to 
where they were from. 


Shen Shi Xing went back. But Wang Xi Jue had another idea. Taking advantage of a lax in 
security, he managed to sneak in and saw Zhang Ju Zheng. 


With the man in the room, Zhang Ju Zheng couldn’t help but to work while being sick. 


Wang Xi Jue didn’t waste his words. He opened directly: I hope Lord Zhang can show your 
magnanimity, don’t beat the four men. 


Zhang Ju Zheng sighed. 

“The emperor wants to do it. It’s useless to beg me!” 

This was true. The emperor was indeed very angry and the order was indeed issued by 
him. 

If these words were used to fool a two years old kid, it would have worked. But Mr. Wang 
Xi Jue, ..., was already forty four. 


“Even if the emperor is angry, it is because of you!”, which was Wang Xi Jue’s 
understanding. 


When the conversation had got to this point, Zhang Ju Zheng had nothing else to say. 
There was a silence in the scene. 


Seeing this, Wang Xi Jue felt there might be some hope. Just as when he attempted to add 
some more fuel to the fire, what happened next was something that he could have never 
expected even in his dreams. 


Zhang Ju Zheng, in silence, suddenly stood up and drew out a knife. Immediately, Wang 
Xi Jue’s soul flew away. Is the man so offended that he wants to kill me to warn others? Just 


when he didn’t know how to react, something even more inconceivable happened: 


Lord Zhang, the most venerated, the supremely proud, and more powerful than the 


emperor, fell suddenly on his knees and knelt down before him. 


Before Academician Wang could even take a breath, Academician Zhang had placed the 
knife on his neck and shouted at the same time: 


“The emperor wants to keep me. You guys want to kick me away. What do you really want 
me to do?” 


Faced with so many people with ulterior motives and such a difficult situation, Zhang Ju 


194 


Book of Zhu Yi Jun 


Zheng had been trying hard to sustain himself. He was perhaps good at intrigues and he had 
perhaps intentionally hurt others, but in this sordid place, in order to survive and realize his 
dream of saving the country and the people, this was his only choice. 


Now, his patience had reached a breaking point. 
Zhang Ju Zheng, kneeling before Wang Xi Jue, shouted at the top of his lungs: 
“Why don’t you kill me! Why don’t you kill me!” 


Wang Xi Jue was stunned. He never expected the usually august Grand Academician 
Zhang could have such a helpless side. He didn’t know how to react, thanks to the suddenness 
of the change of situation. He hurriedly saluted and exited. 


Zhang Ju Zheng vented and Wang Xi Jue was shocked. But amid the uproars everyone 
seemed to have forgotten the four fellows who were going to be spanked. Thus the ones that 
were to be spanked still had to be spanked, not one of them would be spared. 


On October 23 of year five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1577), public stick beating at the 
Court was executed. Wu Zhong Xing and Zhao Yong Xian were to receive sixty each. Ai Mu 
and Shen Si Xiao were to receive eighty each. In this sense, teacher-student relationship was 
still very important. As we can see, at critical times, it would count for twenty strikes. 


Basically that was what happened before and after the incident. The details of the 
spankings also didn’t seem to be important. But many overlooked a very interesting thing, the 
results of the spankings. 


Two men at the same place and received the same number of strikes but the results were 
completely different. 


In this beating at the Court, Zhang Ju Zheng’s two students showed completely opposite 
characteristics in their ability to withstand the strikes. After Wu Zhong Xing was beaten, he 
almost died at the scene. He was able to survive only after a strenuous resuscitation. He 


convalesced for over half a year and had to use a cane for the rest of his life. 


But Zhao Yong Xian reacted very differently. It was said although after the beating he got 
wounds and bruises all over his body and badly hurt, he obviously was more resilient. A 
month after lying down at home, he was able to get up and do some jogging. 


This was really a miracle. How could there be such a big difference when two men received 
the same amount of beating? To explain this, we must scientifically and rigorously analyze 
butt beating, a unique Ming invention. 
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A technical analysis on butt beating 


Beating an official at the imperial court in the butt was a famously unique product of the 
Ming Dynasty. An official was stripped off his pants with his bright silvery butt exposed in 
public. After a few strikes, skins flailed and flesh exposed, that was the impression by most on 


butt beating. 


But I’m going to be serious and tell everyone that butt beating is not so simple a matter. In 
fact, it was a highly skillful job. 


According to ergonomics analysis, Ming’s beating of officials with sticks was an extremely 
cruel punishment. That’s because it was different from receiving a spank at home. When your 
dad hits you, he usually used a broom or a small stick. A more cruel dad uses at most a belt. 


But beating done in the Court was different. Although it was still done using a stick, it was 
a big stick. Just imagine a big stick with its diameter as big as a bowl landing down on your 
butt with a speed of N meters per second. It would be truly frightening. Even saints had said 
you should endure it if you are to be hit by a small stick and you should flee if you are to be hit 
by a big stick. 

The men who carried out the execution were basically all Guards in Brocade. These men 
exercised regularly and did sports. With just one swing, a man, perhaps could not smash a 
rock, but could easily tear a butt open. 


Thus after a general analysis, we have arrived at the following conclusion. If there’s no 
accident, a beating of more than twenty strikes was definitely enough to beat someone to 
death. 


But from the outset accidents had always happened. There were ones who remained alive 
after a beating of one hundred strikes and there were also quite a few who were finished with 
just one strike. The bottom line was it all had to be attributed to the great wisdoms of the 


people of our country. 


Throughout the world, just in terms of intellectual aptitude, those groups who are able to 
match Chinese are still yet to be born. The most noticeable behavior of the highly intelligent 
people in our country is they are able to create a path in a place where there no path exists. 


Deciding if someone should be beaten is the superior’s job. But how to do the beating is my 
job. To grasp the true spirit of beating, to ensure that one can be killed with just one strike or 
remain alive after one hundred strikes, Guards in Brocade practiced hard, with the following 
methods (those interested may learn some but I’m not going to be responsible for any resulting 


consequences). 


Find a brick (any brick) and lay a piece of paper (the kind that can be easily torn) on it. Use 
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a stick to strike the paper hard. If the paper is torn, try again. Keep practicing until one is able 
to keep the paper intact but the brick is totally smashed. 


If one has reached this level, he can probably graduate. To those who are going to give you 
money, you just strike the paper. Skins will be torn and flesh gets lacerated, but the injuries are 
all to the soft tissues. Go home, apply some medicine, and you will be able to swim once you 
get up. 

To those who aren’t going to take care of you or to whom you hold a grudge, then you 
strike at the brick. After a strike the skin remains intact. But there’ll be massive internal 


bleeding. It won’t be surprising if someone is dead after that. 


By the way, in that era, practices were also needed for another skilled job, executioners 
who did beheadings. It was a highly skilled job and the way it was done was completely the 
opposite of butt beating. Find a piece of meat with smooth surface, then place a piece of paper 
on top of it. Use a knife to chop the paper and try to chop the meat under the paper to pieces. 
The paper must remain intact. If you are able to do that, you have become an expert. 


Practicing this skill was also a result of deep thinking. If one offers money, then he can be 
finished by just one strike. There will be no pain. For those who offer no money, there will be a 


random strike. You die on your own. It’s your own business how long it'll take you to die. 


If big money is offered, then that means business. As long as it’s not a grave offense like 
rebellion, which required verification by examining the felled head. With the coroner also 
bought out and the prisoners head didn’t have to fall to the ground, some tricks can then be 
played. The knife can fall on the neck and it may appear to be gruesomely bloody but the main 
arteries will be intact. Carry him home and treat him for couple of days. Except potentially it 


could result in a sequelae of a crooked neck, one shouldn’t have other defects. 


That’s something that required a real skill. The cook skilled at cutting beef! is really a 
child’s play comparing to the ones who did beheadings and butt beatings. Killings that result 
in no death on an execution ground and beating that tears the skins and flesh but inflict no 
injuries were real techniques. 


Skills decide results. That is the truth. 


Therefore for a long time, for days and nights, Guards in Brocade honed their skills. After 
all, they earned their living relying on this skill. They had to be industrious. But the 
government was also not all fools, after some time, they slowly discovered the secret. To 
ensure the quality of the beatings, they also developed the equivalent verbal commands as 


unwritten rules. They were: hit, hit hard, and hit really hard. 


' This is referring to a story in which a cook in ancient China became famous for his skill in separating beef from bones. 
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Hit meant simply showing a token effort and no one should take it seriously. It was just a 
make do. Hit hard meant real beating, which would be carried out in earnest. It would be up 
to the physical condition of the person being beaten to see if he would be able to withstand it. 


The most serious one was hit really hard. Such a command meant to try to beat someone 
dead without mercy. 


The three commands were originally unwritten rules. Later when beating became more 
common they became public orders. Not only were they explicitly written, they were also 
announced in public by the official who administered the beating. The purpose was to put 
more psychological pressure on the one to be beaten. In the order for Zhao Yong Xian and Wu 
Zhong Xing, hit hard was written on it. 


If it is hit hard, then nothing more needs to be said. Although someone gave me, a guard, 
some money and also lobbied for leniency, an order is an order. If the hit is too light, perhaps 
the one to be beaten next is going to be me. Comparing to money, my own butt is still more 


important. 


But the question is still not resolved. If both were hit hard and both were scholars of same 
physical condition, then why Wu Zhong Xing lost half of his life and Zhao Yong Xian got out 
of it easily? 

The reason is simple. Zhao Yong Xian was a fat man and Wu Zhong Xing was very thin. In 
boxing terms, the two were of different weight categories and their abilities to withstand 
strikes were different. Zhao Yong Xian had a layer of fat protecting him and he suffered less 
internal injuries. But Wu Zhong Xing didn’t have the protection. And he had to use his bones 
to propel it. 

The result also taught us a vivid lesson. Although being fat means inconvenience in finding 
a wife or physical activities, sometimes a good chunk of fat on a body can be of some use. 

Having suffered beating, the matter was still not over. Because Wu Zhong Xing and Zhao 
Yong Xian were already removed from their positions, they were carried to their original 
homes on door planks (they were no longer qualified to ride palanquins). The farce involving 


students cursing their teacher ended. 


Of course regardless of their motivations or if they were instigated by someone, from the 
beginning to the end, the two fellows never uttered a single word of weakness. They stuck to 
the end. Just on this point, what they had done was admirable. 


But throughout the whole incident, the most fearsome person was neither Zhang Ju Zheng 
nor the two tough men, but a woman. 


While Zhao Yong Xian and Wu Zhong Xing were being beaten, many officials on the sides 
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made sympathetic remarks. Once the beatings were finished, Wang Xi Jue, brushed aside any 
concerns, rushed out to Wu Zhong Xing, held him, and wailed. But few noticed that alongside 
him, there was also a woman, Zhao Yong Xian’s wife. 


But the aunt’s action surprised people. After having briefly taken care of her husband, she 
began to collect something at the scene. She was collecting Zhao Yong Xian’s flesh. 


Because the beating was hard, there was still a lot of flesh beaten off of Zhao Yong Xian’s 
legs, despite he was fat. Madame Zhao found the largest piece and brought it home. After 
drying it using a special method, she had it cured and then had it hung at home. 


The bold woman acted so sensationally because in her mind, being beaten meant 
unmatched glory and she wanted to have a souvenir. She wanted to demonstrate to Zhang Ju 
Zheng they would never yield. She would use this special piece of meat to educate her 
descendants about their ancestor’s glorious act. Your dad has been beaten but it’s an honorable 
thing and it’s a great thing! 

Having finished hitting the four men at their butts didn’t stop troubles. Afterward more 
people attacked Zhang Ju Zheng. They accused him of not going home to observe the 
mourning period. They said words like he was not even better than an animal. Finally, the 


growing vituperations angered the emperor. 


Although he was only fifteen, the Lord Emperor was already a wise man. He clearly saw 
the guys who spit out foul words from their big mouths did nothing except labelling others. 
But Zhang Ju Zheng, who had been laboring industriously, was attacked from all sides. Where 
is justice!? 

Whoever dares to make things difficult for my Mr. Zhang (the usual address by the 
emperor), I’ll finish you! 

The emperor announced the harshest order since he took the throne. 


Anyone dares to attack Zhang Ju Zheng on deprivation of bereavement will be 
immediately executed! 


Reality showed among the bunch of people, who piled on, there were very few true men 
and most were cowards. Actually cursing others was done for personal gains. If more cursing 
meant losses (beheading), then it would be better to stop. 


Once again Zhang Ju Zheng ended up being the victor. The opposition lowered their flags 
and ceased drumming. Tranquility returned to the world. 


But in his heart he knew very well. It was just in appearance only. To reform and save the 
tottering country, he had done a lot and offended many. One misstep could mean his downfall 
for good. If that happened, his fate would be even more tragic than all the men prior to him. 
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Xu Jie could retire after being bored. Gao Gong could go home after being deposed. But he 
had no other choice. If he failed, he would neither be able to retire nor go home. His only 
ending would be losing all of his standing and reputation. He might even not be able to get a 
place to lie after his death. 

That was because Xu Jie’s enemy was only Gao Gong and Gao Gong’s only enemy was him. 
But his enemy were all those whose interests were harmed by his reform. 

Yes, Mr. Zhang Ju Zheng, why do you bother to trouble yourself? You've already climbed 
to the highest position and you’ve already subdued everyone. You can seize land, amass 
wealth, gather followers, and prop up your own men. As long as you bother no one, no one 
will resist you and no one will be able to resist you. 

But you’d rather want to implement the Whip Act and we are no longer able to exploit the 
people. You’d rather want to survey lands and prevent us from evading taxes. You’d rather to 
enforce the Review and Accountability Act and prevent us from idling at work. 

We’re all government officials with vested interests. The lives of ordinary people have 
nothing to do with us. Why do you want to help them and torment us? 


Because you guys don’t understand that I’m different from you. 


I know poor ordinary people are also humans. They have parents, wives, and children. 
They also want to live. 


I know I have a very strong will. My spirit will not wilt. My heart will not be undermined. 
Even if I have to make the people of the entire world my enemies, I'll not retreat. 


I know, after decades, you have all abandoned your initial zeal and ambition. Except 
position and interests, you seek nothing else. But I am different. 


Because having been in numerous bloody fights and ups and downs in the officialdom, I 
still have maintained my original ideals. 


I believe in this world there is still truth and justice. 

I believe in this world, all men, regardless of their social status, have the rights to live. 
These are my ideals and for decades I have never given them up even a single day. 
That was Zhang Ju Zheng, the real Zhang Ju Zheng. 


In my descriptions about him, I have not avoided those records that don’t seem to be so 
honorable. He was adept at intrigues. He was cold blooded to his political enemies. He had 
issues with his personal finances. He had issues with his private life. All these were probably 
true. 


But I am truthfully describing all these because I want to tell you a simple and important 
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fact: Zhang Ju Zheng was a man, a real man. 


In this world, the most powerful man should be Comrade Superman. It is said he is from 
another planet and it only takes a few seconds for him to circle the globe. He can crunch rocks 
like playing mud. He can fly. He never has to hire a taxi when going out nor take a subway. 
He always changes in a phone booth and always wears the same uniform. He especially enjoys 
wearing his underwear outside. His biggest hobby is save the earth. He saves the earth at least 
a few times every year. Every earthman knows that. 


But no one thinks he is great, because he is the Superman. 


Except fearful of a few damn rocks, he has no other foibles and weaknesses. He is capable 


of everything. He is really not a man. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was not a superman. He was born into an ordinary family. He studied the 
Four Books and Five Classics since he was little. He studied hard under lamp lights in order to 
eke out a living. He entered politics, participated in power struggles, and colluded and ganged 
up with others in order to save his position. Regardless how he is looked, he was always a 


genuine ordinary man. 


But it was this real man, the ordinary man, after having obtained power, prestige, and 
wealth, targeted his gun at his former colleagues and the interest groups that had brought 
huge benefits to him. He broke up the rules and harmed their interests for only an illusionary 
concept, the country, and the ordinary people who had nothing to do with him. 


I am not writing the relishing stories about Zhang Ju Zheng, such as reforming the 
government and punishing greedy officials, such as he worked late into the night every day, 
and such as that he had solemnly refused accepting bribes and stopped his relatives’ 
corruptive behavior. In my view, all these stories are not important. 


Only when you know he was an ordinary man with ordinary desire and personal 
considerations, he had been hesitating and struggling, and he had been greedy and had soiled 
spots, will you understand that Zhang Ju Zheng, the man who overcame all obstacles, resisted 


pressures, and continued reforms, was truly a great man. 
All heroes are ordinary men. 


They suffered twists and turns and numerous setbacks in their efforts. But they never 


wavered. Those are what make them heroes. 
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On the border of love and hate 


In year five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1577), the matter about deprivation of 
bereavement ended. Zhang Ju Zheng achieved a complete victory. Reality proved that with 
the strengths of these little guys, they wouldn’t be able to harm even a hair of Big Brother 
Zhang’s. Ever since the highly skilled players like Yan Song, Xu Jie, and Gao Gong retired, in 
the political arena, there had been fewer talents from generation to generation. 


Zhang Ju Zheng clearly recognized that. And he was even more emboldened in pushing 
his own policies. He destroyed whoever disobeyed him. After Gao Gong was pushed out, 
there was only himself remaining in the Cabinet. To show he was democratic in spirit, in 
succession he promoted a few others to the Cabinet. The first was Lue Tiao Yang, and then 
Zhang Si Wei, Ma Zi Qiang, and Shen Shi Xing. Of course, although the fellows came from 
different places, had different interests, and looked different in physical attributes like height 
and weight, to Zhang Ju Zheng, they were of the same sort. They were runners and shared a 


common trait, obedient. 


But later developments showed on these four men, he still misjudged them. At least he was 


wrong on one man. 


Besides being dictatorial in his management style, Zhang Ju Zheng often said this phrase to 
people: I’m not the prime minister. 


It seemed to be a modest expression, which stated that I, Zhang Ju Zheng, am not the prime 
minister. But unfortunately, following the modest statement there was another half: just acting 


as a regent. 
In summary, it was a statement that shook the heaven and earth and moved gods. 
I’m not the prime minister and I’m just acting as a regent. 


A regent was someone who executed imperial powers on behalf of the emperor. To Zhang 
Ju Zheng, the prime minister was just a child’s play and only regency carried enough honor 
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and prestige. If an ordinary man somehow managed to gain such a prestige, if Zhu Yuan 
Zhang, who abolished the position of prime minister, knew that in the underworld, he would 


be so enraged that he might need to come alive again. 


But obviously Zhang Ju Zheng was not afraid of being bothered by a ghost. He felt he 
deserved it. And he hung this couplet at his home: 
The sun and moon shine together, countries of the world look up at the Son of Heaven of Great Ming; 
A hill and a mountain become a peak, the country applaud the Lord of Great Peak. 
The couplet was made of gold and looked very impressive. But it would be something that 
would have costed someone’s life at earlier times. Great Peak was Zhang Ju Zheng’s alias. 
Everyone knew the second half of a couplet overweighs the first half. In that sense, Zhang Ju 


Zheng was even a bigger shot than the emperor. 


But Bigshot Zhang Ju Zheng not only didn’t refuse it, he even decorated it with all the 
grandeur and magnificence. All that was missing was to post it at the gate as the decorative 


couplet for the Spring Festival. 


But if a man has for a long time without enemies in the entire world, then even the Lord of 
Heaven is going to be resentful. After all, His Lordship enjoys upheavals. From a high and far 
place, he found Zhang Ju Zheng two enemies. One was his boss and another was his 
subordinate. 

Zhang Ju Zheng’s boss was the emperor. 

The relationship between the two was really complicated. They were like you are in me 
and I am in you. But overall, it was a story of love turned hate. 

Zhu Yi Jun, Emperor Ten Thousand Seasons, was born in year forty two of Civility and 
Tranquility (AD 1563). He was the third son of Emperor Grand Celebration. The fellow was a 
lucky one. At six he was designated the crown prince. Four years later, he lost his dad and all 
the way became the emperor. Comparing to his dad, who for over thirty years without the title 
of crown prince, had to remain a prince, he was much luckier. 

If you carefully analyze his career, you'll discover that the number one lazy emperor of 
Ming actually had been an exceptionally smart and industrious man. 

The emperor was a smart child. He learned words at a very early age. He was also 
precocious. Although he didn’t have to help with household chores like cooking and getting 
wash water, he knew his father died too soon and his mother wasn’t easy by herself. To 
maintain the family, he had to rely on Mr. Zhang. 


This was what his mother told him. In nearly ten years, he believed it without question. 


His first intimate contact with Mr. Zhang was when his father just died. He clearly 
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remembered it was an extremely urgent moment. Evil Old Man Gao (Comrade Gao Gong) 
took advantage of his young age and his mother’s widowhood, was to take away his throne 
and his job. At such a crucial moment, Mr. Zhang came into the scene. The hero of the world 
saved him and his mother and drove away Evil Old Man Gao. Helped by the great man Mr. 
Zhang, good defeated evil and peace returned to the world. 


That was probably the first impression of Mr. Zhang. After that his mother’s words and 
actions enhanced his good impression toward Mr. Zhang. 


Because his father died early, his elementary school education was basically taught by 
Zhang Ju Zheng. Lord First Secretary was multi-talented. Besides handling government affairs, 
he also had a close watch on the emperor’s education. At his spare times, he compiled a book 
titled A Picture Book for the Emperor’s Reflection. 


Without exaggeration, if there was a competition of outstanding children’s books, this book 
would place among the best ones. In this book, Zhang Ju Zheng specifically selected one 
hundred seventeen historical incidents. Among them there were eighty one good stories and 
thirty six bad theories. Every story was accompanied by illustrations. It was pretty much like a 
picture book. It told what was good and what was bad. If someone was not an idiot, he would 
surely be able to understand it. 


To carry out the idea that education should be about people, Zhang Ju Zheng really put in 
a lot off efforts. Not only did he compile a book, he also came to tell stories to the little 
emperor. He pointed the illustrations in the book and told the emperor who were good people 
and who were bad people. 


This was the way that the emperor lived through his childhood. He was deeply attached to 
Mr. Zhang, who helped him working and told him stories. So much so that, during court 
sessions, every time when Zhang Ju Zheng stood before him, he felt guilty. If Mr. Zhang is 
standing, how can I not be embarrassed by remaining seated? 


The problem was an emperor was not allowed to stand during a court session. Thus he 
gave a special treatment to Zhang Ju Zheng. When it was summer, there would be two people 
standing by Zhang Ju Zheng’s side to flap fans for him. If it was winter, below Zhang Ju 
Zheng’s feet there would always be a carpet (of course no one else had it). While his colleagues 
by his side were wiping sweats or shivering, here Mr. Zhang was calm and relaxed. That 
always made people exclaim: don’t compare one man against another, we’re all different. 


In the emperor’s mind, Zhang Ju Zheng was a father-like figure. 
But Zhang Ju Zheng had a completely different motivation toward Concubine Li (Now 


Empress Dowager), who fanned the flames on the side and guided the emperor. 
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Empress Dowager Li was a very unusual woman. She was a native of Shanxi and born into 
an obscure family. Her family originally owned a small business that allowed them to eke out 
a living. Thanks to her beauty, she was chosen by the emperor and gave birth to a son. Perhaps 
because she frequented markets when she was young, she was good at bargaining and had 
extensive experience in dealing with people. Thus she was very good at building relationships 
in the palace. She was well liked and that allowed her to flourish. But later developments 
proved her true nature was never changed, she was a business woman. 


Since the first time she laid her eyes on Zhang Ju Zheng, Empress Dowager Li recognized 
this was a man of very high utilization value. Not only the man was intelligent and decisive, 
he was also very capable in handling government affairs. In addition, her husband, Emperor 
Grand Celebration, was a meek and timid man, who was chronically ill. It would be just a 


matter of time before someday that he would draw his last breath. 


Although Empress Dowager Li was intelligent, smart, and capable and also had some 
political ambition, she clearly knew China was a vast country and matters were complicated. 
She wouldn’t be able to handle matters like taxation, war, city administrations, and natural 
disaster relieves. She had to rely on the officials to get those things done. In other words, she 
knew the limit of her capabilities. On this point, she was many times better than that latter 
Aunt Charitable (Empress Dowager Charitable and Blessed)””. 


An investigation on interference of government affairs by women from the 
inner palace 


It is a very interesting question. Throughout Ming, all sorts of things had happened, 
including power monopolization by eunuchs and dictatorship by officials. But issues about 
interference by wives (the inner palace) were rare. Things like the country ruled by a woman 
master or governing behind a curtain had no market at all. It seemed to be something very 
hard to understand. But if we do some simply analysis, we will find the reason is actually very 
simple. 

Let’s first have an introduction on the relevant knowledge. One has to know that in China’s 
history, it has not been rare women got themselves involved in the rough and tumble world of 
politics. But rarely did they get good results from their involvement. Madcaps like Empress 
Dowager Charitable and Blessed were numerous. At this point, women folks, please don’t get 


excited, let me explain. 


The key that made women more difficult in playing politics than men is really a problem in 


*” Empress Dowager Cixi in many other translations. 
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physiology. Political issues are the most complicated issues in the world and require a lot of 
logical thinking. But women are rich in emotions and in dealing with many issues they usually 
follow their intuitions. For example, when she first heard about the reform, Aunt Charitable 
and Blessed initially supported Emperor Glorifying Ancestors in his effort. But when she 
learned the reform would also require reforming her, she got rid of the emperor. That was 
only secondary. The most critical matter was she knew the Great Qing Empire was collapsing 
and reform had to be done. But just in order to vent her anger, she abolished the entire system 
that the reformers brought forth. She was just too irrational. 


Impulsiveness is evil, this is so true. 


Back then, the son of the Filial Duke of Qin abhorred Shang Yang?!. As soon as his father 
died, he got a few horses and split Shang Yang (split one’s body by five horses). But splitting 
him was one thing. It was just about splitting the body. He continued to follow Shang Yang’s 


system without any divergence. On the contrary, Aunty Charitable was in a far inferior class. 


Later, because foreigners didn’t want her to depose Emperor Glorifying Ancestors and 
constantly micromanaged her, Aunty Charitable became so enraged that she took advantage 
of the boxers. She invited all those elder and younger brothers of the boxers to the capital. 
Perhaps because she had seen too many Peking Operas, she believed all those nonsenses about 
the men being invincible to bullets and knives. She then brazenly declared war to all world 
powers (what were she doing before). But she didn’t send troops to other countries. Her only 
military operations were attacking the foreign embassies, which were buildings just a few 
stories high. The Qing government troops surrounded them, so did the boxers, but couldn’t 
enter them after dozens of days. When the powers sent troops in, she panicked. She 
immediately abandoned the encirclements and withdrew the troops. She also delivered 
watermelons to the embassies. Then she was driven to the west. She suffered all she could 
have suffered on the road. But when she came back, she was very generous. She would be 
willing to exert the effort of the entire nation to appease the world powers. 


Whenever we talk about this Aunty Charitable, all we can do is sigh and we have no idea 
how to start. The country was ruined to a complete mess by her. Upheavals were rampant. In 
the end, it was because Aunty Charitable was too emotional. She didn’t play her cards in any 
logical way. Although she was into intrigues, all she was able to do was just playing some 
politics and killed a few princes. She made her own life comfortable. It would be hopeless to 


look for her to rule and stabilize the country. 


Of course there were also a few successful ones, for example, the great Madame Wu Ze 


Tian. She was truly someone who devoted her heart to doing what she wanted to do. One step 


*! Shang Yang was the prime minister of the Nation of Qin during China’s Spring-Autumn Period, who pushed for reforms. 
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at a time, she started as a palace maid and became the empress and then the emperor. 
Everyone who became an obstacle on her way was eliminated, including her own son. It 
seemed she was no different from Empress Charitable and Blessed, but she enjoyed a much 


better reputation than the latter in history. 


That’s because when Empress Dowager Charitable and Blessed was enjoying Peking 
Operas, Wu Ze Tian was reading government papers. When Empress Dowager Charitable and 
Blessed was dining on a table of hundreds of dishes, Wu Ze Tian didn’t even have time to eat 
dinner. Since taking power, she had always worked industriously and she never slacked in her 


efforts. She knew very well as a politician, besides gaining, she also had to give. 


Thus Empress Dowager Charitable and Blessed was just an intriguer but Wu Ze Tian was a 
politician. An intriguer was capable of only ruin others. A politician had to manage the 


country, besides managing people. 


Then Empress Dowager Li was different. She was neither an intriguer nor a politician. To 


some extent, she was a housewife intending to maintain domestic orders. 


Throughout the dynasties in history, it was the large size of the emperor’s power that 
caused the wives to meddle with government politics. In history terms, an empress’s power 
originated from emperor’s power. When an emperor died, his son was too young and even if 
the wife didn’t want to possess the power, she had too. But in Ming, emperors didn’t have 
much power. Emperor Grand Celebration held the job for about six years and half of the time 
he was under attacks. He wanted to buy some jewelry and the Ministry of Revenue and 
Population refused to give him the money. His life was a piteous one. In that kind of 


circumstance, if he wanted to live, he had to rely on Zhang Ju Zheng. 


Then Zhang Ju Zheng, as a man, was very handsome, in addition to being an outstanding 
worker. Of course the definition of handsome was different from today’s. In Ming, one with a 
luxuriant beard (except sideburns, which was considered the features of bandits) was 
considered the first characteristics of being handsome. The most qualified one was the kind 
Lord Guan” had. It flowed in the wind. Not only it looked pleasing, it could also be used as a 
brush in writing. Dip it in the ink and one would be able to write. So it was also of practical 
use. Zhang Ju Zheng not only had a face with proper features, he also had a beard like that. He 
was both good looking and capable. If Empress Dowager Li didn’t like him, even Heaven 
wouldn't agree. 


Although the mother and the son had different life experiences and motivations, they 


agreed on one point, Mr. Zhang was a very important figure and they had to rely on him, at 


°° Guan Yu of the Three Kingdom era. 
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least for the moment. 


Zhang Ju Zheng knew very well what was in the widow and orphan’s minds. He treated 
Empress Dowager Li with respect and courtesy and gave her ample deference. At least the 
woman was his boss. But to the emperor, his attitude was completely different. Mr. Zhang 
didn’t seem to think the emperor was his boss. He said what he wanted to say and delivered 
admonishments whenever he wanted. He behaved more than the father of the emperor. 


The most shocking incident occurred when the emperor was reading a book. At the time 
the emperor was reading The Analects. Zhang Ju Zheng stood on the side listening. When the 
emperor read one of the sentences, the little friend was a little careless and mispronounced one 
of the words. The word sounded out like “bei”. 


It was really not a big deal. But just when the emperor finished reading the sentence, he 
heard a thunderous roar next to him: 


“The word should be pronounced bo!” 


If now you mispronounce a word at school you are yelled at by someone, you won't be 
happy. Some with strong personalities may even offer a retort: This is the way I pronounce it, 
what are you going to do? 


But at the time, the emperor, the supreme ruler, didn’t retort. Not only did he not retort, he 
was so frightened that he shivered. He immediately corrected himself. He surely wouldn’t 
mispronounce the word for the rest of his life. 


In an imperial society, regardless how the matter would be looked at, Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
behavior violated the social etiquette. It wouldn’t be an excessive punishment if he was 
dragged out and executed by slicing. Even the child’s own father didn’t admonish him like 
that. Mr. Zhang was so brazenly arrogant, it had to be that he was taking advantage of the 
absence of Zhu Double Eight. 


But Zhang Ju Zheng didn’t do that in order to flaunt his prestige. He did it because deep in 
his heart, he had a dream. 


Thirty years ago, when he first entered the Court, the man sitting in the throne was Civility 
and Tranquility. The fellow was really a tough man to serve and Mr. Zhang suffered in 
miseries. He had to dodge here and there and fawn to all sides. Not after a million hardships 


was he able to outlast the emperor. 


But Grand Celebration, who succeeded, was a completely opposite man. He could not offer 
opinion on anything, nor did he mind. Matters, big or small, had to be taken care of by Zhang 
Ju Zheng himself. 


Although that wasn’t a bad arrangement, Zhang Ju Zheng knew one day he would die. 
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With an emperor like that, who would come to wipe his butt if something happened? 


He was hoping to train a qualified successor. He hoped through his hands, he would be 


able to create a wise ruler of generations. 


Emperor, you are my goal. I’m going to devote all of my energy to train you. I’m no longer 
young and I'll eventually die. But I am convinced your name will be mentioned along with 
men such as the Martial Emperor of Han and Grandfather of Tang. Your name will be recited 


in and acclaimed by history. 
If so, then even when I’ve gone to the underworld, I’ll be smiling. 


Everything progressed smoothly, smoother than expected. For a long period of time, 
everyone moved on the tracks Zhang Ju Zheng had laid for them. The government was stable, 


the emperor was obedient, and the emperor’s mother was cooperative. 
But it was the absolute normalcy that made normalcy abnormal. Then problems arose. 


When I was in high school, there was a classmate of mine who played very hard. So much 
so that it seemed playing was his life. Every day, his biggest dream was to not to go to school 
so that he would be able to have fun somewhere else. His frequent truancy finally exasperated 
his teacher, who sent him home. In the beginning the fellow was happy. But after staying at 
home for two months, he begged to come back to school. I asked him, aren’t you playing 
anymore? He answered: no, I’ve played enough and playing is not interesting anymore. 


That was basically the kind of situation the emperor was in. When he took the throne, he 
was not even ten and everything had Zhang Ju Zheng taking care of for him. He didn’t have to 
do anything. He was so happy that he didn’t have time to think about anything else. But after 
some time, it became boring. Whenever he took up a memorial and wanted to review it, he 
saw Zhang Ju Zheng had already reviewed it. One, two, three, four, just follow the order. Not 
only that, he didn’t even have the power to draw a checkmark or stamp the seal because that 


was Feng Bao’s job. 


After all, he was a teenager and had nothing to do. Then he found people to play with him. 
But obviously Zhang Ju Zheng wasn’t interested in playing with him and he had to play with 
the eunuchs. 

Whatever the eunuchs played, he played. When the eunuchs played crickets, he played 
crickets. When the eunuchs drank, he drank. After getting drunk, the eunuchs preferred 
sleeping. After getting drunk, he preferred making trouble (not a manner of enjoying alcohol). 

In year eight of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1580), the emperor’s bad drinking manner 
finally caused some trouble. One day, he got drunk again and he loitered in the palace. He 
bumped into a eunuch. Suddenly his spirit rose. He said to the fellow: sing a song to me. 
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Usually, in this kind of situation and having met a boss of this rank, even if you are not 
good at singing, you have to get over with it by crooning a few words. But it was unknown if 
the eunuch didn’t know how to sing or too frightened, he stood there for quite a while and 


didn’t make any sound. 


Most emperors, especially the drunk ones, were impatient. Looking at the tree stump in 
front of him, the emperor was enraged. He immediately ordered a beating to the fellow 
deficient of musical sense. After the beating, he also cut off a strand of hair from the eunuch’s 
head. It meant to show he really wanted to behead the eunuch but instead he just cut some 


hair to show his leniency. 


If it was another dynasty, the matter would be over. The words of the Son of Heaven meant 
everything and were supreme over everyone else’s. It wouldn’t be unusual if someone lost his 
head for not being able to sing. But this Emperor Ten Thousand Seasons was different. Despite 


he was the emperor, he had people restraining him. 


When initially the emperor got drunk and started behaving erratically, Feng Bao got the 
news and he immediately reported it to Empress Dowager Li. Then after the Lord Emperor 


recovered, he received a message, the empress dowager wanted to see him. 


Upon arrival, he knew he was in big trouble. The empress dowager didn’t bother to speak 
to him. Upon seeing him, she ordered him to kneel down and then began to enumerate his evil 
actions. The emperor didn’t argue. Tears were streaming down on his face. He repeatedly said 


he would stop doing it and would correct himself. 

So far the problem was not that bad. He had been admonished and he acknowledged his 
mistake. And it was time to wrap it up. 

But Empress Dowager Li didn’t want to stop. She took out a book and found a chapter. 
Then she gave it to the emperor. 

It didn’t seem to be a significant action. But in fact Mr. Zhang Ju Zheng’s tragic ending was 
originated from here. 


When the emperor opened the book, it was like a thunder clap sounded over his head. The 
title of the book was The Official History of Han and the title of the chapter was The Biography of 
Huo Guang. 

Huo Guang was a man who lived in the Han Dynasty. He had a younger brother from a 
different mother and his name was Huo Qu Bing. But in history, he was even more famous 
than his celebrated brother. He had done many big things and there’s no need to enumerate 


those things here. Among the biggest was he deposed an emperor. 


Who got deposed, how, and the reasons and consequences were all issues about Han. No 
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need to elaborate them here. But at the moment, in this place, and in this situation to read the 
biography, the emperor knew what it meant. If he didn’t behave, he would be deposed! 


But a deeper meaning was: although you are the emperor, by your side, there is a Huo 
Guang, who can depose you. 


The emperor understood very well who the Huo Guang of Ming was. 


At the moment of life and death, Brother Ten Thousand Seasons exhibited a very strong 
urge to survive. He immediately kowtowed and appealed for forgiveness. He also indicated he 
would never do it again. 


After all he was her son. When she saw the punishment had taken its effect, Empress 
Dowager Li stopped her threat. But she had a condition. If Lord Emperor had made a mistake, 
then he had to write a self-review to examine his mistake. 


There was a special term for an emperor’s self-review of criticism, it was called the Edict of 
Self-Examination. I think later Emperor Dignified Auspices also had written it. But this sort of 
thing was usually a political maneuver. It would never work if it was intended to purify one’s 
soul. 


I remember when I was in junior high, to ensure that my parents wouldn’t be asked to go 
to a conference, I often had to write self-reviews. Actually it didn’t amount to much in writing 
this stuff. It’s all about avoiding the most serious problems and picking a few minor problems. 
If it has become a habit, then it comes naturally. But the problem was there were always a few 
dunderheads who would demand you to read it aloud before the entire class. It was really a 
pain if one had to reprimand himself. 


It was also the most uncomfortable part of an emperor issuing a review of self-examination. 
Not only did he have to write out his own mistakes, he also had to convert it to a public 


document and distribute to the people around the world. It was just too embarrassing. 


Brother Ten Thousand Seasons was still too shy. Having kowtowed and shed his tears, he 
went back on his words. Like a new bride about to step into a palanquin, he wiggled and 
wriggled, but refused to write. Then at this critical juncture, a kind hearted man appeared. 


“TIL write it!” 
The unselfish volunteer was Zhang Ju Zheng. 


We have to say Mr. Zhang was more efficient. He took up the brush and in an instant he 
finished it. After finishing it, he got Feng Bao to seal it. It didn’t require the emperor to do 
anything. 

The emperor sat there, dumbfounded, and looked at everything happening before him. He 
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got drunk and beat a man, but then how come it morphed into a matter that almost got him 
fired? 

In his brain of an eighteen year old, everything was running at high gear. As the ruler of an 
empire, how come I have ended up in such a situation? Who is the one that caused all these? 
Who is suppressing me? 


He raised his head and saw the busy man in front of him. Right, this is the answer. He is 
the one who dictates everything. This man is neither Mr. Zhang, Teacher Zhang, nor Official 
Zhang. He is Huo Guang. He is a man who can threaten me. 


In Zhang Ju Zheng and Empress Dowager Li’s minds, this was a good educational 
opportunity. The emperor would learn from this experience and would treat others better 
from now on. He would vigorously march forward on the road to becoming a wise ruler. 


But it was in this amicable atmosphere, amid sobs and appeals, the seed of hatred had been 
planted. The mutual affections that had taken eight years to foster came to the end. It was not 
because of an admonishment, an embarrassment, or even the edict of self-eeview. There was 


only one real reason, power. 


I am already eighteen. I am already the emperor. How come you are still dictating 
everything over me? On whose authority you dare to threaten me? Who the hell are you? 


What's your name? What’s your age? 


It was the incident that took place in year eight of Ten Thousand Seasons, in which the 
emperor got drunk and beat a eunuch. The matter was simple but the consequence was 
serious. Disappeared was the Lord Emperor’s teacher and friend. In his place was an enemy. 


But the overall situation was not that bad. After all, there was still Empress Dowager Li in 
the middle. With her in the middle, the relationship between Zhang Ju Zheng and the emperor 
couldn’t get much worse. 


But the problem was the middle aged woman didn’t act like a buffer. Instead, she acted like 
a catalyst. In her daily life, she fully exhibited her nature as a small business woman. She 
would take advantage over others to the end. 


Ever since she had Zhang Ju Zheng, she had become very assured. The man was not only 
able to help her to run the house, he was also able to help her to educate her child. He was 
both a governor and a private tutor. Yet he drew only one salary, it was really a profitable 


arrangement. 


To a small business person, one would be a dumb ass if one didn’t take advantage of every 
single opportunity. Slowly she was also able to use Zhang Ju Zheng in other ways. For 
example, threaten her child. 
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When I was little and whenever I misbehaved, my dad always said to me, stop it, if you 
don’t stop, a child trafficker is going to come and snatch you away. And I immediately 
stopped what I was doing and sat still and felt a chill in my spine. I watched around me 
vigilantly. Although I didn’t know what a child trafficker was, I only knew they liked 
kidnapping children. After they took the children away, they would boil or fry them. 


The emperor also had moments of misbehaving. Whenever this happened, in child 
trafficker’s place, was Zhang Ju Zheng. Empress Dowager Li would say something in a 
mysterious tune of a seventy year old woman to his misbehaving child: 


“Don’t you stop! If Mr. Zhang knows, what are you going to do?” 


These words worked really well on the emperor. Obviously, the threat from Mr. Zhang 
was no less than that of a child trafficker. 


Since ancient times, many figures (or things) have been used to scare kids. It started with 
the earlier versions when they were monsters or devils (reserved for the west). Later versions 
were actual human figures. For example, during the Three Kingdoms period, after the Battle of 
Hefei, Comrade Zhang Liao, who fought ferociously, had temporarily acted in this role (stop 
crying, or Zhang Wen Yuan is coming!). Then later during the Anti-Japanese War, the 
Japanese devils also made their guest appearances in this role. Then at the time when I was 
growing up, human trafficking became a rampant phenomenon in the country and traffickers 
took the role. 


In summary, as times change, the figures used in frightening children also change. But one 
thing remains unchanged. All those who have been put in this role are absolutely not likeable 
figures. 


Since he was little, in the emperor’s mind, the name Zhang Ju Zheng represented not 
admiration but fear. That to a large extent had to be attributed to his business woman mother. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was not completely unaware of the deteriorating situation. After the 
incident of emperor getting drunk, the cunning fellow had submitted his resignation. He said 
he had worked for so many years and his hair had turned white. His mind was also not that 
sharp anymore. He wanted to retire early, go home, and become a farmer. The resignation was 
submitted in the morning and then was returned in less than the time to finish a meal. His 
resignation was denied. 


The emperor indeed earnestly didn’t agree. One reason was he wasn’t ready for it. After all, 
you've worked so many years. Now all of a sudden you are handing everything to me. How 
can I deal with it? Another reason was he wanted to test Zhang Ju Zheng. After all, you’ve 
worked for so many years. Now you suddenly hand everything to me. How do you want me 
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to explain this? 


Two days later, Zhang Ju Zheng wrote to the emperor again. He was determined to leave. 
In addition, he indicated he was not resigning, but rather he was just asking for a leave. If you 


need me, write to me and I can come again. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was not insincere. Examples in Xia Yan, Yan Song, and Gao Gong were all 
before him. Every one met a bloody end and the blood was still fresh. The only one who 
survived was his teacher Xu Jie. The only secret Xu Jie revealed was stop when the time was 
right. 

Now it was the time to stop. 


With these words, the emperor finally felt assured. He is not setting up a trap. He really 
wants to leave. If his wish was observed, naturally the request would have been granted. If the 
matter progressed that way, then an ending in which everyone was happy could be expected. 
But at this crucial moment, the troublemaker appeared again. 


A politician is different from a business man. The most significant difference is a politician 
raises goats and a business man raises pigs. A goat farmer herds his goats every day. When the 
wool grows long enough, the wool is trimmed and the goats are still kept alive. In no 
circumstance the result is a broken net of dead fish. He won’t allow his goats dead and out of 
wool sources. But a business man raises pigs. All he wants is to fatten the pigs and then at the 
end of the year to get them killed for celebrating the new year, which ends all of it. He doesn’t 


have a long term business goal. 


Empress Dowager Li was a business woman. She didn’t have the sense of long lasting 
relationships and getting together and parting off on good terms. She didn’t have to worry 
about Zhang Ju Zheng’s future. If Zhang Ju Zheng was handy then she would use him until he 
was broken. She opened her dignified mouth: 


“Mr. Zhang must not leave. You are still young. We’ll talk about this until he has assisted 
you till you are thirty!” 


That was grossly immoral. 


He wants to leave but he can’t. He is now already fifty six. If he works for another ten years, 
then he either becomes a ghost or an immortal. 
He wants to work but he can’t. He is only eighteen. If he continues to play, will he be able 


to grow into a flower? 


But no one could disobey the empress dowager’s order. Regardless if they were sincere or 
not, the one asked to work had to continue to work and the one asked to play had to continue 


to play. Zhang Ju Zheng lost his final opportunity. 
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If I can’t leave, then I have to work. I’m not going to be able to evade whatever comes my 
way. With this kind of understanding, Zhang Ju Zheng began his final round of work. 


From year eight to year ten of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1580 to AD 1582), Zhang Ju 
Zheng was almost in a frenzy state. He worked non-stop day and night. He enforced the Whip 
Act, rigorously investigated those who bullied ordinary people, punished incompetent 
officials, fired and disciplined all those officials of bad records, and enhanced border defense. 
When Altan was dead, he wooed Altan’s wife, the Third Madame (the one that Bahanaji 
wasn’t able to marry) just ensure she wouldn’t make trouble. Domestically and internationally, 
he did all he was able to do. 


The Empire of Great Ming once again was glowing with peace and life. At the border, 
except occasionally Mr. Li Cheng Liang went out to do some hacking, it had quieted down 
significantly. The nation had ample income and the coffer at the treasury reached millions. 
Deficit was eliminated and granaries were filled, at least people would not die from hunger. 
Everything seemed to be so perfect. 


Contrary to the ever prospering empire was Zhang Ju Zheng’s declining health. He often 
collapsed at work. Sometimes he vomited blood. But given the situation, what could he do? 

That was Zhang Ju Zheng’s final two years. Every day he believed in the future of the 
country, believed in the lives of ordinary people, believed in the miracle of a peaceful and 
prosperous society, and believed his great ambition would be eventually realized. 


At the cost of his life, he believed in all these. 


Every moment of his life was shone with the brilliance of his ideal and belief. 


Losses and gains 


On June 20 of year ten of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1582), Zhang Ju Zheng, the first 
secretary of the Cabinet of the empire, the supreme guardian of the empire, imperial grand 
tutor and associate grand tutor of first grade, and grand academician of the Hall of Apogee, 
passed away. He was fifty eight. His posthumous title was Learned and Faithful. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was dead. The emperor was very sad. That was a genuine feeling. After all, 
the man had accompanied him for years and did many things. It was impossible for affections 
to not exist between them. He cried quite a few times. For a few days he was so aggrieved that 


he couldn’t even attend court sessions. 


He grieved and also issued the order to comfort Zhang Ju Zheng’s family. Large scale 
mourning activities were held. For the time being, the sound of mourning was heard across 
the entire country. 
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But his emotional attachment to Zhang Ju Zheng could not be that strong, based on his 
relationship with Zhang Ju Zheng and may past stories that he didn’t want to remember. His 
deep griefs were actually just something that lasted for ten minutes. 


After a short period of mourning, the time for the long overdue purge came. Zhang Ju 
Zheng died in June and the action commenced in December. Of course, the target was not 
Zhang Ju Zheng. 


In fact in the government at the time, the most detested man was Feng Bao. Mr. Zhang was 
nonetheless an academician and advanced his career by toiling one step at a time. To a man 
such as Eunuch Feng, who skyrocketed to the top in an instant, if he didn’t have solid backing, 
he would have long ago been drowned in a pool of saliva. 


Now Zhang Ju Zheng was dead. But Feng Bao appeared to be calm because he often 
played with the emperor when the emperor was young. The emperor was also close to him 
and addressed him not by his name, but as senior playmate. Their relationship was solid. He 
thought even if it was windy and rainy, the sky wouldn’t fall down. 


But the sky did fall down on him. In December, he was charged with twelve articles of 
crimes. Just a few days later, the young emperor brandished his brush on the letter of 
complaint and arrived at a conclusion. Feng Bao deceived the emperor and undermined the 
country. His crimes were unforgivable. 


Feng Bao was totally unprepared and fainted at the scene. 


Mr. Feng Bao, please don’t feel so miserable. Although undermining the country was a 
complete fabrication, deceiving the emperor was factual. In fact for a long time, he had been 
ranked as number two of those loathed by the emperor, second only to Zhang Ju Zheng. The 
fellow had always done the thing that the emperor loathed the most, acting as an informant. 


Ever since he took power, Feng Bao had been acting like he was the deputy governor of the 
house. He reported the emperor’s ever movement to Empress Dowager Li at the first moment. 
Stuff like playing crickets, shooting slings, and including that incident when the emperor got 


drunk and caused trouble, were all reported by him. 


When I was young, this sort of people was usually called “spies” and they were the most 
disdained. In the emperor’s mind, he was a traitor. When he was young, he didn’t have the 
strength. Now he had grown up and the situation had changed. If this man is not eliminated 
now, how much more time I'll have to wait? 


Despite having caused such a big trouble, Feng Bao was still blindly optimistic. Actually 
the reason was simple. Once someone has been at a high position too long, he becomes dumb 
and delusional. He feels too good about himself. Then in the end, he meets his demise in 
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confusion. 


But considering he had been the playmate of the emperor, the emperor gave him a chance 


and sent him to Nanjing to live out his retirement, nor did the emperor take his life. 
That was what happened to Feng Bao. But Zhang Ju Zheng was not that easy to deal with. 


Mr. Zhang had been in the Court for years and many officials were his men. Now, it had 
not been one year since his death, an immediate reversal on his legacy would probably cause 
strong reactions that would be hard to handle. More troublesome was Zhang Si Wei, the 
present first secretary of the Cabinet, was also single handedly promoted by Zhang Ju Zheng. 
Naturally he wouldn’t want to help. It was easy said than done if he wanted to punish Zhang 
Ju Zheng. 


But pretty soon the emperor discovered he was mistaken. Various indications hinted that 
besides himself, Mr. Zhang had another enemy, a man he trusted without reservation, Zhang 
Si Wei. 

It was a very ancient story of revenge. Before the truth would be revealed, Zhang Si Wei 
had been suppressing himself for a long time. 


Zhang Si Wei’s curtesy name was Zhang Zi Wei. He was a native of Puzhou of Shanxi and 
a distinguished scholar of year thirty two of Civility and Tranquility. It seemed to be just a 
common personnel history of an aristocrat. But actually his background was more complicated 
than imagined. 


Zhang Si Wei’s father was Zhang Yun Ling, who was an ordinary merchant in Shanxi and 
not a notable figure. But his mother was rather unusual. She was Wang Chong Gu’s sister. 


In other words, Zhang Si Wei was Wang Chong Gu’s nephew. As we have explained 
previously, in the Court, Yang Bo, who possessed real power, was also from Shanxi. Not only 
his son married Wang Chong Gu’s daughter. In other words, Yang Bo’s daughter-in-law was 
Zhang Si Wei’s cousin. It seemed the relationships were complicated. But there was even more. 


Later Zhang Si Wei gave birth to two sons. One was Zhang Jia Hui and another was Zhang 
Ding Hui. The two married almost at the same time and their wives were sisters. Both were 
Yang Bo’s granddaughters. 

What is a special interest group? By now you should understand. 

Wang Chong Gu was the governor general of Xuanda. Yang Bo was the minister of war 
(later he became the minister of personnel), occupying high positions and powerful. But he 
was not Zhang Ju Zheng’s man and often made comments on Zhang Ju Zheng with veiled 
criticisms. If his uncle and in-laws thought Zhang Ju Zheng that way, then Zhang Si Wei’s 
stand on Zhang Ju Zheng couldn’t be very different. 
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Of course Zhang Ju Zheng knew the inside stories about Zhang Si Wei. In as early as year 
three of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1575), he recommended Zhang Si Wei to the Cabinet and 
made him a grand academician. In a way he acted preemptively in order to get some credit. 


But this time he finally made a mistake, a mistake that his teacher had made before. Ten 
years ago, Xu Jie recommended Gao Gong to the Cabinet and thought he would be able to get 
the credit for Gao Gong’s favor. Ten years later, Zhang Ju Zhang thought the same way. 


But in fact Zhang Si Wei was not a simple man as he thought. In that man’s heart, there hid 
a deep secret. 

On that day five years ago, Yin Shi Dan challenged Gao Gong for a one on one and caused 
an upheaval in the Cabinet. Zhang Ju Zheng attempted to mediate but instead was also 
reproached. It was in this fracas that Zhang Ju Zheng solidified his resolution to remove Gao 
Gong. But at the same time, he also seemed to have overlooked an important question, why 
did Yin Shi Dan decide to suddenly act up on that day? 


The reason was simple, because prior to that day, Yin Shi Dan got reliable news that Gao 
Gong was going to oust him and replace him with another man. It was a move that he couldn’t 
tolerate. Academician Yin decided to fight if he had to die. That was what got his testosterone 
level so high. 


The man who Gao Gong was to put in the Cabinet to replace Yin Shi Dan was no other 
than Zhang Si Wei. 


It was rather hard to ask him to appreciate an invitation that had been delayed for five 


years. 


All right, the mystery is about to be uncovered. We have now had in our hands the 


following four pieces of evidence: 


1. Wang Chong Gu was very close to Gao Gong and his job was obtained by Gao 


Gong’s recommendation. 


2. | When Zhang Ju Zheng was about to finish Gao Gong, Yang Bo had personally visited 
Zhang Ju Zheng to lobby for Gao Gong. 


3. Zhang Si Wei was Wang Chong Gu’s nephew and Yang Bo’s in-law. 


4. Gao Gong had recommended Zhang Si Wei to the Cabinet in order to replace the 
recalcitrant Yin Shi Dan. 


Then we can arrive at this conclusion: 
Zhang Si Wei was and had always been Gao Gong’s confidant and a very loyal one. 


We have reasons to believe when Zhang Ju Zheng allied with Feng Bao and pushed out 
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Gao Gong, a pair of sinister and cold eyes was watching him on his back. 


Of course, the self-confident Zhang Ju Zheng really didn’t care. He was at the top and 
proud. No one was able to shake his position. When the Cabinet needed a runner, he chose 
Zhang Si Wei, the seemingly very docile and obedient Zhang Si Wei, without hesitation. 


What ensued then became logical. When Zhang Ju Zheng was alive, he wasn’t able to do 
anything. Now the man was dead, it was time for him to act. 


In year eleven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1583), Yang Si Zhi, the censor of Shaanxi 
suddenly launched an attack on Zhang Ju Zheng. He charged Zhang Ju Zheng with fourteen 
articles of crimes. Like everything had been rehearsed before, the previously loyal and 
obedient officials joined the fray. Zhang Ju Zheng’s entire history, from six to fifty six, was 
completely exposed. They cursed and quarreled every day like they were afraid of being 
outdone by others. 


Seeing the mass was so cooperative, the emperor surely wasn’t going to remain polite. He 
immediately stripped off all of Zhang Ju Zheng’s titles, such as imperial grand tutor and took 
away the posthumous name cultured and faithful. Soon after that, he went further. He ordered 
the search and confiscation of Zhang Ju Zheng’s properties. 


There were two reasons for him to decide to confiscate Zhang Ju Zheng’s properties, anger 


and greed. 


When the emperor was young, Zhang Ju Zheng often placed a requirement on him, be 
thrifty. At every New Year, the emperor always wanted to have a few more tables for his feast, 
Zhang Ju Zheng always told him the country was still experiencing difficulties and he should 
be frugal. The emperor expressed consent. An emperor was often in various social functions so 
the emperor wanted to have a column honor guards to show his prestige. Zhang Ju Zheng told 
him, these frivolities meant only wasting the country’s resources. He shouldn’t have it. The 


emperor expressed consent. 


Before Zhang Ju Zheng died, regardless how contemptuous the emperor was against him, 
it was still a question about work. But as more and more about Zhang Ju Zheng’s life were 
exposed and reported, Lord Emperor was surprised to discover actually Mr. Zhang lived his 
life in luxury. Not only did he eat well, he also travelled in exceptionally lavish style. He also 
had a palanquin that was carried by thirty two men. 


You asked me to practice frugality but you lived in luxury? Did you think you were above 


me? 


And after anger came greed. After all, an emperor also needed money. He had been 
restrained for so many years, if he didn’t vent his anger he would be treating himself unfairly. 
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Confiscating Zhang Ju Zheng’s properties not only would allow him to vent his anger, he 
would also be able to profit from it. So why shouldn’t he do it? 


In April of year eleven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1583), the search and confiscation 
officially began. 


Actually search and confiscation of one’s home was not a big deal. There were many who 
got their houses searched. If one had a bad luck, his house was searched and everything would 
be over when the search was over. Today you search me but tomorrow I'll search you. 
Situations change, you just need to get used to it. 


But this time, the search on the Zhangs was not simply a question about money. It was 


truly a tragedy and it was hell that occurred in human world. 


In the end of April, Qiu Shun, the deputy minister of justice, departed for Jingzhou, Zhang 
Ju Zheng’s home to execute the search order. It should have been a routine affair. Once he got 
there, he could just start the search. But injuries had always to be added by more insults. To a 
vast number of officials, when they saw others were throwing stones into a well that someone 
had fell into, they would feel too embarrassed if they didn’t throw stones down too. 


The local officials, who had been very deferential to and respectful of Zhang Ju Zheng, 
upon learning Zhang Ju Zheng had been brought down, acting on their own initiatives, sealed 
the gate of the Zhang house in order to prevent people and properties from being moved. 
They did this because they just wanted to impress their superiors. 


Because of what they had done, not only properties didn’t get moved, people also didn’t 
get the chance to move because dozens of the entire Zhang family were still hiding in the 
house. They had no food. But all these didn’t seem to bother the local officials. When Minister 
Qiu arrived and the gate was opened, what they saw were over a dozen people died and 
dozens others who were about to be dead from starvation. 


OK, no problem. If you are not starved to death, then we’ll make sure you'll be dead after 
the search. 


After several days of search and tally, nearly ten thousand ounces of gold and over a 
hundred thousand ounces of silver were found from Zhang Ju Zheng’s house. On this account, 
it seemed while Zhang Ju Zheng was busy on politics, he didn’t spend less time on improving 
his finance. But overall, he was not too egregious. Comparing to his predecessors Yan Song 
and Xu Jie, he was an honest man. 


Not much could be of help. The main score was still yet to be settled, they came for the 
people anyway. Quickly news was heard that Zhang Ju Zheng still had two million ounces of 
silver hidden at his home. They wouldn’t stop until they found them. A new round of search 
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began. First they interrogated. If interrogation failed, they used torture. When torture couldn’t 
be endured anymore, one had to commit suicide. 


The one committed suicide was Zhang Ju Zheng’s eldest son, Zhang Jing Xiu. But before he 
died, he eventually discovered the enemy hiding behind the scenes. In tears and blood, he 
issued his indictment in his suicide note: 


“By the way, let Zhang Feng Pan, the gentleman from Puzhou of Shanxi, know, now the 
matter on our Zhang family is over. I just wish he can serve the saintly and the wise Son of 
Heaven for zillions of years!” 


Zhang Feng Pan was Zhang Si Wei. Anyone who was literate would know serving the 
saintly and wise Son of Heaven for zillions of years was a mockery. Along the way he also 
dragged the emperor in. 


That was Zhang Jing Xiu’s last cry before he died. 
But Zhang Jing Xiu didn’t expect his death not only relieved himself of his ordeal, it also 


relieved Zhang Ju Zheng and everyone else. 


Zhang Jing Xiu’s death caused an uproar. It was really too much when a search resulted in 
death and the dead one was Zhang Ju Zheng’s son. Coincidentally, two months ago, Zhang Si 
Wei’s father died, and he had to go home to observe the mandatory mourning period. With 
him left, Shen Shi Xing, the number two man in the Cabinet, now became the first secretary. 


The fellow was a rather decent man. Upon learning this, he was furious. He immediately 
wrote to the emperor and demanded to thoroughly investigate the incident. The emperor also 
felt he had overdone it. He issued the order to stop pursuing the matter further. He also 


allocated land and living allowances to Zhang Ju Zheng’s mother and his family. 


The matter was finally resolved. The emperor exacted his revenge. He finally extricated 
himself from Zhang Ju Zheng’s control and began to exercise his own power. Zhang Si Wei 
also fulfilled his wishes. He mourned for two years at home. Just when the term was to expire 
and when he was about to come back to the Court, he suddenly died. Kind people would say 
he died worthy of himself. Less kind people would say he died because he did immoral things 
and Zhang Ju Zheng’s ghost took his life away. 


But regardless, hatred and misery and happiness and sadness were all over. 


In my previous writings, I have written on countless number of people. There have been 
good men and bad men. But Zhang Ju Zheng unquestionably was the most unique one. 


He was a genius. He was born in a tumultuous time. He was exceptionally capable. 
Starting an ordinary man, he wandered for over twenty years and eventually became a 
successful man. 
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He dared to reform and innovate. He was afraid of neither risks nor threats. He was a great 
reformer but he had his foibles. He was domineering and authoritative. He didn’t treat people 
kindly. He led a lavish life style. His behavior was inconsistent with what he appeared to be. 
He was not a person of virtue. 


He was neither a good man nor a bad man. He was just a complicated man. 
But among the sea of men in Ming, it is this complicated man who moves me the most. 


Ten years ago, when I was about to enter the campus of college, at a very special occasion, 
someone said these words to me: 


You are still very young. In the future, you’re going to meet many people and experience 
many things. You'll gain a lot but you'll also lose a lot. But regardless, there are two things you 
should never lose. One is called conscience and another is ideal. 


I remember that because I was aware of the occasion I kept nodding my head, despite that I 


didn’t fully grasp the true meaning of those words. 


In a flash, ten years has passed. Just as he said, I have gained a lot and lost a lot. 
Fortunately I still have these two things, not much, but I still have them. 


Of course I don’t feel proud because of this. That’s not because how strong my resolve is or 
how virtuous my character is. The only reason is because the people I have met are not bad 
enough and the things I’ve experience are not numerous enough. I have not suffered enough. 


I also have seen those moral hypocrites who preach constantly charity, righteousness, 
virtues, and justices in words but practice thievery and debauchery in all of their actions. 


I am not angry. On the contrary, I understand their behavior. Between the pressure for 
survival and the dignity of life, they choose the former. That’s all in it, what they do is legal, 
although immoral. 


I didn’t know if everyone would become the same sort of people like them after they have 
been through the ups and downs and hardships in their lives. 


Not until I fully understood Zhang Ju Zheng, the person, his life, his emotions, and his 
choices by reading stories about him, was I able to find a consoling answer. 


By his actions in his life, he told us conscience and ideal won’t disappear, won’t fade away 
because of wealth, and won’t wilt because of power and prestige. 


He was not a good man. He was not a bad man. He was a man of conscience and ideal. 


Zhang Ju Zheng, courtesy name Shu Da, was born in year four of Civility and Tranquility 
(AD 1525) in Jiangling of Huguang. 


He was exceptionally bright as a child. He became an outstanding talent in year eighteen of 
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Civility and Tranquility (AD 1539). In year nineteen of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1540), he 
became a recommended man, which earned him wide acclamations. 


In year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1547), he became a distinguished scholar 
and then plebeian meritorious. He was offered the position of editor in the Imperial Academy. 
Xu Jie and his colleagues valued him very much. 


In year forty one of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1562), Xu Jie replaced Yan Song as the first 
secretary and placed his full confidence and unquestioned trust in Zhang Ju Zheng. They 
collaborated and colluded in drafting the emperor's last edict. 


Zhang Ju Zheng was forty three in year one of Grand Celebration (AD 1567). He became 
the minister of rites and grand academician of the Hall of Military Heroes. He was awarded 
additional titles of assistant master tutor and grand tutor of the crown prince. He was 
admitted to the Cabinet. 

In year six of Grand Celebration (AD 1572), the emperor died. Zhang Ju Zheng allied with 
Feng Bao and colluded to oust Gao Gong. They succeeded and he replaced Gao Gong as the 
first secretary of the Cabinet. 

In year one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1573), Zhang Ju Zheng presided over the 
government. He pushed and implemented the Review and Accountability Act. He reformed 
and reorganized the bureaucratic system. Greedy officials were terrified when they heard the 
news. Once the orders were announced, even at thousands of lis away, they were executed 
with the utmost immediacy. 

In year six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1578), he ordered a nationwide land survey. He 
pushed and implemented the Whip Act, which won acclamation from the people. The country 
was prosperous. There were enough grains in granaries that could support the country for 
over ten years. 

In June of year ten of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1582), Zhang Ju Zheng died at age fifty 
eight. After his death, his home was searched and properties confiscated. His eldest son 
committed suicide and his second son was sentenced to military service. 

Some man is alive but he is actually dead. 


Some man is dead but he is actually still alive. 


There would be no more Zhang Ju Zheng in the world. 
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A Mystery 


A mysterious year 


Zhang Ju Zheng was dead. But life didn’t seem to be any different, especially to the 


emperor. 


He, who just turned twenty, was ambitious. Although he didn’t like Zhang Ju Zheng, he 
inherited his teacher’s ambition. Ever since he presided over the government, he had always 
worked diligently and ceaselessly in days and nights. He seemed to want to prove, by his own 
actions, that by his own efforts, he also would be able to govern the country, or at least he 


would be better than that man. 


Starting from year eleven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1583), he exhibited an amazing 
physical energy and stamina. Every day, he worked over ten hours. He often summoned his 
officials in midnight. He also demanded that today’s work would be done today and there 
would be no delay or any slowdown. 


This is not an exaggeration. In fact he had done something even more awestriking. 


In year eleven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1583), the region around Beijing suffered a 
severe drought. Back then there was no weather forecast, nor was there technology to create 


artificial rain. The only option was to pray for rain. 


Although it wouldn’t necessarily work, it was better than doing nothing. Usually the 
higher the rank of the person who prayed and the more sincere of praying meant the higher 
chance of receiving rain. People back then thought there were hierarchies among the dragon 
kings, who also cared about relationships. The efficacy of flatteries was of significance in 
deciding if there would be rain, how much rain, and when to rain. 

And this time, the emperor wanted to do it himself. 

The place to pray for rain was at the Temple of Heaven in the suburb in the south. 

It was not unusual for an emperor to pray for rain. But this time, it was very different. It 
was because Brother Ten Thousand Seasons did it by ... walking there. 
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Let me explain the uniqueness of this matter. Back then, the place where the emperor lived 
was present day Forbidden City. The Temple of Heaven was present day Temple of Heaven. 


Those who have been in Beijing should know the two places are quite distant. Specifically, 
the distance is at least five kilometers. Last month I took a cab ride and it still took me over 
twenty minutes. But the emperor went there by riding Bus Number 11, his two legs. 


Not only did he go on foot, he also came back on foot. All those present were impressed by 
his stamina, as well as feeling powerless in overcoming his stubbornness. If the emperor 
walked, everyone else had to walk as well. 

Besides doing physical exercises like forced marches, the emperor also paid great deal of 
attentions to the lives of ordinary people. For example, when there were natural disasters in 
Shandong, Shanxi, Huguang, and other regions, local officials reported: per the Review and 
Accountability Act, regardless how hard we try, we won't be able to meet the quotas. So we 
have to reluctantly trouble you to make an exception and lower this year’s quotas. 

A day later, they got the emperor’s reply and it was a surprising reply: 

“Tf so, then there is no need to collect them. Let’s just waive all the quotas!” 

That was Comrade Ten Thousand Season’s sense of responsibility. Since Zhang Ju Zheng’s 
death, he had kept up his ardent fighting spirit and zeal, until the arrival of that mysterious 
year. 

Life is a long journey but there are only a few key steps. Iam sure many people have heard 
these words. But many don’t know that history also progresses this way. 

In AD 755, when the Tang civilization was at its peak, a short and fat man named An Lu 
Shan suddenly rebelled, which started the prelude of the Rebellion of An and Shi. The Tang 
Dynasty, which had been thriving, began to decline. 


AD 755 was recorded in history as the year when history was at a turning point. 


Eight hundred years later, the fateful turn came again. It came with neither reason nor 
indication and it paused at the mysterious year, year fifteen of Ten Thousand Seasons. 

Simply put it, in this year, three events took place. Among them, two were small but 
significant and one was big but insignificant. 

The first significant event: Qi Ji Guang died. 

In the period that lasted over ten years, Qi Ji Guang was a figure that no one dared to mess 
with. Although occasionally there were a few brave censors accusing him of corruption by 
exaggerating head counts and building his own power base in the army, there had been no 
tangible results from those accusations, thanks to the strong backing he had, but also because 
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he was simply too good, the border needed him. 


But reality showed ability was not as effective as strong backing. After Zhang Ju Zheng 
died, Qi Ji Guang was transferred away from Jizhou to Guangdong. Although his job title 
remained the same, Qi Ji Guang knew his era had ended. 


Therefore he took a leave, claiming illness. Soon after, he resigned and went back to his 


home in Dengzhou. 


Thirty six years ago, he went to Beijing from here and began his turbulent and magnificent 
career. He first fought the Mongols and then the Japanese. He trained his soldiers in the 
southeast and swept the Japanese bandits. He routed the barbarians and was unstoppable. His 
combat achievements were so great that in forty years they were matched by no one else. His 
great renown was known to the world. Even four hundred years later, his name still thunders 


in the universe and known to everyone. 
For someone who had achieved so much, his life had to be a gratifying and satisfactory one. 


In February of year fifteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1587), the legendary hero died of 
illness at his home. He was sixty. Before he died, he left these words: 


“In thirty years, I’ve fought over a hundred battles, big and small, in the south and north, 


{7 


on land and in water, and I’ve never lost a single one 
I know, for him, he had led a life of no regret. 
The second significant event: Hai Rui died. 


Mr. Hai eventually died. After getting fired by Gao Gong, he went home and no one 
bothered him. Three years later, Gao Gong was ousted and Zhang Ju Zheng took power. But 
still, no one bothered him. 


It was not really because Gao Gong and Zhang Ju Zheng were not good at recognizing his 
talent. On the contrary, they all understood Mr. Hai’s strength and ability. But Mr. Hai’s 
energy was like a raging fire, with whom anyone stayed long, would be either burned to death 
or permanently disabled. 


Now Zhang Ju Zheng was dead. “All the wise men in the government had died out”, in the 


words of a historian. Mr. Hai Rui got the chance to come out again. 


In year thirteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1585), with the emperor’s approval, Hai Rui 
was appointed assistant censor general of the Censorial Council in Nanjing. He went to 
Nanjing immediately. This year, Hai Rui was seventy two. 


Mr. Hai was the number one professional bureaucrat in the world. Once he received the 


order, he immediately departed. He left for Nanjing without doing any packing (of course he 
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didn’t have much to pack anyway). 
Then not until he got to the suburb of Nanjing, did he find that entering the city was an 


extremely difficult matter, it was too crowded. 


Mr. Hai is coming! The entire city of Nanjing was aroused. Officials became excited, 
merchants were excited, and peasants were also excited. They all took the day off. They 
stopped doing businesses and stopped planting. Even before dawn, they brought their 
blankets to outside of the city in order to seize a spot at the front so that they would be able to 
witness Mr. Hai’s elegance and grace. 


Thanks to the size of the crowd, he was blocked at the outside of the city. Not until troops 
were sent out by the Ministry of War in Nanjing, was Lord Hai able to enter the city and be 
welcomed. 


Having entered the city, Hai Rui got to his lodging at the Censorial Council. Then he was 
told he wasn’t supposed to stay there. It was not because he was mistreated by anyone (who 
could dare), it was because his lordship had been promoted again. 


Brother Ten Thousand Seasons was very generous. He thought it wasn’t enough to show 
his sincerity by appointing him the assistant censor general (a fourth grade). While he was still 
on the road, he issued a second order, which promoted Mr. Hai by another rank, appointing 


him the deputy minister of personnel in Nanjing. 


It was said after the news was announced, the censors at the Censorial Council in Nanjing 
celebrated with jubilation but the officials at the Ministry of Personnel were so saddened and 
depressed, that it seemed they felt more pain than their fathers had died. But reality proved 
they were just a bit too pessimistic. In fact, at the moment, Mr. Hai had no time to deal with 
them at all. 


That was because he wasn’t even able to step out of his door. 


Ever since he came to Nanjing, Hai Rui’s home had been besieged by the many fans who 
adored him. It seemed like he was a super star among the super stars. 

Even more astonishingly, in an era when there were neither automobiles nor locomotives, 
many came from afar on foot. The most ardent one had to be a fellow from Fujian. It was said 
he walked for about a thousand lis and worn out over a dozen pairs of shoes. It took him over 
a month to arrive in Nanjing. 

Hai Rui was deeply moved upon hearing his story and thought the man had some 


grievances to vent. So he personally received the man. 


But once the man got in, he only looked at Hai Rui once, saluted, and then left. 
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Some asked: why do you come here and why do you simply leave? 


Answer: I only want to see Hai Rui the Blue Sky. I have seen him. What do I do if I don’t go 
back? 


That was the power of honesty and uprightness. 


Besides attracting large numbers of supporters, Hai Rui also earned another honor, an 


honor that had precedents but no sequel. 


Chinese people have always been afraid of ghosts and daemons. And there has been a 
tradition of sticking a drawing of the Gods of Gates on their doors. Almost every family had 
such a picture. The styles varied. But the main characters of the gods were unchanged. They 
were figures like Guan Yu and Qin Shu Bao. For over a thousand years, they were the only 
ones among a few. After all, the requirements for becoming the spokesperson of a brand were 
too high. He had to be an excellent fighter and had to have a very unique look (to scare away 
daemons, it wouldn’t do without a unique look). 


Now, Mr. Hai Rui finally joined the glorious team and became the latest member of the 
force of the Gods of Gates (there were no more additions afterward). At the time in Nanjing, as 
the symbol of righteousness and justice, the picture of Mr. Hai Rui were posted everywhere. 
Besides the front door, some people hung his pictures in living rooms and bedrooms. It was 
said by just taking a glance of his picture once every day, one would become invincible from 
diseases and it was also effective in avoiding evils. 


Although he was often busy under public propaganda, Mr. Hai Rui wasn’t slowed down at 
all at his work. He had no time to punish the people at the Ministry of Personnel, but he 
wasn’t idle. Amid his busy activities, he still managed to write a memorial to the emperor. 


Past experiences tell us that Mr. Hai Rui’s memorials were usually the kind that shook the 
earth and stunned gods. This one was no exception. In his writing, Mr. Hai Rui suggested that 
considering the serious situation of corruptions, laws of the Great Grand Father’s (Zhu Yuan 
Zhang’s) era should be reinstated, that those who were found in taking bribes of over eighty 
guans should be all executed, skinned, and the manikins made from their skins should be 
posted at the gates of the county governments as warnings to others. 


Everyone was really outraged. If we can’t touch you, at least allow us to stay away from 
you. But Mr. Hai wouldn’t allow people to stay away. He would not give up until he would 
destroy all the jades and stones together. 


Fairly speaking, Hai Rui’s memorial was indeed way too much. Put aside the issue of 
skinning for a moment. It had been over two hundred years, with the economy growing so 
rapid, one had to take into account of inflation when deciding the standards of death penalty. 
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Back then the amount of money enough to buy a house now could only buy some grain. To 
skin someone just for the amount of money enough to buy some grain, brother, aren’t you too 
cruel? 


But in Hai Rui’s mind, he thought he was right. Of course it was just his personal opinion. 


Although Brother Ten Thousand Seasons was still young, he was still sane. He comforted 
Mr. Hai with some kind words and then threw the memorial into a waste basket. 


Mr. Hai waited days and nights hoping to see the emergence of a skinner. But instead, he 
got the order of his promotion. Because of his hard work, he had been appointed executive 
right censor general of the Censorial Council in Nanjing. The past education commissioner, 
who at over forty was still not in the ranks yet, finally became a senior official of regular 
second grade (equivalent to ministry level) after an incredible career of over twenty years. 


Now the fellows at the Censorial Council were finished. 


Nanjing was the second capital of Ming. It had all the agencies of the central government in 
Beijing, ranging from the six ministries to the Censorial Council. But after all, Lord Emperor 
was in Beijing, thus except the Ministry of Revenue and Population in Nanjing and the 
Ministry of War in Nanjing, most of the agencies were just like ornaments. 


Usually, only those who couldn’t manage to survive in the Court were dispatched to 
Nanjing. There was also a glamorous name for it: retirement living. 


The Censorial Council was a place for idlers. There was nothing to do. Then naturally, 
scolding was also done by nobody. But in just a day, everything changed. Mr. Hai was at the 


helm now. 


Because there was nothing to do at work, naturally no one went to work. The censors at the 
Censorial Council always enjoyed themselves. They shopped or went to plays. If there is no 
prospect in work, shouldn’t we be allowed to have some fun? 


Mr. Hai Rui’s answer was No. He applied his method that he used thirty years ago in 
managing his students on the censors. He created an attendance record. All those who dared 
to come late or leave early would be ordered to come to work. Even if there was nothing to do, 
they had to sit here. 


Although everyone clearly showed they were not used to this, Mr. Hai’s threat was clear, 
living in retirement was not the worst result, being fired was. 


As the reorganization progressed further, the censors discovered everything was just the 
beginning. Very soon, Mr. Hai had come up with some new tricks. 


Once, a censor celebrated his birthday by hiring a troupe. Back then, it was something very 


229 


A Mystery 


common. Even ordinary people often did it. But Mr. Hai was furious. He arrested the censor 
and caned him. His reason: per the laws of the Great Grand Father (note the date), it was 


illegal for an official to hire a troupe. There is no question you should be caned. 


Because he apparently over played his hands in this matter, the psychological pressures on 
the censors suddenly increased. Every day, under the dreadful shadow of Mr. Hai, they lived 
in terror. Finally, one day, fear became rage. 


In Ming, censors were specialized in castigating others. They were allowed to castigate 
anyone, from the emperor at the top to street sweepers at the bottom, except one man, their 
boss. They knew he was their boss. Unless they were in a dire situation, no one wanted to 


bring trouble to himself. 
Now, they were in a dire situation. 


In year fourteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1586), Censor Fang Huan led the charge. He 
attacked Hai Rui, saying he was “a big cunning villain and a fraud”. An upheaval ensued once 
his memorial was submitted. A legendary figure like Hai Rui had many haters, as well as 
many admirers. People quarreled. Brother Hai Rui showed his character. He said nothing and 


submitted a letter of resignation. He wanted to quit. 


In the end, the quarrels reached the emperor. But Brother Ten Thousand Season’s reaction 
was strange. He neither punished Fang Huan, who fired the first shot, nor approved Hai Rui’s 
resignation. He went ahead with what he was doing, which very much baffled the two men. 


The emperor was a very smart man. At least on the matter about how to deal with Hai Rui, 
he was much smarter than Zhang Ju Zheng. From the very beginning, he didn’t intend to put 
Hai Rui to real use. He knew Hai Rui was an idolized figure, who could be pasted on a door or 


hung on a wall and be worshiped like an idol. 
But this man could absolutely not used. 


The bottom line, Mr. Hai was just a figure for keeping up appearances. But he didn’t know 
that. 


In this way, he blindly continued his work at his job, until the winter of year fifteen of Ten 


Thousand Seasons (AD 1587), when death befell on him. 


He had no sons. His wife and daughters departed before him. At the last moment of his life, 
there was only an old servant with him. In the howling of the cold wind, Hai Rui uttered the 


last words of his life to his servant. 


By conventional wisdom, the last words of a person as unique as Hai Rui’s must be very 
unique and unlike anyone else’s and should carry some profound meanings, such as life is 
short and work hard. Or he could have shouted out couple of slogans to stir up people’s blood. 
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But Mr. Hai’s last words were neither profound nor exciting. It was just stunning: 
“Tomorrow, you send six cents to the Ministry of War.” 
With these words, he departed. 


This sentence seems to be erratic and confusing. It was also the only will of the renowned 


Mr. Hai Rui, whose shocking words reverberated even at his death. 


Here was the reason for these words: Back then, there was no central heating. In every 
winter, the Ministry of War gave some money, which didn’t amount much, as allowances for 
fuel to its senior officials. 


On the day prior to his death, the ministry delivered the fuel allowance to him. Once he 
counted the money by himself, he found he had been over paid by six cents. 


On this one, I’m totally speechless. 


After Hai Rui died, his good friend, Wang Yong Ji, the assistant censor general, came to 
collect his corpse. Having thoroughly searched Hai Rui’s residence, he was only able to find a 
few patched and tattered clothes, and a few worn-out chests filled with rags. 


These were all the personal properties of Hai Rui, the executive right censor general of the 
Censorial Council in Nanjing, a second grade ministry level official, after having served the 
government for over thirty years. 


Once the news of Hai Rui’s death became known, a never before seen scene appeared in 
the city of Nanjing. Every one, man, woman, old, and young, regardless if they had met Hai 
Rui or not, spontaneously mourned his death and wailed. It was said the line of funeral 
procession was as long as a hundred lis and for the entire day no one left. 


It was the people and only the people who would be able to offer a fair and just appraisal 


of a man. 


It is really a tough issue on how to appraise this legendary man. Both positives and 
negatives have been said. Now we need to come up with a summary. It’s easier said than done. 


In his famous work Fortress Besieged, Mr. Qian Zhong Shu, using someone else’s words, 


gave such an appraisal to Fang Hong Jian, his protagonist of changing life and fortunes: 
You are a good man but you are useless. 
I think this statement also applies to Hai Rui. 
Hai Rui in the dark was a helplessly lost man. 
The third event was the key of everything. 


Starting in November of year fourteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1586), the emperor, 
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who had been working hard, suddenly changed. 


He began to become dilatory toward his work, Memorials were not reviewed in time, and 
he attended court sessions on and off. Officials inquired and the answer they got was, I’ve 
been recently feeling dizzy, weak, and dull. 


Well, if he is not feeling well, let him rest. To Shen Shi Xing, the first secretary of the 
Cabinet, it was just a physiological issue. Pretty soon perhaps he had to accompany the fellow 
on a forced march to the Temple of Heaven. It was just a matter of time. 


He waited and until his death, he didn’t get the opportunity. 


By year fifteen, Brother Ten Thousand Seasons had completely given up on his work. Not 
only did he not attend the court sessions anymore, except cabinet officers, he refused to see 
anyone else. He stayed inside the palace and no one knew what he was doing there. His 
grandfather, Civility and Tranquility, was absent from work for over twenty years. The trend 
seemed to indicate that the grandson was about to break that record. 


Actually he did break it. 


In Ming history, there are many mysteries, for example, the mystery about Emperor 
Establishing Civility and the mystery surrounding the death of the Martial Father of Ming. I’ve 
been always very interested in these mysteries. After doing some research, I can at least grasp 
a bit. However, on this mystery, I’ve never been able to solve it. 


Why did that energetic young man suddenly become a lazy boy? Why did it happen just at 
that moment? Why did he act in that particular way? 


Usually, changes in one’s personality are often caused by some significant external 
stimulation. Then what was the stimulation? What happened in the deep palaces in year 


fifteen of Ten Thousand Seasons? 
On these questions, I have absolutely no answers. 


The only thing I know is after that, the Empire of Great Ming entered a strange state. The 
prelude to the mysterious Dynasty of Ten Thousand Seasons began. Countless numbers of 


exciting shows would be on display. 


Blitzkrieg 


In year fifteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1587), the emperor quieted down. But to 
ordinary people, it wasn’t completely a bad thing. Doing nothing was better than doing 
recklessly. The only issue was officials grumbled. After all, they (except the cabinet officers) 
werent able to see their boss. It was inevitable they felt disheartened. But until now, there had 
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not been any problems. 
Peaceful, everything seemed to be so peaceful. 
Four years later, the peace was broken, thanks to a not so noticeable memorial. 


In August of year nineteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1591), Zhao Can Lu, the imperial 


inspector of Fujian reported: 


The envoy to Ryukyu Islands reported recently there have been nearly a hundred people of 
unknown origins coming to the Ryukyu Islands and Korea. They purchased navigation maps 
and drafts of ships. They also purchased large quantities of timber and gunpowder. Their 
purposes are not known. 


Back then, memorials sent to the Court numbered several hundred a day and essentially all 
of them were reviewed by the Cabinet (the emperor had quit working). Comparing to floods 
and people in the disaster areas, it was really nothing. Thus it quickly got buried in the piles of 
documents. 


Two months later, the imperial inspector of Zhejiang reported: 


Recent intelligence shows that Hideyoshi, the leader of the Japanese bandits, is 
constructing a very large fortress in the northern wilderness of Kyushu. More information will 


be reported when available. 
Everyone can understand the previous one. This one needs some translation. 
The Japanese bandits meant Japan. Hideyoshi was Toyotomi Hideyoshi. 


In other words, the Japanese leader Toyotomi Hideyoshi was constructing a fortress in the 
wilderness of Kyushu. 

It was really not a piece of news of any significance. And it quickly ended up in the heap of 
paper. 

By the way, the fortress built by Toyotomi Hideyoshi still exists now and it is also rather 


famous place. It is Nagoya’’. 


The present day Nagoya is an important city in Japan and it is the economic and 
transportation center of the Kansai region. But back then, there was only one reason for 
building this fortress. 


When the fortress was completed, standing at the highest point of the city tower, one 
would be able to clearly see a place, the Korean Strait. 


These two pieces of information didn’t seem to have anything to do with each other. And 


°? The author seems to have made a mistake here. Apparently Nagoya is not in Kyushu and is much further inland away from 
the Tsushima Strait. Perhaps the name of the city meant a different place, such as Fukuoka. 
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no one paid attention. But when they were tied together, the matter had become irreversible. 
On May 24 of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), everything became clear. 
On May 26, the imperial inspector of Eastern Liao filed an urgent report: 


“Urgent! Two days ago (the 24"), the Japanese bandits attacked Korea and landed at Busan. 
The army numbers over fifty thousand and is commanded by Konishi Yukinaga. The navy 
numbers over ten thousand and is commanded by Kuki Yoshitaka and Todo Takatora. The 
army and navy attacked simultaneously and have taken Sangyo. They are now advancing 
towards the capital (Seoul). More information is yet to come.” 


On June 13, the imperial inspector of Eastern Liao sent an urgent report: 


“Urgent! It is known now this time the Japanese forces are now attacking in nine corps. The 
enemy number is over one hundred fifty eight thousand and seven hundred. They have taken 
all of their forces here. The first corps of the Japanese forces is under Konishi Yukinaga, the 
second corps is under Kato Kiyomasa, the third corps is under Kuroda Nagamasa. Yesterday 
(the 12"), the three columns advanced toward the capital. The Korean forces fled upon hearing 
the news. The capital fell. The Korean king Joseon Seonjo has fled to Pyongyang. More 


information is set to come.” 
On July 5, an urgent report from the imperial inspector of Eastern Liao: 


“Ultra Urgent! On July 3"¢, the Japanese forces continued their advance and are near 
Pyongyang. The defending general is a coward. He opened the gate and then fled. Pyongyang 
fell. Korean king Joseon Seonjo fled to Uiju.” 


On July 16, Shi Xing, the minister of war reported: 


“Since the invasion of the Japanese forces, in just two months, among eight roads in the 
entire country of Korea, seven have lost. Only Jeolla-do is intact. The Korean generals are inept 
and soldiers are not willing to fight. They collapse as soon as in contact with the enemy and 
flee everywhere. Now the Japanese army has arrived to the shores of the Yalu River. We need 
to decide as early as possible if we should send forces to Korea.” 


The most urgent moment had arrived. 
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The Onset of a Wild Scheme 


The answer had been revealed, but the cause took place seven years ago. 


In year thirteen (AD 1585) of Ten Thousand Seasons, when Brother Ten Thousand Seasons 
was on a hard foot march to the Temple of Heaven, several thousand lis away, Japan was 


reeling in a big turmoil. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi accepted the conferment of the title of kanpaku (equivalent to prime 
minister in ranking) by the Japanese emperor and became the top official in Japan. The 
Japanese Warring States period, which lasted for over two hundred years, ended. 


Japan was a country that enjoyed turmoil. The emperor was just a figure in name only. Real 
power rested in the shoguns of bakufus. In other words, whoever had troops, had power. But 
starting in 1467, because of their internal helter-skelters, the shoguns lost their control of the 


country. Then it became boisterous. 


In the Japanese system, under the emperor were the shoguns and under the shoguns were 
the daimyos, who were the local war lords. Given the emperor was an insignificant fart and 


now shoguns were out of fashion, it was daimyos’ turn to make their voices heard. 


Even daimyos were not much of a deal. Back then, as long as you occupied a territory, you 
were a daimyo. Japan was not a big country, but there were plenty of troublemakers. In an 
instant several dozens of daimyos could emerge. Everyone could proclaim a name and title 
and became the lord of a territory. Names like Kondo and Endo and Yamaguchi and 
Yamashita (all were names of places) that sounded vast but in fact many places were just small 


towns”, 


In derogatory terms, the so-called Warring States period that have been extensively 
documented in Japanese history books amounted nothing more than just the history of the 


* The names in the original text have been replaced using some Japanese names in English that bear similar meanings and 
more familiar to modern English readers. Many of the names mentioned in the original text don’t exist as modern Japanese 
names, although they might have existed before in the sixteenth century. It could also be possible that the author just made up 
some of the names in Chinese. 
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fighting among several dozens of county (some were just towns) magistrates. Finally the one 
that unified the county magistrates were just a peasant. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s original name was Kinoshita Tokichiro. Initially he was a farmer. 
Later, he couldn’t continue living as a farmer anymore and then he started a small business. At 
the time fighting happened everywhere so he became a soldier and earned a living under Oda 
Nobunaga, a county magistrate and daimyo. 


As chance had it, the man was neither a good farmer nor a business man, but he was good 
at fighting and strategizing. He started as a foot soldier, and then he became a lieutenant, 
captain, colonel, and brigadier. He advanced steadily and eventually became the number one 
confidant of Magistrate Oda. Because he had an ugly appearance and looked much like an ape, 
Magistrate Oda gave him a nickname, Monkey. 


At the time Magistrate Oda had already unified over half of Japan. Barring any accidents, 
once after all the other county magistrates had been eliminated, Brother Oda would become a 
shogun and then Brother Monkey should at least get a job as a county magistrate. 


But serendipity much favored the monkey. In 1582, when Magistrate Oda was resting in a 
temple, he was killed by one of his men named Akechi Mitsuhide. It was said in that evening, 
County Magistrate Oda was bothered by the foul smell of the fish presented to him by Town 
Magistrate Akechi and admonished the latter. Angered, the town magistrate killed the county 
magistrate (all because of this trivial matter, such a baneful mentality). In Japanese history, it’s 
called the Incident at Honno-ji. 


By now Kinoshita Tokichiro had changed his name. At first he took the name Kinoshita 
Hideyoshi. Now his name was Chikuzen Hideyoshi (and eventually changed his name to 
Toyotomi Hideyoshi). The Japanese attached their loyalties to whoever was able to feed them. 
It was common for people to change their names. There was nothing unusual about that. 


At the moment Town Magistrate Chikuzen was attacking County Magistrate Mouri in the 
Chugoku region. Once he got the news, he remained very calm. He kept the death secret and 
immediately withdrew to help. In Japanese history, it’s called the Big Reverse in Chugoku. 


Upon returning, Town Magistrate Chikuzen fought and defeated County Magistrate 
Akechi. Then he continued on his success and in Shizukatake he defeated his strongest rival 
Shibata Katsuie and acquired all the territories held by County Magistrate Akechi. In history it 
is called the Battle of Shizukatake. 


In the battle against Town Magistrate Shibata, seven outstanding generals emerged from 
the army of Town Magistrate Chikuzen. They fought bravely and later they were collectively 
called the Seven Spears of Shizukatake. 
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By the way, I’ve done some research. Among the seven, several of them used knives in the 
combat. So it seemed it was allowable to address X as the Knife of Shizukatake. But if they said 
those were spears then we have to call them spears. 


This is worth mentioning because among the seven spears, five were deeply involved in 
the war later that shook the heaven and earth. 


After that, Town Magistrate Chikuzen became unstoppable. He suppressed all the 
remaining county magistrates and finally unified Japan. He then got the emperor on board, 
changed his name to Toyotomi Hideyoshi, and gave himself the title of the elder of cabinet. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was a man of sinister desires. Ever since he became a town magistrate, 
he had been sighing to the sky and asking why he was limited to live just in Japan. In his view, 
for a genius like him, it wouldn’t be enough to show his prowess by just conquering a few 
cities. His worth could only be shown by conquering the entire world. 


Of course, Brother Monkey’s aim was only limited to Korea, China, India, and Southeast 
Asia. It was not because he was too cautious. It was really because he stayed days and nights 
on an island and his knowledge in geography was limited. He didn’t know what was France 
or Germany. To him, the world consisted of only those a few countries. 


Actually Brother Toyotomi was not an exception. In fact, the country of Japan had been rife 
with psychopaths of sinister desires. Later ones such as Konoe Fumimaro and Hideki Tojo 
were all men of the same ilk. In their minds, there had never been concepts of peaceful 
progress. They all felt what others had were better than they had and what they got from 
looting were better than what they produced. Their world views were also astonishingly 
consistent: 


To conquer the world, they must first conquer Asia, and to conquer Asia, they must first 
conquer China. 


Beginning with the grandfathers, to the grandsons, and then to the grandsons of the 
grandsons, for hundreds of years, the bastards were confined to the islands and dreamed the 
same dreams. But they never woke up from their dreams and that had to be something really 


rare. 
Toyotomi Hideyoshi is the most exquisite among the bastards. 


Ever after unifying Japan, Toyotomi Hideyoshi always had such these words lingering 


around his mouth: 
“T swear, in my life time, I’ll take Tang’s territories to our country.” 
The Tang here meant Ming. In Tang Dynasty, Japan sent large numbers of students to 


China. They brought back with them a lot of technologies, cultures, and even political systems. 
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Afterward Japanese always called China Tang. 


The unselfish help and wholehearted help of hundreds of years ago got back ambition, 


killing, and ravage in return. Comrades, please remember this truth: 
Take a close look at your recipient before you offer him help. 


But to occupy China, he had to first conquer Korea. Thus he began to negotiate with the 


Korean king Joseon Seonjo, who was asked to offer passage and help him to attack Ming. 


At the time Korea was not an independent country, but a dominion of Ming. The king had 
to submit to the Ming emperor and address Ming as the heavenly ruler and the Ming army as 
the heavenly force. Succession of kings and the designation of the crown prince, and even 
marriage, had to be first reported to Ming. Only after approval, could something be carried out. 


Thus, although the king Joseon Seonjo was a somewhat muddled man, on this key question 
he had the right sense. He sternly refused the Japanese envoy’s request. 


If being nice didn’t work, then rough would be on order. Toyotomi Hideyoshi immediately 
made the decision. First to attack Korea and then China! 


But just a few minutes into his soaring ambition, he got the news that his foster son, 
Toyotomi Hideyori, was against attacking Korea. His reason was surely words like world 
peace and people ought live peacefully, but Toyotomi Hideyoshi understood, his foster son 
just didn’t want to risk his life. 


Seized by a sudden impulse, he wrote a note and had it delivered to Toyotomi Hideyori. 
The note was an absolute proof that Toyotomi Hideyoshi had completely gone mad. 
Because in the note these were the only words written: 

In five years we’re going to take Ming and then you'll be the kanpaku of Ming. 

But reality proved he had a logical reason for being mad. 


Fairly speaking, Toyotomi Hideyoshi was a rare genius. He was born into an ordinary 
family. After decades of toil, he finally unified Japan. He was definitely not an ordinary man. 
In addition, inside Japan, the man was known as a consummate strategist. He never entered 
battles he wasn’t certain of winning. In the Warring States period, he commanded in several 
dozens of battles. Except those definite losing battles in which he covered retreats, he lost only 


once. 
By the way, in the only battle he was defeated, his enemy was Tokugawa Ieyasu. 
Before he decided to launch the war, Toyotomi Hideyoshi had mulled it for a long time. 


One of the most striking traits of a Japanese is they are scrupulous. For example, years later 
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ahead of the First Sino-Japanese War, they sent a large number of spies to China. The spies 
took many photos. The tonnage, crew, commander, calibers of the guns, and weaknesses of 
every ship of China’s North Sea Fleet were all recorded in detail. 


Then before the start of the Anti-Japanese War in World War II, their work was absolutely 
unmatched. They kept detailed personnel records of all the officers above the rank of brigadier 
general in the Chinese army. The personalities, combat habits, and even living habits about 
those generals were all clearly described. Even more stunning, the maps they made were more 
accurate than the maps made by Chinese. Even a small hill or a well was clearly marked. 
When Yan Xi Shan’s® troops ambushed Japanese forces, he went neither after prisoners nor 
ammunitions. The first task was to look for the Japanese army maps so that he could take them 
for his own use. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was always cautious. He felt so confident that he couldn’t help feeling 


confident even if he didn’t want to. 


The Japan of that time had recently achieved unification. Prior to that, the country had been 
in war for over a hundred years. In today’s lingo, fighting had become a way of life. Some 
samurais ate meals with chop sticks in one hand and swords in another hand. One would be 
able to immediately go out to kill upon being called. 


Not only that, the men were exceptionally brave. Before every battle, everyone wanted to 
be the vanguard (the first to attack). They often quarreled because of this. There were quite a 
few who committed suicide after being so infuriated when being denied the role of vanguard. 


In short, these men were a bunch of daredevils. 


Many may be surprised to know that the Japanese forces of that era were very well 
equipped with advanced weapons. In order to win over their enemies, they competed in 
importing advanced weapons. The sort of trinkets like knives and spears were out of fashion. 
Daimyos replaced their spears with guns and guns with cannon. Also, arms dealers like Wang 
Zhi did their best to smuggle weapons to Japan. By the end of the Warring States period, Japan 
already had a large force equipped with fire arms. 


In battle tactics, the Japanese forces also made significant advances. In 1575, Oda 
Nobunaga started a decisive battle in Nagashino. His enemy was Takeda Katsuyori, the son of 
Takeda Shingen, who was well known as the number one warlord of the Warring States, 
whose main forces were cavalries. They used Sun Tzu’s dictums of four-likes, wind, woods, 
fire, and mountain, as their combat banners. They possessed exceptional fighting prowess. 
Being not able to win against cavalries, after a long reflection, Oda Nobunaga invented the 


°° Yan Xi Shan was a regional war lord who controlled northwest of China in the 1930s and 1940s. 
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three-row formation. 


With regard to this formation, we have described it previously. Because the range of 
harquebus was limited and it also needed time to reload, the troops were divided into three 
rows. While the first row fired, the second and third rows reloaded. Thus a continuous fire 
could be maintained and was effective against cavalries. 


Although even two hundred years earlier, Mu Ying, one of Ming’s founding generals first 
invented the tactic, at least in Japan, County Magistrate Oda was entitled to his patent. In 
addition, comparing to Prussia’s Frederick II, he was still over a hundred years early. 


Overall, the fighting capability, equipment, and tactics of the Japanese forces had achieved 
a very high level. So high that it was enough to make Toyotomi Hideyoshi proud. 


On the contrary, Japan’s enemies were relatively weak. 


Since the Glorious Revolution of Li Cheng Gui and the founding of the Li Dynasty, there 
had been no war in Korea. “After two hundred years of peace, people don’t know what 
soldiering is.” The army was just a place to earn a living. The quality of the troops was very 
bad. They were even not as good as militias. 


Although Korea was very inferior on military affairs, on political struggles, there was not a 
moment of rest. Comparing to the struggles in Ming, they were not a bit less ferocious. In the 
Court, there were two factions. They were called the Party of the East and the Party of the 
West. After some rankling, the Party of the East was split into the Faction of the South and the 
Faction of the North. Now they had a table east, west, north, and south, enough to start a 
mahjong game. 


That was overall the situation. Korea was in a complete mess. They would fight northward 
if ordered to fight southward. They knew which was east or west. In such a situation, it would 
be hard for you not to get touched by someone. 


Meanwhile, China, Japan’s other enemy, was rather an interesting one. 


Thanks to the absence of telegraphs and cameras, the lack of wealth in Japan, and the out of 
style clothing of Japanese, even if spies tried to blend in in China, they would probably be 
deported back as vagabonds. Thus information about China was mostly collected from the 


Japanese bandits. 


The information that most influenced Toyotomi Hideyoshi was no doubt from the 
following conversation. 


It took place in 1585, soon after he became the kanpaku. By accident, he met a man, whose 
name was not known and once worked at Wang Zhi’s Company of Pirates, Ltd. In order to 
find out the strength of Ming, he met with this fellow a few times to inquiry him about the 
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strength of Ming forces. 
The fellow replied this way: 


“T joined a team of over three hundred people. We looted in Fujian for a year. We were 


unstoppable wherever we went. Then we all came back unscathed.” 
Having finished his boasting, the fellow also issued a remark: 


“Tang is afraid of Japan like sand being flushed by water and bamboo stalks being split by 
swords. We'll be unstoppable.” 


In addition, he severely criticized Ming’s corrupted politics and officials and the plight and 
timidity of ordinary people. In summary, Ming was a rotten tomato and would rot by itself 
even without being squeezed. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was very pleased. He was convinced. 


To be fair, the fellow was probably telling the truth. In general, law-abiding citizens were 
not likely to be willing to become bandits, who were mostly lumpen-proletariats and were 
naturally discontent against the government. 


As to his claim that he robbed for a year unscathed, it was probably also truth. But that 
wasn’t necessarily an indication of the prowess or the inability of the Ming army. The business 
of pirating was a guerrilla war fair that was done by firing a shot at one place and moving to 
the next place. If something like a base was to be established, it would mean the demise of 
them in just a few days. 


The only claim that was questionable was perhaps the last a few words. Sand flushed by 
water and bamboos split by swords were later indeed proven true, just that the subject was 
different. 


But it has to be admitted that Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s assessment of China’s situation was 
mostly correct. China at the time had lost the youthfulness that was exhibited at the founding 
of the dynasty. There were confusions in thoughts and organizations. The government was 
corrupt. Except model armies such as the Qi Army, all the other remaining military units had 
essentially become armies of peasants, thanks to exaggerated reporting of personnel and lack 
of training. Except farming, they had no other skills. 


Winning was guaranteed regardless looking at it from any angle, in the attack of Ming that 
was corrupt and rife with infighting with soldiers who had rich combat experience and 
werent afraid of death and advanced weapons and tactics. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was very optimistic. He had no reason to be pessimistic. 


But he was wrong. Even by utilizing economic principles by inputting all the data about 
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Ming into a computer and using a mathematical model in order to prove his certain success, he 
would also definitely lose. 


He didn’t understand the Chinese people. 


Several hundred years later, in 1937, the Japanese decided to start a war because they 
thought it was impossible for them to lose. Back then, Japan was wealthier than China. Her 
soldiers were better trained. Her weapons were more advanced. They had Mitsubishi Heavy 
Industries. They had Model Zero fighters. They had aircraft carriers. But China was in turmoil. 
Warlords fought each other. Mobs ruled society. Most people were illiterate and were timid. 
There was essentially no heavy industry. Aircrafts were numbered. A few shabby boats wafted 
in the Yangtze River. People were restless and disorganized. 


They told the world they only needed three months to conquer China. 
They invaded. They fought for eight years. And they lost the war. 
They didn’t understand the Chinese people. 

Our people is the most resilient people in the world. 


The so-called the Four Big Ancient Civilizations don’t deserve the title. The so-called 
Egyptian civilization, the so-called Euphrates-Tigris civilization, and the so-called Indian 
civilization have all been destroyed for Nth times in the long river of history. Arians, Jews, 
Arabs, and Mughs came and went. They have all lost their original identities, not to mention 
their cultures. 


China is the only civilization that has been able to do it. Although there have been changes 
and conflicts, our culture and core have always continued. For thousands of years, regardless 
of the hardships, dire situations, and formidable enemies, we have never been truly conquered. 
For a thousand years, it has always been so. 

She is a people of foibles and bad habits. But she is also a people of good traits and forward 


thoughts. Her potential cannot be calculated using economics and statistics and it’s also 
impossible to calculate. 


Only after they came in, were they surprised to find out that in almost overnight, 
everything changed. Warlords became united. Mobsters behaved themselves. Illiterates 
couldn’t read but they refused to become collaborators. Even timid people sometimes became 


brave. 


Everything had been etched in the marrows of our bones. We are strong, brave, and 
fearless. 


The Japanese didn’t know, and they failed. That was so before, now, and will be so in the 
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future. 


No need to be reminded and no forgetfulness, that’s the intrinsic nature of a great people. 


A Korean genius 
On May 21* of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), in Nagoya. 
Toward the Korean Strait, Toyotomi Hideyoshi put down his biggest and last bet of his life. 


A hundred fifty thousand Japanese troops departed from Fukuoka, Nagoya, and the Strait 
of Naito. They advanced to the same target, in order to realize one man’s wild ambition. 


In fact the transportation cost of this action wasn’t high. Just half a year later, a formidable 
enemy would appear across the strait and save the cost of their return tickets. 


But if it was the biggest gambol of his life, and he surely had to bet all he had. 


The Japanese invasion force consisted of the best trained troops in Japan. It totaled a 
hundred fifty thousand men and was divided into nine corps, which were commanded by 


nine very unique men. They were: 
The first corps: Konishi Yukinaga, with eighteen thousand men. 
The second corps: Kato Kiyomasa, with twenty two thousand men. 
The third corps: Kuroda Nagamasa, with twelve thousand men. 
The fourth corps: Shimazu Yoshihiro, with fourteen thousand and five hundred men. 
The fifth corps: Fukushima Masanori, with twenty five thousand men. 
The six corps: Kobayakawa Takakage , with fifteen thousand men. 
The sevenths corps: Mouri Masumoto, with thirty thousand men. 
The eighth corps: Utaka Hidenaga, with eleven thousand men. 
The ninth corps: Hashiba Shu, with eleven thousand men. 


The names and troop numbers of the devils are listed here because there are some secrets 


in them. 
The names of the nine devil officers seemed to be of no significance to Chinese people. But 


in Japan, these names reverberated like thunder and had unusual origins. 


First of all, the fact that they had names meant something. In Japan, names were luxury 
items and only nobles had names. Ordinary people couldn’t afford to have names. When a 
child was born, he was basically just given a nickname like Taro or Jiro (similar to Doggie or 
Kitty). Those names would accompany them for their entire lives. 
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Not until Meiji Restoration when the emperor felt it was a disgrace to him for having a 
bunch of Doggies and Kitties under him, then he issued an order that required people to 
register their names. Of course, as on what names they would give themselves, they decided 


on their own. 
A raucous ensued. 


On the issue of naming oneself (including the surname), the Japanese people fully 
exhibited the spirit of making do with whatever came in handy. They neither consulted 
dictionaries, nor waited. So they utilized what was available. For example, if you lived next to 
a hill, then you gave yourself the surname of Yamashita. If you lived nearby a well, you 
adopted the surname Inoue. If you owned land, then your surname would be Tanaka. 


The nine fellows were surely unique. Their names were of meanings. In fact, they were all 
considered “celebrity generals” in Japan. 


Among them, Konishi Yukinaga, the commander of the first corps, was Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi’s confidant. Among the nine, he was well educated and was also a man of high 


military attainment. 


He was also very unique. Although he was a devil, he was rather far advanced in culture 
awareness. He believed neither Buddhism nor Shintoism (a Japanese native religion). Instead, 
he was a Christian. He followed weekly religious service. Others recited Amitabha and he 
recited God bless. 


Kato Kiyomasa, commander of the second corps, and Fukushima Masanori, commander of 
the fifth corps, were staunch brothers of each other. They were members of the previously 
mentioned Seven Spears of Shizukatake. They ranked second and first respectively. 


The two men were renowned as the famous generals of the world in Japan. During the 
Warring States period they achieved great military accomplishments. They were known for 
their bravery and fighting ability. The two were also Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s foster sons and 
were absolutely loyal to him. But they were not well educated. Essentially they were half 
illiterate. 


Kuroda Nagamasa, commander of the third corps, was known as the “Virtuoso of Military 
Strategies”. It was said he was well read in military strategies. His father was Kuroda Kanbee, 
who was one of Toyotomi Hidyoshi’s two main strategists. He was acclaimed as number one 
in intelligence in Japan. 

Kobayakawa Takakage, commander of the sixth corps, and Mouri Masumoto were 
relatives. More specifically, Kobayakawa Takakage was Mouri Masumoto’s uncle. To grab 
some inheritance and change one’s name to become a foster son was understandable. In Japan 
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of that era, names were worthless. There were people who changed their names a dozen times 


in a year. 


Kobayakawa Takakage was also a celebrity in Japan. He was dubbed as the Number One 
Smart General of Chugoku. It was said he was exceptionally intelligent and would rival 
Toyotomi Hideyoshi in intelligence. 


The last one we drag out to comment is Shimazu Yoshihiro. 


We mention this man the last because he was a very unique man. As to his uniqueness, you 
will know soon. 


We don’t need to comment the remainder because this will be the only time for their 
appearance. Later they would have no opportunity to appear and essentially they are good- 
for-nothings. Despite they were acclaimed like gods in Japan, reality showed a good-for- 


nothing was still a good-for-nothing even if he was extolled a thousand times. 


The men that I mention here were all legendary figures in Japan and were extolled as gods. 
Almost everyone was considered brave and intelligent and they were the pride of Japan. They 
were the spokesmen of the Japan’s Warring States period. As to the actual effects of them in 
combat? ...... 


But we have to admit when the elites in the Japanese domestic wars arrived in Korea, they 
indeed showed they were the elites. 


On May 22", Konishi Yukinaga, the first corps and the vanguard of the Japanese force 
launched the attack. It took them only two hours to take Busan. Then they were unstoppable 
and defeated all the Korean forces. In just half a month they reached Seoul. Kato Kiyomasa 
and Kuroda Nagamasa, the second and third corps, followed immediately. They fought all the 
way to Pyongyang and pushed the Korean king to the shores of the Yalu River. 


Don’t blame me for being lazy for the description being so brief here. There is really 
nothing I can do. Perusing the history records of the three countries about this period, 
everything can be summarized in one word, landslide. 


In summary, it was all about the Korean troops fled nonstop and the Japanese chased 
nonstop. Even when the Japanese troops weren't chasing, Korean troops fled nonetheless. 
Seoul was left undefended, so was Pyongyang. If a war was fought in this way, it’s really 


tough to create a positive image. 


But the ensuing events fully proved that it was not that the Japanese army was too strong 
but rather the Korean army was too weak. In the two hundred years since the founding of the 
dynasty, they didn’t even have bandits to fight against much. Except tormenting among 
themselves in political struggles, perhaps all they did was gnawing some ginsengs leisurely. 
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But that allowed the Japanese generals to establish martial reputations. In numerous 
Japanese history records, such as The Unofficial History of Japan and War History of Japan, edited 
by the Staff Headquarters of the Japanese Army, the Japanese generals were descried as gods 
descended on earths. It seemed strategies that resulted in their enemies’ demises came out in 
their idle talks. 


Most notably was Kato Kiyomasa, commander of the second corps. The man was 
exceptionally cruel. There were no records of his extraordinary performance in battlefields, but 
he savored in killing civilians. He slaughtered and burned cities. But in history records, he was 
described as being known far and wide and achieved great accomplishments. He was also 
given the nickname Kato the Tiger. Such kind of psyche can only be attributed to 
shamelessness. 


Of course, the nature of the people of Japan is that once they embarked on a road, they 
won't stop until they are at the end. Such nature prevents them from giving up the shameless 
mindset. In The Rape of Nanking, the two low level officers who used the samurai to kill 
unarmed civilians were acclaimed as heroes of the Competition of a Hundred Kills and were 
treated as the embodiment of the Bushido spirit. They returned to Japan (after the war they 
were dragged back to China and shot) and told their “glorious stories” to Japanese elementary 
school children. They received enthusiastic welcomes. Numerous new generations of 
shameless ones come into beings with this sort of training. 


Showing their martial prowess in Korea was nothing more than just the strong bully the 
weak. Combat achievements were nothing more than slaughtering civilians. Hidden behind all 
these were only these words, bully the weak and avoid the strong. 


Four months later when that powerful enemy appeared, all the halos over their heads 
would disappear. They would be exposed without their camouflages. The so-called renowned 
Japanese generals would get the chance to know their true abilities and the true meaning of 
being strong. 


Now, Joseon Seonjo, the Korean king, who had been driven to the shores of the Yalu River, 
had no time to ponder. He only knew if he allowed himself to be pursued like he had been, his 
only recourse was to jump into the river. He immediately dispatched his envoy and made a 
request to Ming. He asked he be allowed to cross the river and take refuge. 


Crossing the river and taking refuge was nothing but taking asylum. But nonetheless 
Comrade Joseon Seonjo’s asylum request was still unique. Usually there was a time limit 
associated with taking refuge, so after some time if it was time for him to return, he had to 
return. But the fellow seemed to have no such plan. He was very excited and expressed the 


voice of his heart in a very sincere statement: 
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“Td rather die in my home country than in the hands of enemy!” 
Such was the unusually profound realization. 
In other words, once he was there he would not return. 


Of course Joseon Seonjo was not a fool. He was a king but he couldn’t help in becoming a 
refugee. In a time span of two months, seven out of the eight roads were lost. He had been 
hotly pursued. If he fled further, he had to jump into the river. What could he have done if he 
didn’t ask for his big brother Ming. 


That was the only choice out of no choices. 


But in fact Joseon Seonjo was just too pessimistic. Although now Korea was shattered, she 


was not dead. 
Thanks to the existence of one man, she was not dead. 


Two hundred years of peace numbed the nerves of countless number of people. Generals 
and soldiers didn’t know how to fight. Wave after wave, everyone went into politics. When 
they met the professional Japanese fighters, it was really normal for them to lose so bad and so 
quickly. 

But at the crucial moment, Heaven aided Korea and sent them the only hope, Yi Sun-sin. 


Yi Sun-sin’s courtesy name was Ru Xie and he was a native of Deshui. In that bitter and 
bloody war, many were extolled as celebrity generals (most of them were the bunch of 
Japanese). But in my opinion, only four of them deserved the acclamations extolled on them. 


Yi Sun-sin was one of them. 


Actually Yi Sun-sin was born into a Korean royal family and thus had a high status. 
Usually for someone with such kind of background, he would have long gone to Seoul to 
engage in political fights. But Yi Sun-sin was an exception. After graduating from the martial 
exam, he went to the frontier. In there, he met some very capable enemies, the Jurchens. 


But when faced against the enemy cavalry, Yi Sun-sin performed unexceptionally. He was 
often defeated. Although through years of combats he accumulated a lot of experience in 
military affairs, at least at that time, not many regarded him with respect. Titles like National 
Hero or Military Genius had nothing to do with him. 

But opportunity finally came. Soon, with the recommendation by Ryo Seong-ryong, the 
Korean prime minister, he was promoted to adjunct and acquired a new job, the naval 
governor of the Jeolla-do. 


It was in this job his entire life changed. 


In this world, all prominent generals have the tactics and military branch that best suited 


247 


The Onset of a Wild Scheme 


them. Offense, defense, formation, infantry, and cavalry were all different. In Jeolla-do, Yi Sun- 
sin finally found that naval warfare enabled him to demonstrate his talent that belonged to 
him. 

On naval battle tactics, he had understanding that was unmatched by others. He studied 
and researched many naval tactics. Under his command, the navy was constantly trained. 
Although the army was a mess, the Korean navy was in a presentable and decent shape. 


Of course, being presentable and decent was in comparison against the Korean army. 
Relatively speaking, the Japanese navy was far more powerful. 


Japan is an island nation, who pays a great deal of attention to her naval force. Three 
hundred years later, she was even able to tug against the wealthy and powerful United States 
for several years on the Pacific Ocean and was able to inflict serious harms to her enemy. Her 
strength was indeed extraordinary. 


During the Warring States Period, the Japanese navy was also very powerful, thanks to its 
popular base, the pirates. 


One survives on mountains when living in mountains. One survives on water when living 
on water. Inland brothers could fight each other out aiming to grab lands. Living on the sea 
meant working as a pirate. Fleets from Korea, Southeast Asia, and even Japan were attacked if 
they sailed through. They were somewhat internationalists. The Warring States fought each 
other for over a hundred years and the pirates looted for over a hundred years. 


In this period, only one man was out of consideration. He was Boss Wang, Wang Zhi. One 
had to know that the fellow was in the arms smuggling business. Anyone dared to rob him 
meant only one thing, he was bored of living. There would be no waste of words, he’d be 
blown away by cannon. 


On this point, the Japanese brothers had a very clear understanding. For a long time, they 
had been adhering to their tradition, bully the weak and fear the strong. Thus later when the 
United States defeated Japan and committed all kinds of outrageous acts with impunity on the 


Japanese soil, the Japanese people still admired and revered the United States. 
Thousands of words can be rephrased into one sentence: one can only be subdued by force. 


Among the pirates, the most powerful one was undoubtedly the Japanese navy 
commander Kuki Yoshitaka. The man had been pirating on the sea for decades and had rich 
experiences in naval battles. Later he joined Oda Nobunaga. He performed exceptionally well 
against Mouri Masumoto (the commander of the seventh corps), the most powerful warlord of 
the Warring States period, thus making significant contributions to the unification of Japan. 


Afterwards he was incorporated into the Japanese navy (he continued to do what he was 
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doing, just that he was doing it under different names) and was dubbed the number one 
general of the Japanese navy. 


The Japanese navy was also decently equipped. Although Japan was not as good as Ming 
in the technologies in building large ships, Japan was quite good at building war ships. 
Japanese war ships could be as tall as thirty or forty feet. Besides being equipped with large 
number of cannon, the ships were also installed with iron sheets, which were known as “iron 
clads” and offered good protection to the ships. Regular guns and arrows were useless against 
them. 


Naturally, with such naval power, the Japanese forces didn’t take their enemy seriously. As 
soon as the war started, the entire Japanese navy of over twenty thousand men and over seven 
hundred ships launched a general assault on Korea. 


Overall, the Japanese war plan was divided into two steps. First, starting from Busan, they 
would first defeat Korea’s South Sea Navy, the main Korean navy force. Next, after the Korea 
forces were destroyed, they would turn toward the west and enter the Yellow Sea. They would 


then join the army and annihilate Korea, as a preparation to attack China. 


Besides Kuki Yoshitaka, the Japanese navy also had Todo Takatora, Kato Yoshiaki and 
Wakisaka Yasuharu as its commanders. The three were all seasoned fighters and Kato 
Yoshiaki and Wakisaka Yasuharu were members of the “Shizukatake Seven” and highly 
experienced in combats. 


With such equipment and command leadership, Toyotomi Hideyoshi was confident that 
the Korean forces would immediately collapse at the first contact and Korea would be 
suppressed in days. 


Matters progressed more smoothly than he thought. When the Japanese navy appeared, 
the Korean navy didn’t resist at all. They fled without even firing a shot. Won Gyun, the 
commander-in-chief of the Korean navy, was the first to take flight. That was essentially all the 
main Korean navy could do. 


Having achieved its main strategic goal, the Japanese navy planned to execute the next step, 
enter the Yellow Sea and join the army to make a combined land and sea assault to destroy the 


Korean army. 


The previous victory thrilled the Japanese. In their minds, the Korean navy had been 
destroyed. Then it would be just a matter of time before they would reach their destination. 


But they were wrong. The path from Busan to the Yellow Sea wouldn’t be an easy one. 
That’s because between the two points, there was a place named Jeolla-do. 


When the news of Japanese invasion arrived, Yi Sun-sin was enraged. But he was also 
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excited. As a soldier, his job was to fight. He had been waiting for this moment for a long time. 


Toward the direction of the Japanese navy’s invasion, Yi Sun-sin departed with his fleet. 
He had no idea where he would meet the enemy. He only knew the moment the two navies 
met would be the moment when his name would be known to the world! 


On June 16 of year nineteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1591), Yi Sun-sin arrived at the 
starting point of his brilliant life, the Okpo Sea. 


Staying here were nearly a hundred ships commanded by Todo Takatora, the commander- 
in-chief of the Japanese navy. When Yi Sun-sin suddenly appeared, at first he was indeed 
startled. But in an instant, he became calm again. 


The enemy didn’t look much noticeable. 


Having been sidelined, Yi Sun-sin didn’t become the commander-in-chief of the Korean 
navy, and he didn’t have sufficient number of troops. The number of ships under his 
command totaled less than a hundred. In addition, for this expedition, the size of his fleet was 
even more insignificant. When looked from afar, it consisted of just dozens of board house 
boats (boats that looked like board houses). They looked large but were of no practical use. 
They were not matches against the Japanese iron clads. 


Todo Takatora laughed. He had seen the main Korean navy, let alone these small fish and 
shrimps. 


Yi Sun-sin also laughed. He knew victory was already in his hands. 
In my hands, I have a weapon that'll guarantee my victory. 


The ensuing development showed that Yi Sun-sin’s most lethal talent was not in 
commanding the navy, but engineering design. 


Battle prowess of turtles 


Todo Takatora didn’t hesitate. He immediately issued the order. Dozens of iron clads 
began to attack Yi Sun-sin. 


Because the enemy ships looked not much worthy of attention, the Japanese ships didn’t 
even bother to fire their cannon. They simply rushed toward the enemy. They seemed to think 
they simply had to ram and it would be a waste of cannon balls to deal with these flimsy ships. 


But when the Japanese ships got close to the Korean ships, they were surprised to see the 
board houses on the ships suddenly unfolded. A completely new kind of battle ships thus 
made their debut in history. 


Standing at the front of the Japanese fleet was Commander Yoshinori Hitoshi. At the first 
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moment upon seeing the grotesque creature that had never been seen before, he immediately 
shouted in astonishment: 


“Turtles! Turtles!” 


We have to admit the fellow had the right sense. Although this was the first time he saw 
the ships, he was able to accurately call out the name of the secret weapon. 


Turtle ships were also called armored turtle ships. The entire ship, from the main hull to 
the roof was all covered with armor. Because the bow shaped much like the head of a turtle, it 
was dubbed turtle ship. 


In today’s jargons, the ship was constructed as a closed structure. When a soldier entered 
the ship, he was like entering a safe. His head was covered by armor, which was useful to fend 
off enemy’s bullets and cannon balls. At peace time it fended off rains. It was both convenient 


and useful. 


Although such a ship looked very much like a turtle, in reality it was something much 


rougher than a turtle in actual use. It was something that meant to take human lives. 


Around a turtle ship there were over seventy embrasures that were used to fire shots, 
which were designed to attack enemy from a distance. Then, both at the bow and stern, sharp 
poles were installed for the purpose of ramming enemy ships. If you weren’t shot to death, 
you'd be rammed to death. 


In addition, at the bow a large caliber and powerful cannon was installed. Even rarer was 
that Yi Sun-sin learned from squids by creatively inventing smoke bombs. When pursuing 
enemy, the turtle head would be used to shoot cannon. If the situation was not favorable, the 


mouth of the turtle head would release thick smokes to provide cover for a retreat. 


That was the thing that shot from distance and rammed in close up. It was able to flee if it 


failed to win. If it was called a super turtle, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration. 


But actually this kind of fully enclosed ships had a vulnerability. Because it was not 
watched by anyone outside, if it got close to an enemy ship and someone jumped atop of it, it 
would be very troublesome if it was knocked and smashed and set afire. 


Of course the vulnerability was just theoretical. To prevent someone from jumping atop of 
it, Yi Sun-sin, with careful due consideration, installed numerous iron hooks, nails around the 
hull, in order to ensure that anyone who dared to jump over would be thoroughly punctured 
and penetrated at the first moment. 


In summary, the turtle was capable of firing cannon, firing gunshots, and ramming. It had 
spikes all around its body. In unfavorable situations, it was capable of releasing smoke and 
fleeing. Except being able to bite people, it was essentially a turtle of all utilities. 
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Later naval scientists were in agreement in thinking that at the time, turtle ships were some 
of the most powerful naval ships in the world. 


Of course Todo Takatora didn’t know such a conclusion. He only knew he had more men 
and bigger ships and had the advantage. After a moment of observation, he issued order of a 
general assault. 


But just an hour later, he had to issue a second order, abandon ships. 
The battle could be only described in one phrase, horrible to watch. 


At the same moment when Todo Takatora issued the order of attack, Yi Sun-sin also issued 
an order of attack. Twenty turtle ships roared angrily at the same time. In an instant five 
enemy ships were struck and sunk. 


Yoshinori Hitoshi, the Japanese commander was stunned. But an unsophisticated man is 
usually brave. He then ordered Japanese ships to continue to move forward and attack in 


order to push the enemy ships back. 
But something he could have not anticipated happened. Not only did the turtle ships not 


retreat, on the contrary, they got closer. Now the Japanese force saw the situation was not 
good. They fired their guns toward the turtle ships, but all to no avail. 


What ensued would be a natural consequence. The Japanese ships were either shot and 
then sunk or rammed to pieces. Sailors jumped into the water one after another. A few 
daredevils tried to hop over and basically became human string beads. A few unlucky ones 
got stuck on the turtle ships and were dragged back to Korean ports, after thoroughly 
experiencing a good exercise in wave surfing. 


Seeing he was about to be finished, Todo Takatora abandoned his ship and fled after 
coming ashore. The Battle of the Okpo Sea ended with the victory of the Korean navy. 

In this battle, twenty six Japanese naval ships were sunk with nearly a thousand men killed 
or wounded. Except one suffered minor injury, the Korean navy didn’t suffer any loss. 

The Japanese navy finally suffered a defeat. Kuki Yoshitaka was shocked. But reality 
proved it was only the beginning of a series of nightmares for him. 

On June 17, one day after the Battle of the Okpo Sea, Yi Sun-sin took his fleet to 
Chokchinpo. Here he met Kato Yoshiaki’s affiliate fleet, which had total of thirteen ships. 


But at the start of the battle, even Yi Sun-sin was surprised. These Japanese were sensible 
men. Even before he commenced firing, they voluntarily abandoned ships, went ashore, and 
retreated in haste. All the ships they once sailed were sunk. 


Before the sunken Japanese ships and the hasty retreating Japanese, all doubts were erased 
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from Yi Sun-sin’s mind. He finally saw in this era and in here, he would be invincible. 


Yi Sun-sin continued his advancement toward all waters the Japanese navy frequented. He 


would destroy the enemy wherever the enemy was found! 


On July 8, Yi Sun-sin arrived at Port of Sishui and discovered twelve enemy ships. He 
attacked and the enemy was annihilated. 


On July 10, Yi Sun-sin arrived in Dangpo and discovered twenty one enemy ships. He 
attacked and annihilated the enemy. The fleet commander, Makoto Ayai, a daimyo from 
Kyushu was killed. 


On July 12, Yi Sun-sin ran into the main fleet commanded by the Japanese commander-in- 
chief Kato Yoshiaki. The two sides engaged. Thirty three Japanese ships were sunk. Kato’s 
main force was decimated. 


On July 15, Yi Sun-sin arrived in the waters of Busan and discovered a Japanese fleet. He 


sank four and captured three ships. Then he left. 


After this battle, Yi Sun-sin left nonchalantly. To him, among the five sea battles, the one on 
July 15 was the smallest in scale with the least result. Thus he left without even bothering to 
clean the battlefield or gathering souvenirs. But actually he made a mistake. 


Yi Sun-sin didn’t know while he was yawning and urging a speedy return, a man was 
standing on the shore and hopelessly looked at him in his back. Then he drew out his sword 
and committed seppuku. 


The man’s name was Kurushima Michifusa. If Kuki Yoshitaka was the number one well 
known naval commander in Japan, then he was probably number two. 


The fellow had also been a pirate previously, who had dominated the Chugoku region for 
years and no one dared to challenge him. Even super warlords like Oda Nobunaga and Mouri 
Motonari had to yield to him to some extent. But before Yi Sun-sin, he, his fleet, and his self- 
esteem, completely collapsed. 

Actually Brother Kurushima was just too fragile. In fact he was not the only one who had 
been defeated by Yi Sun-sin so badly and had to commit suicide. 

Kurushima Michifusa’s death and the string of defeats finally awoke the Japanese navy and 
saw that the man named Yi Sun-sin was an insurmountable obstacle. 

The Japanese were well organized. When they had a problem they couldn’t resolve, they 
reported up level by level. Eventually it reached Toyotomi Hideyoshi. Upon receiving the 
report, Boss Toyotomi was furious. A man with a few dozen ships chased all of you around? 
Idiots! 
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But cursing wouldn’t solve the problem. Thus he personally created a strategy. He issued 
an order, had all the naval ships concentrated, and searched for Yi Sun-sin’s navy for a final 
decisive battle. The detailed plan was: 


As the vanguard, Wakisaka Yasuharu commanded the first column, which consisted of 
seventy ships. 


As reinforcement, Kato Yoshiaki commanded the second column, which had thirty ships. 
As reserve, Kuki Yoshitaka commanded the third column, which had forty ships. 


The three columns formed a triangle and advanced toward Jeolla-do. They were given a 
month to find Yi Sun-sin’s main force and completely destroy it. 


Kuki Yoshitaka (who had de-facto command of the Japanese navy) accepted the task and 
immediately organized the fleet and departed. A hundred forty ships sailed toward Jeolla-do 
in pomp and grandeur. Now their first task was to find Yi Sun-sin. 


Kuki Yoshitaka thought with the strength he had, Yi Sun-sin wouldn’t be able to resist. 
What worried him the most was that Yi Sun-sin would flee upon hearing the news and 


decided to fight a guerrilla war. That would be troublesome. 
Actually his worry was unnecessary, very unnecessary. 


The combined fleet, determined not to fight a guerrilla war, rushed forward toward Jeolla- 
do. But just half way, they were able to get their wish fulfilled ahead of time, because Yi Sun- 
sin was right in front of them. 


Upon receiving the news of the Japanese general attack, Yi Sun-sin was ecstatic. He already 
got bored of small piecemeal fights. And he immediately took his main naval force and arrived 
in Hansan Island in the road of Geyongsang and found the men he was looking for. 


Although Yi Sun-sin was a little too anxious and the Japanese commanders all had their 
jaws dropped, if everyone was already there, then let the fight begin. 


There is no need to describe it in detail. I can’t help it. It’s really not worth describing in 
detail. In just four short hours, the battle was over. The Japanese fleet was almost completely 
annihilated. Fifty nine ships were sunk. The three Japanese commanders, Kuki Yoshitaka, Kato 
Yoshiaki, and Wakisaka Yasuharu, led the flight. Two Japanese generals, who couldn't 
withstand the shock, committed seppuku. Nearly a thousand Japanese soldiers drowned. In 
history, it’s called the Victory of Hansan. 


In summary, that was how the Japanese navy, which have been aggrandized and deified, 
and its famous generals, behaved. Horrible is not enough a word to describe it. 


Thwarted by Yi Sun-sin, Japan’s attempt to advance on both land and sea was shattered. 
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Attack from the sea was temporarily paused. Yi Sun-sin, relying on his talent, accomplished 
the grand achievement. 


But there was only one Yi Sun-sin and the Korean people couldn’t move to live on the 
ocean. The places that would have been lost were still lost and people who would have fled 
still fled. Korea was going soon to be conquered and there was nothing Yi Sun-sin could do. 


Japanese history records have always extolled this period of her “glorious history”. The 
propaganda and hype of those generals are especially on the mark. In The History of Japan’s 
Warring States, there is such a very euphemistic statement: 


The brilliant stars of celebrated Japanese generals shine on Korea’s night sky like daylight. 


Then the electronic games and movies about Warring States spare no efforts in glorifying 
the generals of the states. The commanders who were in the Korean War are also emblazoned 


like they were gods. 


I also had been fooled for a long time. Not until one day when I put aside the games and 
movies and opened the ancient history records on Japan and Korea, was I finally able to 
confirm the validity of this phrase: doing is the only way to verify a truth. 


In the initial period of the war, because Korea’s government forces were simply too weak, 
the so-called celebrated Japanese generals could win any fight, which enabled them to attract 
all the spotlights. But very soon, they discovered things were not so simple. 


The first to come to this realization was Kobayakawa Takakage. The general who was 
famed for his intelligence in Japan led his sixth corps to attack Jeonju. By now the place was 


devoid of the main Korean force. So now he came to “clean up the remnants of the enemy”. 


But the result was surprising. The “remnants of the enemy” managed to appear on his own. 
It was Gwon Ryul, the governor of Gwangju. 


The fellow was not well known and he was truly a remnant. His troops were defeated and 
scattered. As the governor of Gwangju, he took two thousand men, the remainder of his troops 
and fled to Jeonju. In there he started a guerrilla war. 


In a war between a famed intelligent general and an unknown little soldier, elite troops 
versus guerrillas, there was nowhere to hide when gongs and drums were shown. Not much 
one could do but fight. 


This is the result. After several hours of combat, the Japanese force was soundly defeated. 
Over five hundred were killed. Kobayakawa Takakage led the flight. Governor Gwon didn’t 
pursue. He had too few troops at hand. In history, it is called the Victory of Ichi. 


That was just a fight against “remnants of the enemy”. We’re not done yet. The next one 
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was even more miserable. What he encountered were militias. 
The more miserable fellow was Fukushima Masanori. 


On August 20 of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Fukushima Masanori 
and his troops marched toward the direction of Xinning. On his way he met an army of 
civilian volunteers led by Kwon Jung-soo and a big battle ensued. 


In the heated battle, thanks to Fukushima Masanori’s poor command, the superior 
Japanese force managed to get defeated by the militias. Large quantities of weapons and 
provisions were abandoned. The entire army had to retreat. 


On the heel of Fukushima Masanori’s defeat, the militias gave chase and retook 
Yeongcheon, Uiseong, and Andong. The “celebrated general” Fukushima Masanori retreated 
in defeat and had to set up a defense in Gyeongju. 


Comparing to his uncle Takakage, nephew Mouri Masumoto fared no better. He also lost 


to militias. 


On August 14 of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Mouri Masumoto and 
Ankokuji Ekei led the seventh corps’ advance toward Jeonju. Because government troops had 
all fled, militia leader Huang Fu fought against the enemy. After a day of fierce fighting, the 
Japanese force suffered heavy casualties and had to retreat. 


The next unlucky one was Kuroda Nagamasa. 


On September 9 of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), an army of volunteers 
from Chungcheong, led by Jo Heon, attacked Kuroda Nagamasa’s third corps. After a fierce 
battle, Kuroda Nagamasa lost. 


Not only did he lose, his loss was more complete than the previous ones. Not only was he 
defeated by militias, he also lost his base, the City of Cheongju. He had to flee in haste. 


He was not done yet. A month later (October 3), he again led three thousand men to attack 
Yeonan. Only a militia force of less than a thousand defended the city (government troops had 
long ago disappeared). After a fight that lasted for three days, the Japanese force couldn’t take 
the city. Instead, they were raided by the militias from the city and retreated after a big defeat. 


Overall, the abilities of Japanese generals ran in reverse order to their fames. Facts showed 
that those who were extolled more had worse combat records. Ironically, Konishi Yukinaga, 
the commander of the first corps, who is now rated as average in Japan, actually performed 
well in the war. He is not extolled mainly because he was later defeated in the Battle of 
Sekigahara. His end was also tragic. He was vilified and became a negative model. 


If the devil propagandas are to be believed, one is going celebrate the wrong New Year. 
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Obviously, Toyotomi Hideyoshi neither played electronic games nor watched televisions. 
He clearly knew what was going on. Amid the chaos of the initial successes and failures, he 
chose the most able commander, Konishi Yukinaga and handed him most of the commands in 
the war. 


Then in the war that lasted for years, the name became a star in history records. The 
frequency of its appearance is very high. Many other so-called celebrated generals became 
extras and could manage to appear only occasionally. It must be pointed out that Japanese are 
not fools. There are reasons for all these and everything. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi, who had fought in his entire life, was an outstanding military 
strategist. In the past decades, he had never been wrong in his judgements. This time it seemed 
there was no exception. All the indications showed he made a very sound choice, only 
relatively speaking. 
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Ming’s Wrath 


Time, time is what is needed 


Battle records show that Konishi Yukinaga was a rather decent commander. As the 
vanguard, he defeated the Korean army and solidified his gains. Although his colleagues’ 
performances were not satisfactory and Yi Sun-sin was also too strong, nonetheless, under his 


management, most of Korea was solidly in the hands of the Japanese army. 


Very soon, rebellions happening at various places will be suppressed and we will advance 


to our next target. 
Japan was preparing, Korea was declining, and Ming was quarrelling. 


Ever since the Japanese invasion in June, there had not been a single moment of peace in 
the Ming court. There were quarrels every day from morning to evening. There weren’t even 
half time breaks. The crass men of the Ministry of War very much liked to fight. Shi Xing, the 
minister, was particularly excited. He even volunteered himself to command an army to finish 
the Japanese. 


But as soon as he proposed it, he was immediately refuted. Invectives were harshest from 
Xu Hong Gang, a military palace emissary, who thought all they would have to do was to stop 
the enemy outside of the door and there was no need to go out of the door to fight the enemy. 
In addition, he also criticized the Korean comrades. He accused them for begging for aid 
whenever they got attacked, fleeing and disintegrating whenever battles fell upon them. It 


would be a waste of efforts to aid them. 
Most in the Court agreed with him. 


Just at this moment, the Korean king requested to cross the river and take refuge. Why not 
let him come across if he asked? But the imperial inspector of Eastern Liao filed another 
memorial, in which he said he could offer limited accommodations and had only limited 
resource and could only accept portions of the people. All the rest could not be accommodated 
and their crossing would have to be denied. 
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At the end there was also an addendum, “the number of people should be limited to under 
a hundred.” 


Even the Korean king protested. I am still a king. If only a hundred are allowed to cross, I 
don’t even have enough people to cook for me! 


The refugee issue was shelved for the moment. As on the issue of sending an army, after a 
few rounds of discussions, almost all the officials in the Court arrived at the same conclusion, 
not going. 

By now, it seemed that Korea was about to be conquered. Then one man opened his mouth: 

“We should send aid as soon as possible!” 

Upon hearing these words, everyone fell silent. After some discussions, Ming finalized the 
policy, aid Korea. 

That’s because the man who said these words was the emperor. 

Many people know the emperor was very lazy, he didn’t run the court sessions for a long 


time, and he broke the record of time as a slacker (the previous record was held by Comrade 
Civility and Tranquility). But one thing about him is not known by many: 


Although he didn’t attend court sessions, he was not inattentive. 


A man who was inattentive on matters and unable to control officials would not be able to 
remain an emperor for forty eight years, not even forty eight days. 


Actually he had been always silently watching what was happening in the empire. Now, it 
was time for him to open his mouth. 


We have to say this time the emperor’s judgement was correct. The Japanese ambition was 
not limited to only Korea. Once the annexation succeeded, they would be able to accumulate 


their strength and want even more. Then it would be even harder to finish them. 


War would be better than no war. An early war would be better than a later war. A war 
fought outside of the country would be better than a war fought inside the country. “Don’t 
leave the trouble to future” was truly the real wisdom of Comrade Ten Thousand Seasons. 


In July of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Ming sent its first army of 
troops to Korea. 


The man who took the order was Zu Cheng Xun, the deputy garrison commander of 
Eastern Liao. 

Zu Cheng Xun was from Ningyuan of Eastern Liao. He was initially Li Cheng Liang’s 
house servant. He followed Li Cheng Liang in his expeditions and accumulated a lot of combat 
experience. He was a good and brave fighter. Thus it seemed he was a good fit for the 
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expedition. 
It looked like a good fit but in fact it was not. It was not about if he personally was a good 


fit or not. Across the Yalu River there were a hundred fifty thousand Japanese troops, but 
General Zu took only three thousand men with him. 


Even more comical was it was not that he didn’t know this. Upon his arrival in Korea, Ryu 
Seong-ryong, a key Korean official, came to welcome him, and counted the number of troops. 
He felt uneasy but he was afraid of expressing it directly. Then he said to Zu Cheng Xun: 


“The Japanese troops are very capable. General, please be careful.” 

Zu Cheng Xun’s reply was simple and clear: 

“Back then, I defeated a hundred thousand Mongol troops with only three thousand 
cavalrymen. There is nothing to fear about these little Japanese troops.” 


First we have a reason to believe Mr. Zu Cheng Xun was bragging. Although Li Cheng 
Liang was ferocious, he didn’t seem to have accomplished such an awesome deed, not to 
mention Zu Cheng Xun, who was just an assistant. 


Then Zu Cheng Xun was probably over confident. Even there were a hundred fifty 
thousand idiots, not to mention a hundred fifty thousand fully armed Japanese soldiers, 
standing still, it would have taken him days or months to hack them down. 

But it seemed too early to predict their defeat. The troops that Zu Cheng Xun took with 


him were soldiers who had been fighting on the border for a long time. They were decent 
fighters. There would be a good fight even if they fought the Japanese head on. 


But things progressed better than anticipated. On his way Zu Cheng Xun encountered no 
enemies. Then he became even more confident. He sped up and marched day and night 
toward the destination. 


The City of Pyongyang was already in sight. 


It seemed the Japanese were indeed scared to death. Not only the city wall was not 
defended, even the gates were left open. Inside there scattered only a few Japanese troops. A 
golden opportunity! Zu Cheng Xun immediately gave the order to charge and the three 


thousand men rushed into the city. 


On the day when Zu Cheng Xun entered Korea, Konishi Yukinaga had already got the 
news. To this unwelcomed guest, he was fully prepared. When Kato Kiyomasa and others 
asked to strengthen the defense and go out to meet the enemy, he expressed his opposition. 


He knew there was a better way. 


To achieve the maximal victory at a minimal cost, there would be no exception even when 
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he had the advantage. What happened showed Toyotomi Hideyoshi was not wrong about his 


man. 


After all of Zu Cheng Xun’s army entered the city, with an explosion of a bomb, the calm 
streets suddenly became raucous. Japanese troops appeared from their hiding places, took 
advantageous positions, and fired upon the Ming army with their guns. 


After several rounds of shooting, the Ming army took heavy casualties. Zu Cheng Xun was 
also stunned. He initially thought the Japanese soldiers were all uncivilized barbarians. Now 
he realized they knew not only military strategies but also ambush. 


Amid the panic he escaped with the remainder of his force. But the loss was horrendous. 
Over two thousand were dead or wounded. Almost the entire army was annihilated. Deputy 
commander Shi Ru was killed. 


That was how Ming’s first attack ended. 


Upon hearing the news, Joseon Seonjo, the Korean king, was basically certain soon he 
would have to jump into the river. Toyotomi Hideyoshi was ecstatic. He finally was convinced 
that just as he anticipated, the Ming army wouldn’t be able to sustain a strike. 


When the emperor got the news, he didn’t show any emotion. He simply fell silent for a 
moment and then summoned Song Ying Chang, the deputy minister of war and told him it 
was time for officially opening the war. 


All right, if so, let’s begin, seriously. Very soon, you'll pay dearly for what you’ve done. 


Song Ying Chang’s courtesy name was Si Wen. He was a distinguished scholar of year 
forty four of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1565). Now he was the deputy minister of war. 


Comparing to Minister Shi Xing, Deputy Minister Song Ying Chang didn’t look that 
impressive. Not only Minister Shi was taller (over six feet) and good looking (exceptionally 
handsome), he was often seen being emotional in expressing his feelings. On the other hand, 
all Song Ying Chang did everyday was running around, researching maps and studying 
military books. Throughout a whole day he would say very few words. It would be hard for 
such a man to attract any attention. 


But twice the emperor refused Shi Xing’s request to command. Instead he handed the order 
of leading the expedition to Korea to Song Ying Chang. That’s because he was a wise man. 
Being able to brag and able to fight were two different matters. 


Later developments proved it was a brilliant choice. 


Although Song Ying Chang was a quiet man, he was well versed in military strategies. 
Despite he never volunteered to command, he was a staunch hawk. He was also efficient. As 
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soon as he took the order, without delay, he immediately started planning the attack and 


moving troops. 


But not long after, something unanticipated by the emperor happened. Song Ying Chang, 
who had been always very efficient, indicated that although the Korean situation was 
extremely dangerous, he still wouldn’t be able to start the expedition. 


Why? The emperor asked. 


Song Ying Chang replied: among the generals I have summoned, one is still in preparation. 
I have to wait for him. Without him, we can’t commence the attack. 


The emperor was also impressed by the man referred by Song Ying Chang. He agreed and 
then asked the second question: how long? 


At least two months. Song Ying Chang replied. 


The matter was decided. The Ming expedition force would enter Korea two months later, 
or at the end of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons. 


But there was a problem. Ming could wait. To the Koreans, you could tell them, brothers, 
hang on. But how would you deal with the Japanese? You wouldn’t be able to tell him, I’m 
going to fight you. But I’m not ready yet. Bear with me, wait for two months, let’s pause for 


now and wait for me to finish you later. 


On this question, Song Ying Chang also had no idea. He knew only how to fight and knew 
nothing about diplomacy. After several rounds of political football, the glorious and tough 
mission was assigned to Shi Xing, the minster of war. 


But Shi Xing also had no idea. He was the minster of war and he was not even good at his 
own job. He was even more at a loss on diplomacy. But he was the top guy and had to take the 
blame at the crucial moment. If he didn’t do it, no one else would do it. But he had to do it. 


After scratching his head and thinking hard for a few days, Lord Shi finally came up with 
an idea, recruit openly. Of course it was not like posting placards and posters. Rather it was 
done by privately searching for a candidate. 

In Shi Xing’s mind, our Great Ming is full of talents. It should be a sound choice by finding 
someone to negotiate to buy some time. 

In terms of politics, it was a bad idea. It was too inappropriate that such an important state 


matter now had to be handed to someone from outside. 


But in fact when a bad idea was put in execution, the result would not be necessarily bad. 


Very soon, Shi Xing found a very good candidate. The man’s name was Shen Wei Jing. 
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A big con’s one-of-a-kind skill 


Shen Wei Jing was from Jiaxing. On this man’s origin, explanations in history records vary. 
But there is one thing consistent about him, he was a city ruffian. 


In today’s jargon, a city ruffian is a neighborhood con. 


On this appraisal, I have always had my own opinion, because in my view, Mr. Shen Wei 
Jing was not just a con, he was really a big con. 


The ensuing events will show us there are some differences between a con and a big con. 
There are at least two. 


Having been hired, Big Con Shen Wei Jing quickly departed. His first destination was Uiju 
and his task was to pacify the Korean king. In here he met the Korean officials taking refuge 
here. 


According to the later memoirs of Korean officials, as soon as Mr. Shen Wei Jing appeared, 


they were greatly surprised. How could have the Heavenly Dynasty send such man here? 


According to history records, Shen Wei Jing looked very ugly. As the representative of a 
country, a diplomat usually had to have a decent look. Where was the proper decorum in such 


a grotesque look? 


But what happened next surprised them even more. Although the fellow looked ugly and 
it was the first time for him to be in such an important setting, he wasn’t shy at all. In front of 
the Korean officials, he was loquacious and eloquent. Once he opened his mouth, no one was 
able to interrupt him. 


Everyone felt assured and referred him to Joseon Seonjo, the Korean king. 
Next, he would experience the unique ability of Big Con Shen. 


Usually, cons and big cons all have a unique ability, spin. But the difference is their spins 
are very different in degree and substance. An average con is able to fool only a granny in 
cheating for some grocery money. The people a big con usually hoodwink are usually nobles, 
aristocrats, and senior officials. The topics of their spins are also state affairs. 


Shen Wei Jing was very much qualified for the requirement. In just a few words, he was 
able to restore the confidence in Joseon Seonjo, who was getting himself ready to die but now 
had his face shinning. 

He mainly told several things. First he came as a representative of the emperor of Ming 
(which was essentially correct). Second, he knew how to command troops and was well versed 
in military strategies (which was essentially baloney). He wished the Korean king would not 
worry because the reinforcement from Ming would arrive soon (indeed) and it numbered 
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seven hundred thousand (...). 


At the end of the talk, in a very mysterious way, he indicated peace would be hopeful 
because he had a good relationship with Toyotomi Hideyoshi and they were staunch brothers 
to each other (now I’m really speechless). If the two sides had an open and direct conversation, 


there would be no unresolvable issues. 


Whenever I feel life is too serious, I open this part of history and I am grateful for what Mr. 
Shen Wei Jing did. He showed the art of spinning and creating fantasy at the highest level. 


Here is an overall analysis of Brother Shen’s background: he was from Jiaxing, spoke 
Japanese, and also was in import export business (smuggling). He had been a hustler. We can 
probably deduce he might have interacted with Japanese bandits and gone abroad. Perhaps he 
also had been to Japan. Perhaps he even had some Japanese friends. 


Of course, his claim that he knew Toyotomi Hideyoshi was simply baloney. That man at 
least was a hero of a generation and a man of great stature in Japan and wouldn’t be so easy to 


fool. 


But Joseon Seonjo believed him. Not only did he believe him, he was also elated and 
thought Shen Wei Jing was his Messiah. He thanked him profusely and gave him numerous 


gifts as memento upon his departure. 


On the other hand, there were smart men in Korea. Ryu Seong-ryong was one of them. The 
fellow had been in politics for decades and was also an old fox. When he heard Shen Wei 


Jing’s prolix peroration, he felt the man wasn’t someone to be trusted. 


But it was this fellow who happened to be the diplomat from Ming. And he had to be taken 
seriously. When they realized the future of their country had to be played by a hustler like him, 


many wise men, including Ryu Seong-ryong, were very pessimistic about the future. 


Over a dozen days later, Shen Wei Jing came again. This time his task was even more 


daunting. He was to negotiate with the Japanese and ask them to cease the offense. 


Joseon Seonjo had never muddled among ordinary people, and he was naturally easy to 
fool. But the Japanese were different. Those who managed to get on the expedition to Korea 
had all been through the rough and tumble domestic struggles. They also had heavy military 
power in their hands and none of them was a plain-vanilla. In Ryu Seong-ryong and other’s 
minds, it was a mission impossible to accomplish. 

But reality showed it was not a world of certainties, just like the popular phrase says: 
everything is possible. 

In September of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Shen Wei Jing arrived in 
Uiju again. He was set to fulfill his task. 
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As an envoy designated by the king, Ryu Seong-ryong was very interested in knowing 
how the hustler would be able to stop the Japanese, spin? 


Events happened just in the way Ryu Seong-ryong expected. Shen Wei Jing wanted to 
make contact with the Japanese army as soon as he arrived. In addition, he had already written 
a long letter, which was to be delivered to Konishi Yukinaga, who occupied Pyongyang. He 
would ask Konishi Yukinaga to cease the offense and start a peace talk. 


It seemed to be an utterly ridiculous idea. How are you going to make the contact and who 
is going to deliver the letter, yourself, not to mention if they are willing to talk? 

Shen Wei Jing said: of course I’m not going. 

He sent a family servant, who took his letter, rode a fast horse, and entered Pyongyang. 
Everyone, except Shen Wei Jing, thought the man was a mutton thrown to a hungry dog and 


would not return. 
A day later, the result was revealed. Shen Wei Jing won. 


Not only did the servant return he also carried a verbal message from Konishi Yukinaga, 


agreeing to a talk. 


But the problem was still not resolved. Konishi Yukinaga also indicated that although he 
was willing to negotiate, he didn’t want to be out. If peace is desired, Korea and Ming have to 
send someone over for a discussion. 


That seems to make sense. Now they have the initiative. If they want you to go, you just 
have to go. 


Now Ryu Seong-ryong was gratified. Shen Wei Jing, go on bragging, see how you are 
going to deal with this now? Whom are you going to send? 

But this time he was surprised again, because Shen Wei Jing at once said: 

Send no one else, I’m going myself. 


Many, including Ryu Seong-ryong, were stunned. Although they disliked the spin-master, 
if he was so brave, he still deserved respect. Everyone gave advice. They said, that will be too 
dangerous and you ought not to go. If you go, you'd better to bring a few more men so they 
can provide some help. 


Shen Wei Jing laughed and said. I just need to bring an aide with me. It’s useless to bring 
more men. 

They thought it over. Oh yes, it’s useless to bring some troops. If the army is capable of 
fighting them, then we wouldn’t have been hiding here. But just to make things easy, it’s better 


to bring a few more men to go with you. 
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Of course, making things easy meant if something happened to him, there would be a few 


more men to collect his body. 


Gazed by everyone, Shen Wei Jing departed toward Pyongyang with his three aides. 
Everyone once again came to two consensuses: first, the man was brave; second, he would not 
come back. 


But Shen Wei Jing didn’t feel that way. As a hustler, he didn’t have much patriotic spirit. 
By the same token, he also wouldn’t do an unprofitable business. What made him so confident 
was he possessed another trait that made him a big hustler, he was flexible and able to adapt 


to situations. 
On this point, there was a vivid example. 


Zhang Zong Chang, the famous warlord who entrenched himself in Shandong for years, 
possessed the same traits. The fellow had a proverbial name Three Don’t Knows (don’t know 
how many soldiers he had, don’t know how much money he had, and don’t know how many 
wives he had). He started his career as a hustler. He hustled around and later managed to 


become Zhang Zuo Lin’s” man, and became a big hustler. 


Once there was a time when Zhang Zuo Lin sent Guo Song Ling, his most ferocious general, 
to Zhang Zong Chang’s territory to discipline the troops there. Brother Guo was not only 
Marshall Zhang’s close confidant; he had also been abroad, having immersed himself in 
foreign education and eaten butter and bread. He always despised Zhang Zong Chang and 
was always on the hunt for an opportunity to punish Zhang Zong Chang. Then after Guo’s 
arrival, perhaps a part of Hustler Zhang’s brain short circuited, the conversation went awry 


and he managed to offend Guo Song Ling. 


That meant there was no need to be polite anymore. Although Big Brother Guo was a 
foreign educated student, he nevertheless didn’t lose his ability in cursing. He pointed his 
finger at Big Hustler Zhang and burst out: you fucking motherfucker! 

In many people’s imaginations, a warlord should be a man of quick temper and blood 
thirsty. When one was so insulted, naturally he would explode with sword drawn. 

But at this crucial moment, Zhang Zong Chang showed the aptitude that a big hustler 
should possess. He immediately replied: 

Better you fuck my mother, then you'd be my dad! 

Finished, he then knelt down before Guo Song Ling. My memory tells me he was at least 
older than Brother Guo by a dozen years. 


°° Zhang Zuo Lin was a warlord, who controlled the northeast regions of China in the 1920s and 1930s. 
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That was what a big hustler was able to do. Later he engaged in widespread killings and 
committed countless atrocities in Shandong. That was the part when one would be straight. 
Kneeling to Guo Song Ling and calling him father was the part when one would bend. 


Shen Wei Jing was a big hustler. Before the officials of the Ministry of War and the Korean 
king, he bent. Now, it was time for him to be straight. 


Apparently Konishi Yukinaga agreed to talk not because he wanted peace. He wanted to 
use the opportunity to probe and also to scare the Ming envoy, while also demonstrating his 


power, hoping his momentum would subdue his enemy. 


Thus he specifically sent large number of troops to as far as ten lis outside of the city of 
Pyongyang. He deployed many fully armed soldiers, who brandished gleaming knives and 
guns. He wanted to subdue Shen Wei Jing at their first encounter. 


Ryu Seong-ryong showed he was a tender hearted man. After Shen Wei Jing was sent off, 
he thought it wouldn’t be right to just leave the matter that way like that. But if he was asked 
to be a companion, he’d rather not do it. 


He brought some men with him and went to a hill near Pyongyang. From there he was able 
to observe the Japanese troops outside of the city. Besides allowing himself a way to alleviate 
his feeling of guilt, he would also have a chance to see Shen Wei Jing for the last time 


(although it was rather in a distance). 


But in there he didn’t see Shen Wei Jing’s head rolling but rather a scene that he would not 
forget for the rest of his life. 


As soon as Shen Wei Jing, riding on his horse, entered the Japanese camp, the formation of 
the Japanese troops suddenly changed. They surged forward to him. He was encircled so tight 
that even water wouldn’t leak. But Shen Wei Jing didn’t show any sign of nervousness. He 
calmly alighted and walked into Konishi Yukinaga’s tent through a coppice of knives and 


swords. 


After a long time (at dusk), Shen Wei Jing finally walked out of the tent again. He was not 
harmed at all. And Ryo Seong-ryong also was stunned to see those arrogant Japanese generals, 
including Konishi Yukinaga and Kato Kiyomasa, all walked out of the tent to bid farewell to 
Shen Wei Jing. They also appeared very polite to him. 


Years later, Ryu Seong-ryong recorded in detail the miracle he witnessed, despite he didn’t 
know on that day what Shen Wei Jing really said, or perhaps it would remain forever be 


unknown to anyone. 


But one thing was certain, Shen Wei Jing indeed did something that was quite awesome. 
Just a day later, Konishi Yukinaga, the top commander of the Japanese army, sent someone 
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over to convey his greetings to Shen Wei Jing. 
After conveying the greetings, the man also forwarded Konishi Yukinaga’s admiration: 


“Your Grace never changed your expression on your face amid the brandishing knives. 


You’ve shown such courage, which is something that even in Japan I’ve never seen.” 
Responding to the Japanese bootlicking, Shen Wei Jing simply smiled and said something 
that was most extraordinary: 
“Have you heard the Guo Ling Gong of Tang? When tens of thousands Uyghurs invaded 
Tang, undaunted he went to the enemy alone. Why should I fear you guys?” 
Guo Ling Gong was Guo Zi Yi”, who defeated and routed An Lu Shan and was the key 
figure who suppressed the Rebellion of An and Shi, as well as the general of generations. 
Comparing to him, Shen Wei Jing was just too insignificant. But in my opinion, at the 
moment, he was quite qualified to be compared with Guo Zi Yi and he was in no way inferior. 
Although he was a hustler, he was just as undaunted. 


The flattering didn’t quite work as the Japanese hoped, righteousness exuding man made 
the Japanese representative rather awkward. Just when he was at a loss on a reply, he heard 
Shen Wei Jing’s reply: 

“There’s no need for more words. I'll report the situation here to the emperor (Ten 
Thousand Seasons) and he will have this taken care of properly. But before that occurs, you 


must restrain your men.” 
How to restrain them? 


“The Japanese troops are prohibited from looting within ten lis around the city of 
Pyongyang. No Korean troops will get inside ten lis from Pyongyang!” 

Many, including Ryu Seong-ryong, thought Shen Wei Jing was out of his mind. At the 
moment, it would be very easy for the Japanese army to advance all the way to Uiju, not to 
mention ten lis around Pyongyang. Asking the Japanese army to obey your order? Do you 
think Konishi Yukinaga’s head is filled with water? 

Reality showed there was indeed such possibility. 

Not long after the Japanese representative went back, the Japanese army designated 


personnel and installed landmarks in the areas specified by Shen Wei Jing. A border was thus 
established. 


Ryu Seong-ryong was so thrilled that he hardly could close his mouth. But regardless how 


*7 Guo Zi Yi was a famous general of mid-Tang. 
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hard he tried, he just couldn’t understand what was really going on. 
Only Shen Wei Jing knew the answer for all these. 


Throughout the whole process, he was merely an adventurer. His composure, directness, 
and his outlandish demands were actually based on one foundation, the Great Ming. Without 
the tiger backing him, he, the fox, wouldn’t have the capital to exert his power. 


As a wise commander, Konishi Yukinaga knew very well Ming was a sleeping war 
machine. Under the current circumstance, the consequence of starting a war against Ming 
without careful preparation would be unimaginable. He must consolidate what he had 
achieved. As to Ming, it would be just a matter of time. 


On November 28 of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Shen Wei Jing came 
to Korea again. This time, Konishi Yukinaga finally unveiled his condition for peace: 


“Make Taedong River the border. West of Pyongyang will all be returned to Korea.” 
To show that he was sincere for the peace talk, he added: 


“The city of Pyongyang will also be returned to Korea. We’ll be satisfied with our force 
occupying the east of Taedong River.” 

Then he took the opportunity to flatter Ming: 

“Fortunately before the Heavenly Dynasty (Ming) has sent troops, we are able to realize 


peace. Soon we'll be able to go back.” 


You’ve entered someone’s home. You robbed the people. You set fires. You looted 
properties. Then you selected a few valueless items and return to the owner. Then you tell him: 


actually I’m not asking too much. 
This was a shameless man. It was also a shameless logic. 


But Shen Wei Jing didn’t seem to have the sense. He was really a hustler and he wasn’t 
allowed to decide. He immediately went back and reported the condition of peace by the 


Japanese army. 


In Mr. Shen’s line of thinking, negotiation was about getting something done by talking 
things over. Talks and discussions are just like buying groceries. You offer a pound and I offer 
half of it, then we have a deal done at nine tenth of a pound. Although the conditions offered 
by the Japanese were a bit too excessive, as long as they kept talking, there would be the 
possibility of success. 


But not until he saw Song Ying Chang, did he know he was wrong. 


Before he even opened his mouth, Deputy Minister Song said these words: 
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“You go back and tell those Japs. If they completely withdraw out of Korea and go back to 
Japan, there can be talks about peace. But if they want to occupy Korean land, even a county or 


a village, there will be absolutely no peace!” 
That's it. It’s not half price, nor any other price. Actually they never wanted to pay. 


Although Shen Wei Jing was bold and dare to spin, and was better than others in some 
ways, reality showed comparing to a real politician, he was still at the level of an amateurish 
hustler. 


That’s because he didn’t understand in this world, some principles, such as country, 


sovereignty, and honor, are not negotiable. 


Shen Wei Jing felt his head swelling. But surprisingly, although he knew Ming’s bottom 
line, he didn’t seem to want to end there. According to analysis of multiple history records, the 
fellow took the negotiation as his career and worked tirelessly on it. Soon later, we will see him 
again. 

But to Song Ying Chang, he had achieved his purpose, because the man he had been 
patiently waiting for was now ready. 


The warlord 


The man that Song Ying Chang had been waiting for was Li Ru Song. 
Li Ru Song was Li Cheng Liang’s son. 


Usually when I describe historical figures, I basically start from the family ancestors with 
grandfather and father briefly introduced in a few words. Then the son, the main figure is 
described. But on this Mr. Li, I have to make an exception because his father was even more 


famous than him. 


As the number one general in Ming’s Ten Thousand Seasons era (in First Secretary Shen 
Shi Xing’s words), Li Cheng Liang was a very famous person, especially to the Mongols, who 
shivered every time they heard this name. 


Li Cheng Liang’s courtesy name was Ru Qi, and also used the alias Yin Cheng. He was 
born in the Garrison of Iron Ridge (present day Iron Ridge)’. The fellow was a super legend. 
Not until was he forty did his career take off. But even then he was only a low level military 
officer. In less than ten years, he had become the number one figure along the border. His 
reputation shadowed over Qi Ji Guang’s. Not only did he become a garrison commander, he 
also had a title. 


*§ Tron Ridge is labelled as Tieling on most modern maps. Here I have the name translated because Tieling literally means 
iron ridge. 
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Of course all these didn’t come free. The man earned everything by fighting hard in real 
combats over countless number of dead bodies (mostly those of Mongols). 


Statistics show that from year one of Grand Celebration (AD 1567) to year nineteen of Ten 
Thousand Seasons (AD 1591), in over twenty years, Li Cheng Liang fought every year, killed 
every year, and was promoted every year, without respite. On average he brought nearly a 
thousand heads back every year. His killings terrified the Mongols so much so that later when 
Mongols went on for looting, whenever they saw Li Cheng Liang’s banner, they simply turned 
around and ran away. 


In fact, it’s not just that there are just many stories about this fellow, he was also a man who 
influenced the fate of the Dynasty of Great Ming. On his stories, we'll describe later. Here what 
we are going to describe is his son, Li Ru Song. 


Li Ru Song, whose curtesy name was Zi Mao, was Li Cheng Liang’s eldest son. At the time 
he was the garrison commander of Xuanfu. 


In official capacity, Song Ying Chang was the deputy minister of war and the second in 
command of the whole Ming’s armed forces. A garrison commander was his subordinate. But 
as a senior official, he had to wait for Li Ru Song. He was willing to subject himself to such 


mortification not simply because the man was a good fighter. Really it was because he had to. 
If we have to talk about it, describing it invokes much bitterness. 


Two hundred years ago, after Zhu Yuan Zhang united the country by force, to ensure that 
armed forces would be available when wars erupted; he created the garrison command system, 
which is what we now know as standing army. But he learned from Song Dynasty’s mistakes 
(no accountability, troops were kept but weren’t ready when needed). And he implemented 
military farming and allotted land to the army. In other words, soldiers worked as peasants at 
peace time and would be bodies at war time. 


In fact the system was very cost effective. But as time went by, things changed. After all, 
there was less time fighting than tilling land. In the course of time, soldiers became real 
peasants. In some places, things became even more outrageous. Knowing they were far away 
from the emperor and the central government, military officers annexed the lands allotted for 
military farming and became militarized landlords. They turned their soldiers into tenant 
farms. Some of them even became merchants. 


When things evolved into that kind of situation, it was pointless to talk about fighting 
capability. 

Pulling these troops into war meant they could only perform tasks like filling a pit or 
digging a hole. The Ming military system was also problematic. Command of the troops 
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belonged to generals but orders could only be given by the Ministry of War. When troubles 
arose, generals had to be named and then troops were organized. Only after that, could they 
be ready to fight. 


Once real fighting began, it became a raucous scene. In describing combats, many TV series 
have them played like this: people come from everywhere around the country, then at the 
crucial moment, the commander shouts out: for the country, for the people, charge! Then 


everyone rushed forward. The enemy is defeated and victory is achieved. 
All those are utter nonsense. 


Soldiers don’t know their commander and the commander doesn’t know his soldiers. They 
don’t know each other and they’ve not dined or drunk together. There is no chemistry 
between them. At the critical moment, who is going to risk his life for you? You shout and I 
charge? Why don’t you charge? 

Thus one is willing to risk his life and charge into the enemy is also possible, but you got to 


give me a reason first. 


For a long time, the Dynasty of Great Ming wasn’t able to find the reason. And the fighting 
ability of the Ming army declined day by day and became worse and worse in battles. But as 
time went by, some outstanding generals finally found it. Among them, the most famous was 
Qi Ji Guang. 

The reason can also be summarized in a classical movie line, follow me and you'll have 


meat to eat. 


Many didn’t know that Qi Ji Guang’s Qi Army was actually not the army of the Ming 
government. Rather it was Qi Ji Guang’s private army. That’s because from recruiting to 
training, everything was done by himself. Officers and privates were all his diehard followers. 
Except Qi Ji Guang, no one would be able to command the army. 


In addition, being a soldier in Qi Ji Guang’s army meant higher pay, which was never 
behind. There was no IOU because General Qi had a good relationship with Hu Zong Xian 
(and later Zhang Ju Zheng), which meant there was sufficient military pay. He also was an 
able money maker. Once a while he allowed his troops to go out and make some money. Of 
course the benefit was good. 


With the commander being trustworthy and high pay, no one would want to leave this 
kind of army. In battles there would also be no questions. People competed to charge ahead. 
Later Qi Ji Guang was transferred to the north. Seeing the local soldiers were dilatory, Qi Ji 
Guang minced no words and he transferred the Qi Army over. In front of everyone he 
conducted an exercise with his troops. 
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On that day, it rained. It rained for the whole day. 
The Qi Army stood in the rain for the entire day. No one made a sound and no one moved. 
In this world, there is no love for no reason and there is also no loyalty for no reason. 


But if it was about the achievement in this regard, Qi Ji Guang had to be ranked second. 
That’s because one man did even better than him. He was Li Cheng Liang. 


Qi Ji Guang’s Qi Army had first class equipment and excellent benefits and was the 
strongest infantry of Ming. But they were not the only elite. At the same time, there was 
another unit that would match them in fighting capability, the Iron Clads of Eastern Liao. 


As Li Cheng Liang’s elite force, the Iron Clads of Eastern Liao could be said as the most 
powerful cavalry of the time. They were fierce in battle and swift in movement. They came 
and went like wind and were good at long range raids and surprise attacks. 


Thanks to plenty of pay and the best equipment, the cavalrymen of the Iron Clads of 
Eastern Liao possessed great fighting power. They also had something that even the Qi Army 
didn’t have. They had land. 


Unlike Qi Ji Guang, Li Cheng Liang was a man with political ambitions. He was born and 
raised in Eastern Liao. He was a local honcho. He didn’t have the noble and virtuous spirit of 
“earning a title is not what I want, all I want is to see the sea is calm”. By fighting the Mongols, 
he was also continuously strengthening his own power. 


To earn more of his soldiers’ loyalty, not only did he spend lavishly on them, he also did 
something that was both reckless and daring. 


In Ming, armies had their own land for the purpose of military farming. The land was 
owned by the state and revenues also had to be handed over to the state. But as time went by, 
many properties of military land were seized by individuals. They acted as both military 
officers, who fought battles, and landlords, who collected rent. They were happy to do both. 


Of course what they were doing was illegal and if the government got to know it they 
would be in trouble. 


Thus people usually used the land to plant some crops and earn a little extra income. They 
hid what they were doing by remaining quiet. But Li Cheng Liang was very different. He was 
rough and wild. Not only did he openly seize the lands, he also distributed them! Anyone who 
was a member of the Iron Clads of Eastern Liao was allotted a piece. 


If he fleeced the crops of the country, it would be one thing. If he dared to personally 
distribute the lands of the state, by Ming laws, that would be equivalent to rebellion. Losing 
his head and getting the whole family executed were the sure results like nails nailed to wood. 
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But actuality showed Li Cheng Liang was not a piece of wood but a brick. He had 
extremely powerful and strong backing. He was also very good at building relationships. 
When Zhang Ju Zheng was in power, he was Zhang Ju Zheng’s ally. When Zhang Ju Zheng 
went away, he became Shen Shi Xing’s confidant. No one was able to touch him. 


If we analyze using the Marxism theories, Li Cheng Liang’s soldiers should all be 
considered landlords. His army would be a group of landlords. Civilians they were not. Good 


citizens they were not. 


Thanks to such real perks, his men fought really hard every time they were in a battle. 
They were especially tough fighters. They charged forward like madmen with very strong 


momentums. 


The land was his and the soldiers were his. He could do whatever he wanted to do. He was 
governed by no laws and answered to no heavenly lord. Today we have a common way of 
addressing men of this sort, they are warlords. 


The Court certainly knew all these things. But it could do nothing. That was a place 
ravaged by war and only Li Cheng Liang was able to keep it in check. Fire or get rid of him, 
then who else will help you? 


Thus after Emperor Civility and Tranquility, the Court generally yielded to these people, 
especially the man of Eastern Liao. Although in year nineteen of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 
1591), Li Cheng Liang retired, his son was still around. The son of a warlord was still a 


warlord. 
As a warlord general of a new generation, Li Ru Song was a man even tougher to deal with. 


In Ming, military officials played awkward roles. At the founding of the empire, they were 
very well treated. The six dukes who helped founding the empire were all military officials (Li 
Shan Chang received the title on his military records). A tradition also was established. For 
example, if a man was not a military official and without military achievements, regardless 
how high a position he was in or how much contributions he made, he would not be awarded 
titles. 


Despite Zhang Ju Zheng was at the pinnacle of officialdom and reached the position of 
imperial grand tutor and even the emperor was a toy in his hands, he was awarded no title. 
But Wang Shou Ren managed to get the title of count because he suppressed the Prince of 
Ning’s rebellion and had military achievements. 


But that was an exception. In fact since the reign of Promoting Virtue, the standings of 
military officials were far off from earlier times. That’s not hard to understand. The country 


was no longer in wars. Of course soldiers also found no places to use their skills. 
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Gradually military officials became another name for uncivilized men. In addition, the 
Ming system emphasized civilian control over the military. Senior military officers were 
usually civilian distinguished scholars. Those who really took up arms to fight were usually 
disdained. 


Having been disdained long, they became disdainful of themselves. In order to elevate 
their social standings, many military officials tried hard to educate themselves. With or 
without reason, they carried books with them in order to show they had the air of being 
“educated generals”. 


But these men all got their careers started in battles. Most of them were illiterate or half- 
illiterate. In classical literatures there is a very derisive phrase that says that these men “hold a 
pen like holding a tripod”. It’s nasty but it reflected truth. 


Despite toils and tumbles in books, they managed only to read a few books but in the 
process also lost their skills of trade. To show their prestige, military trainings and exercises 
were abandoned, for fear of being called uneducated. The commanding abilities of military 
officials declined precipitously and fighting abilities also became far worse than before. 

For example, the famous Ming writer Feng Meng Long once made up such a story. It says 
that there was once a military official who went into a battle. Just when he was about to be 
defeated by the enemy, suddenly soldiers of a god descended from the sky and defeated the 
enemy. The man was very grateful and kowtowed to the sky. He also asked the name and 
origin of the god. 

The god replied: Iam the God of Haystack (note this title). 


The general kowtowed again. He said, what good have I done to deserve the help from the 
God of Haystack? 


But the God of Haystack told him: Don’t thank me. I’m here just to return the favor. 
The general was surprised: What favor have I done to you? 


The God of Haystack said: Of course you did favor to me. When I am in training ground, 
you've not wounded me with a single arrow. 


The laugh makes me delirious. 


Such a job that was tough to do and earned no respect also had no good career prospect. 
Fewer and fewer men wanted to do it. Men like Ban Chao”, who threw away his pen and took 
up arms, were basically extinct. Specifically, later there were only two kinds of people taking 
up such a profession. 


°° Ban Chao was a famous general of Han Dynasty. 
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The first kind was professional soldiers. In Ming, a soldier became a soldier simply because 
he wanted to earn a living. In peace times he farmed for his superior officer. In war times he 
fought for the country. He got paid on a fixed salary and knew not if he would be killed 
someday. Napoleon Bonaparte said a soldier who doesn’t want to become a general is not a 
good soldier. But in those harsh circumstances, it was still necessary to get a knight of a 
hundred or a knight of a thousand. At least at the right moment he would be able to shout: 
come on, brothers! 


To realize the transformation from being ordered to charge to ordering a charge, many 
soldiers worked very hard. They trained hard to hone their combat skills. Usually generals 
whose careers took this path were very capable. They had ambitions and fighting ability. Li 
Cheng Liang himself managed to ascend this way. 


The second type was those who had no other options. Usually these were descendants of 
military families. One’s profession started from his grandfather. When the family sat down at 
a dinner table, what they often discussed was also about how many you killed last time and 
how many I killed this time. Family discipline was done by using fists and sticks. The family 
tradition was aversion of books. If one grew up well fed and clothed, surely he didn’t want to 
risk his life. He was good at nothing and was basically a good-for-nothing. In the reign of 
Civility and Tranquility, Grand General Qiu Yue, who met and signed the contract to pay the 
Mongols, was a fine example of this class of people. 


In general, people of the first kind were better than the second kind. But there were 


exceptions, for example, Li Ru Song. 


It is very appropriate to describe the first half of Li Ru Song’s life as smooth sailing. 
Because his father killed every year and got promoted every year, even before he reached 
thirty, he had been awarded the position of executive deputy commander. It was a senior 
position that ranked secondary second grade. That was truly unheard of. Back then what Qi Ji 
Guang inherited was only a fourth grade position and he had to patiently wait for his father to 
retire before he could succeed. 


Of course Li Ru Song was different. His position was not hereditary. His position was a 
privileged one. To put it simply, he didn’t have to wait for his father to die or retire before he 
could take the job. 


In Ming, there were two ways for a military officer to advance. One way was to earn his 
own position. Another way was to get his ancestor’s position (position of privilege). Because 
the profession of being a military general was essentially family business, talents were hard to 
find. If someday you couldn’t do it anymore and your descendants were illiterate (very 


possible) and they had no other means of earning a living, they would still be able to feed 
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themselves. Only by having your family affairs well planned, could you wholeheartedly 
devote your life to the country. 


Ahead of him was his father’s rice bowl and behind him was his son’s rice bowl. Then it 
was tough for him to advance, as well as tough to earn. For example, Yu Da You was the 
famous general who fought against the Japanese bandits. His ancestors did well but the 
position they left to him was only a knight of a hundred (hereditary). Although Li Ru Song’s 


position was not hereditary, it was not bad. 


In the end, it was all because his father Li Cheng Liang was too aggressive. By year three of 
Ten Thousand Seasons, he was already the left grand marshal and grand tutor of the crown 
prince, a first grade official. If Li Ru Song was considered a son of a senior aristocrat, it was not 


an exaggeration. 


Then the career of the son of an aristocrat was also a smooth sail. He held positions such as 
the deputy commander of the Smart Weapons Brigade. In year eleven of Ten Thousand 
Seasons (AD 1583), he was appointed the garrison commander of Shanxi. 


The garrison commander of Shanxi was basically the military district commander of the 
Province of Shanxi. He held immense military power. It was a high level key position. This 


year, Li Ru Song just turned thirty four. 


It was an appointment that broke records. Usually it would be considered a fast rise if one 
managed to become a knight of a thousand at an age just over thirty. Thus soon after, a palace 
emissary wrote to the emperor, arguing that Li Ru Song was too young to occupy such a high 
position. Not only that both he and his father held military commands and that was not 
appropriate. 

To be fair, it was a well-founded reason for impeachment. But reality showed sound reason 
was no match against solid backing. Shen Shi Xing, the first secretary of the Cabinet, 


immediately came forward and supported Li Ru Song. The matter ended without a conclusion. 


Li Ru Song’s good luck seemed to have no end. In year fifteen of Ten Thousand Seasons 
(AD 1587), he was once again appointed the garrison commander of Xuanfu. He was entrusted 
to garrison one of the four key defense positions of Ming. He became one who held real power 


in the government. 


Usually, an aristocratic heir like Li Ru Song behaved in two ways. One way was to keep a 
low profile, to be very modest, and acted like they were even more inferior to ordinary people. 
Another way was to be very arrogant and bombastic so that between the sky and earth there 


wasn’t enough room for them. Unfortunately, Li Ru Song was the latter. 


According to various history records, the man had been always very arrogant since he was 
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a kid, who in a way demonstrated the demeanor of a general, who never bothered to find 
excuses to beat someone. It seemed he respected no one. Because the man was so arrogant, he 
once caused a big trouble. 


While he was garrisoning Xuanfu, at one time he was out on a training exercise. He ran 
into Xu Shou Qian, the imperial inspector. Without any greeting or saying a word and without 
being invited, he sat down next to Inspector Xu. 


Everyone was stunned. 


Despite Li Ru Song was the garrison commander, Inspector Xu was the highest ranked 
local official. By Ming rules, civilian officials always supervised and ranked over military 
officials. But now Noble Son Li was contemptuous of the Lord Inspector, whom he 
disrespected, and he wanted to make himself special. 


The color on Xu Shou Qian’s face suddenly changed and alternated in different shades. But 
official decorum limited his reactions. His subordinate, Wang Xue Shu, the lieutenant 
governor, felt it wasn’t right. So he came up and advised Garrison Commander Li to show 
some respect to the inspector by sitting on the side so as to allow the inspector to save his face. 


But Commander Li was perhaps used to being arrogant. He sat there and didn’t move and 
simply stared at Wang Xue Shu without uttering a word. His meaning was obvious, I’m not 


going to move, what can you do to me? 


Coincidentally, Lieutenant Governor Wang was also a quick tempered man. He was 


outraged. 


Lieutenant Governor Wang said nothing. He rolled up his sleeves, went forward, and 


attempted to pull Commander Li up. 


That created a big problem. Li Ru Song was not about to be taken advantage of. When he 
saw the man coming, he kicked away the stool and was about to start a fight. Fortunately he 
was restraint by others. 


Inspector Xu was a meek man. He said nothing even when he had been insulted. But 
Censor Wang Zhi Dong wanted to follow Hu Zong Xian’s footsteps and make a bet. He 
immediately submitted a memorial, impeaching Li Ru Song for being arrogant and 
demanding punishment. 


What happened proved that as a censor in the business of spying and reporting on others, 
one had to also look at his target’s support, in addition to being brave and ruthless. 


Not long after the memorial was submitted, an order came down. Wang Zhi Dong was 


guilty of making trouble out of nothing and was fined a year’s salary. 
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But in this world, there was probably nothing that a Ming censor was afraid of doing. 
Wang Zhi Dong was down, but thousands of other Wang Zhi Dong’s stood up. They piled on 
and demanded Li Ru Song’s impeachment. There were all sorts of allegations. The pressure 


was immense. 


Attacked by so many people and so many reports, one wouldn’t be able to get protected by 
the Cabinet. But interestingly, Li Ru Song remained unscathed. Everyone began to wonder. 
Are all the people in the Cabinet your relatives? 


Later a eunuch revealed the secret to them. Your reports have all been read by the emperor. 
Now everyone realized his backing was in there. 


It was interesting the emperor wasn’t so much attracted by famous generals like Qi Ji 
Guang and Tan Lun. But he very much liked Li Ru Song and saw him as the pillar of the 
empire. He was very much fond of Li Ru Song and paid attention to promoting him. With the 
emperor as support, of course no one would be able to bring him down. 


In summary, Li Ru Song was someone who occupied a high position but an immodest and 
extremely arrogant man. Wherever he went he was despised. He offended whomever he met. 


But we must admit the fellow was a man who could afford to be arrogant. 


Li Ru Song’s ability 

In year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), a rebellion took place in Ningxia. 
Although the emperor had been keeping himself in rest for five years and would prefer to 
avoid dealing with problems as much as possible, given the rebellion gradually spread larger 
and it wouldn’t do if he didn’t attend to it, he issued the order to use force to suppress the 
rebellion. 


Qi Ji Guang was dead. Li Cheng Liang had retired. Naturally Li Ru Song was the 
commander. The emperor issued the order. Li Ru Song was appointed the provisional 
commander-in-chief of Shaanxi rebellion suppressing expeditionary force. 


It was an extraordinary appointment. The title, provisional commander-in-chief of Shaanxi 
rebellion suppressing expeditionary force, was not the military commander-in-chief of just 
Shaanxi. What he commanded was the reinforcements from Eastern Liao, Xuanfu, Datong, and 
Shanxi. In other words, all rebellion suppressing forces were commanded by him. He was not 
restricted by geographical boundaries. His power was immense, like the power of later general 
of commanders, or the commander-in-chief of rebellion suppressing force. 


Previously, the commanders of these large bodies of troops were all civilian officials. Li Ru 
Song was the first military general appointed to the position of provisional commander-in- 
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chief. 


Having been endowed with such an extraordinary honor, Li Ru Song didn’t betray his 
reputation. As soon as he arrived, without taking a minute of rest, he was already in a fight 
with the governor. He was disobedient and he didn’t listen to reasonable advice. He did what 
he wanted to do. Shi Xing, the minister of war, couldn’t tolerate it anymore. He wrote to ask 
him to rein in himself. But despite he was a minister, Li Ru Song didn’t show any respect and 


simply ignored him. Shi Xing was furious and reported it to the emperor. 


But the emperor didn’t show much reaction. He issued an order, in which he asked Li Ru 
Song to be mindful of the impact of his actions. He was still the commander-in-chief. It 
amounted to not having said anything. Shi Xing was utterly humiliated. Then he just 
extricated himself from the whole affair. All he said was: let’s see how the spoiled fop 
suppresses the rebellion. 


But Lord Shi Xing obviously overlooked one question: does a spoiled fop mean that he is 
incapable? 


Li Ru Song, the spoiled fop, went to Ningxia. There he met the rebels, as well as Ma Gui. 


Ma Gui was a native of Datong. Now he was the garrison commander of Ningxia. Just like 
Li Ru Song, he also grew up in a military family. But on career development, between the two, 


one was in the sky and one was on earth. 


As early as the years of Civility and Tranquility, the fellow had already taken up arms and 
started risking his life in combats. He fought for years in many battles. By the time of Grand 
Celebration, he managed to become a colonel. Then after a few years and a few battles, during 
the reign of Ten Thousand Seasons, he finally became the deputy garrison commander of 
Datong. In year ten of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1582), his efforts finally bore fruits, he 
became the garrison commander of Ningxia. 


Trying to equate oneself with someone else will only mean disappoint to yourself. Look at 
that guy Li Ru Song, he simply dabbled around and by thirty four he was already the garrison 
commander of Shanxi. Now by a turn of body he has become the commander-in-chief of the 
rebellion suppressing force and his boss. Ma Gui was discontent and unconvinced. 


But before his Lord Elder even began to show his temper, Li Ru Song erupted. Just a few 
days after his arrival, he summoned Ma Gui and scolded him. At the end he also gave him a 
special appraisal: incompetent. 


These words were not entirely groundless. When Li Ru Song arrived, Ba Bai, the leader of 
the rebel force, had already contracted his defense perimeter by withdrawing into the city. Ma 
Gui had already surrounded the city and launched around the clock assaults. But the rebels 
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had some guts. They repelled small attacks by small forces and large attack by large forces. 
Ming troops had been loitering around the city for more than half a month and there had been 


no significant progress. 


Ma Gui had been fighting for years and had become an old slyboots in the army. He was 
also condescending. Any slight against him would trigger his greetings to their parents. 
Usually he scolded others and no one scolded him. 


Now he had been scolded, but he dared not to utter a sound. That’s because he knew the 
history of the man before him. The man was not someone to mess with. And he was indeed 
not effective in the assaults. He had to swallow the insults. Crestfallen, he reported to 
Commander Li: The enemy set up a strong defense in the city. The city walls are high and very 
sturdy. It’s really tough to attack. Finally he deferentially sought advice from his new boss: I 
can’t do it, what’s do you think? 


Although Ma Gui was sensible, Noble Son Li had a temper, which didn’t abate. He 
continued with his vituperations. Ma Gui clenched his teeth. It’s just a dog barking. I’m not 
going to say a word. Not until Li Ru Song stopped scolding, did he salute and started walking 
out. But then he heard Li Ru Song’s last words: 


Prepare thirty thousand bags, fill them with soil, I’ll need them a few days later. 

What's the use of dirt bags in assaulting a city? Ma Gui didn’t know the reason, but he 
didn’t dare to ask. Yet he knew one thing, if a few days later he didn’t have the bags, he would 
be receiving another round of scolding. 

A few days later, Li Ru Song stood before thirty thousand dirt bags and satisfactorily 
nodded his head. Then he issued a terse order, heap them up. 

Now Ma Gui understood. 


There was no mystery in Li Ru Song’s method. If the city wall is high and hard to attack, 
then find some bags filled with soil to set up a base. It’s like padding with some bricks below 
one’s feet when trying to scale a wall. When the height is lowered enough, one will be able to 


climb over the wall. It’s a simple and effective method. 


So just like that, a heap was built. When it looked high enough, the soldiers stood on the 
bags and shot arrows to the parapets on the city wall. They erected ladders and readied 


themselves for climbing the wall. 


But Ba Bai, the rebel leader, was not a no-good. He was quite competent. He set up cannon 
and catapults on the wall and bombarded the soldiers standing on the heap of dirt bags, and 
repulsed the Ming army’s assault. 


The stubbornness of the enemy surprised Li Ru Song. He sent his brother Li Ru Zhang on a 
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late night attack. Li Ru Zhang didn’t disgrace his brother and led the climbing of the ladders. 
But unfortunately the rebels were too fierce. They pushed off the ladders and repulsed the 
attackers. Comrade Li Ru Zhang took a free fall and was injured. Luckily it was not serious. 


Despite the attack was again thwarted, Li Ru Song wasn’t discouraged. He summoned 


Gong Zi Jing, general of raiders and assigned him a glorious task, to organize a death squad. 


A death squad consists of men who are willing to risk their lives at critical moments. Gong 
Zi Jing mulled over a few times and thought ordinary soldiers would not have such a sense of 
duty (plain truth). Thus he gathered the Miaos in the army. He first dined them, distributed 
handsome rewards to them, and then asked to risk their lives to fight by attacking the 
southern stronghold of the city. 


We have to admit the Miaos were truly honest. They felt they owed something once they 
ate the man’s food. At the sound of an order, everyone rushed forward and worked hard to 
scale the wall. The defenders in the city had never seen such a tactic before, for a moment they 
were about to collapse. 


When Li Ru Song saw it, he took his main force to reinforce the attack. The city seemed to 
be on the verge of being taken. But the rebels were really too stubborn. After the initial panic, 
they understood what was happening. Then they moved the troops from the entire city to 
resist. Their staunch resistance repulsed the attacking force. 


Seeing the Ming attacks failing, Ma Gui felt somewhat vindicated: You said I’m 
incompetent, you’re not any better. 


But he was surprised to see Li Ru Song didn’t think much of the failures. Not only was he 
not gloomy, on the other hand, he began to ride around the city. It seemed like he was on a 
tour of the suburb. 


A few days later, he summoned Ma Gui again. This time he asked him to gather three 
thousand soldiers and start to do another thing, digging a trench. 


Specifically, they would dig starting from the river valley outside of the city. Start from 
high ground, then to low ground, and push toward the city. In military tactics, there was a 
special term for this kind of operation, water attack. 

After a few days of inspection, Li Ru Song finally saw the rebel city was too strong. If he 
attacked head on, it would be hard to say if he would be able to take it, not to mention high 
casualties. 


But he also discovered the terrain the city was located in was low and there was also a river 
nearby, thus ... 


This time Ba Bai was in trouble. Seeing the continuously rising water level and the gushing 
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cracks at the base of the city wall, all he could do was to dig soil to fill the cracks. Facing the 
vast amount of water, even if he wanted to fight, he didn’t have an enemy. 


Now, sitting high outside of the city, Li Ru Song watched the scene with satisfaction. He 
knew the difficulty the enemy was facing and also knew what they were about to do, because 
that would be their only choice. 


On a dark night three days later, the city gate that had been perpetually closed suddenly 
opened. A team of cavalry rushed out at high speed and rode fast to a distant place, where 
there was the rebel’s reinforcement. 


The Ming army seemed unprepared. These men unleashed their horses and rode fast. They 
were not resisted and broke the encirclement. 


But the happiness of freedom didn’t last long. After a moment, they were surprised to see 
that in front of them, suddenly there appeared a lot of Ming troops. It also seemed these men 
had been waiting there for a long time. 


They were already exhausted from escaping the encirclement. It would be asking too much 
to ask them to mount another fight. As soon as the Ming troops started the attack, the rebels 
collapsed. They were either killed or captured. 


From start to end, everything seemed to be in Li Ru Song’s grip. 


He launched the water attack with the expectation that the enemy would go out of the city 
to seek help. He already discovered the location of the rebel force outside of the city. Then he 
set up an ambush on the road that the enemy must take. It was something that couldn’t be any 
simpler. 

But one thing still surprised him. The rebel reinforcement still came. 

Actually it shouldn’t have been surprising. The city had been under siege for a long time. 
Every day it was shot and bombarded. There was no secret to keep. But now if the rebel forces 


from the city also came and there were attacks from both sides, the situation would be 
troublesome. 


Ma Gui didn’t know what to do. He rushed to see Li Ru Song. Commander Li was still 
calm. He only uttered one sentence: 


Don’t bother if they are from inside or outside of the city, if the enemy comes, kill him right 
there! 


Soon the enemy reinforcement would arrive at the city. There were also many of them, 
numbering nearly ten thousand. The rebels in the city cheered. The Ming army would soon be 
defeated and victory would soon be theirs. 
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But soon, they saw their hope vanishing in the hands of Li Ru Song. 


Ma Gui once again saw something that was eye opening. In this battle, he saw another Li 


Ru Song. 


Facing the more numerous and stronger enemy, Li Ru Song disregarded the urge from 
others and went into the battle. What surprised Ma Gui even more was that the regular second 


grade senior official brandished his saber and led the charge! 


Unlike western armies, except one on ones, in battles Chinese army officers were generally 
not at the front. That was a wise arrangement. In China, battles were in large scales that 
involved many people and there were more casualties. When soldiers were killed, they could 
be recruited. If a general was killed, there would be nowhere to find one. There would be no 
time to find one. It doesn’t matter if you are in a charge or not. In general, if one can avoid, one 
doesn’t charge. 


The Ming army was no exception. Among the tough founders, except Chang Yu Chun, out 
of personal preference, liked to lead charges, others basically stayed in the middle of the army. 
Later Zhu Di also enjoyed doing that and for a few times he shone. But after that, the abnormal 


scenes basically disappeared, including those involving Qi Ji Guang. 


But Li Ru Song was different. Leading charges was his family tradition. His father Li 
Cheng Liang worked his way up from a low level officer and created the Iron Clads of Eastern 
Liao from scratch. He led by example. He led in chopping enemies. If the father was a hero, the 
son would be a man. So Li Ru Song was also very interested in this job. 


Led by Li Ru Song, Ming troops launched a fierce attack on the rebels. But the enemy 
seemed also determined. Having stubbornly resisted the Ming attack, they even managed to 
launch a counterattack. 


After all, men like Li Ru Song were a minority. Most Ming troops were paid monthly 
salaries. Under the enemy charge, it was inevitable that those who were afraid started running 
back. Then now, Li Ru Song showed his character that he would be with the men at difficult 
times. No one would be allowed to flee. All those who fled were killed by his military police. 
He also didn’t remain still and personally killed several retreating soldiers. Before the 
menacing Li Ru Song, soldiers finally determined it would be better to go back to fight. 


Under the Ming army’s stubborn resistance, the enemy reinforcement was defeated. The 
rebel force in the city lost their last hope. 


Adding insult to injury, Ba Bai also found after days in the water, portions of the city walls 
collapsed and the defense was very weak. 


By now both Li Ru Song and Ba Bai knew the war was about to end. The only thing left 
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was the last act. 


Before the closing of the final scene, Li Ru Song convened a military conference to discuss 


the next plan of attack. 


All present reached an agreement, attack the north gate. It was obvious even to a blind man 
it would be the best place for a breakthrough. 


Li Ru Song nodded his head. He ordered his unit commander Xiao Ru Xun to attack the 
north gate. 


But then he issued another order that stunned every one: 


Muster the entire army, once the assault to the north gate starts, launch a general assault to 
the south gate. 


When everyone thought the north gate was the target of the main attack, the south gate 
should be attacked. That was the best choice. 


War fare is all about unpredictability. 


From that moment on, Ma Gui began to truly recognize the man in front of him. The guy, 
who was labeled a spoiled fop, had an immeasurable potential. The man’s future would be 


unlimited. 


The attack began. When all the rebel forces were concentrated in the north gate and were 
set to fight the last fight of their lives, they heard shouts from their backs. This time, Li Ru 
Song also gambled. He climbed the ladder and scaled the wall. The city that had been 


defended for several months finally fell. 


Closely following Li Ru Song, was Ma Gui. Looking at the figure who was a dozen years 
younger than him, he now was completely convinced and willingly followed his footsteps. But 
he would never expect that five years later, he indeed followed Li Ru Song’s footsteps. 


Seeing the Ming army was in the city, rebels panicked and scattered. Ba Bai, true to his 
position as a rebel leader, reacted much faster than his soldiers. He turned and killed two of 
his subordinates. He then collected the remaining rebels and went to Li Ru Song to negotiate. 
Basically he said, I rebelled because I had been cheated by these two men. Now given that you 


are already in the city, I am repentant. I hope you will allow me and my family to live. 


Li Ru Song thought for a moment and then said: OK, put down your weapons, I'll forgive 


you. 
Ba Bai exhaled a sigh of relief and then surrendered. 


The Ningxia Rebellion, which lasted for several months, came to an end. Because of its 


large scale and profound impact, in history it was called the Ningxia Rebellion, which was one 
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of the Three Great Expeditions of Ten Thousand Seasons. Of course, on Ba Bai’s end we need 
to give an explanation. 


In history records it was recorded like this: The entire Ba Bai clan was eliminated. 
That was exactly Li Ru Song’s style. 


Surrender? What were you doing earlier? 
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All Deceits Are Fair Games in War 


No need to negotiate as long as they get killed 


To Li Ru Song, year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592) was really a year of 
troubles. Just when he finished the matter in Ningxia, he received Song Ying Chang’s notice. 
The provisional commander-in-chief of Shaanxi then became the provisional commander-in- 
chief of Eastern Liao. Even before the stool became warm, he turned his head and went to the 


Japanese. 


Actually, Li Ru Song was not self-aggrandizing himself by asking Minister Song to wait for 
him. He had to ask a few months of delay because he had to wait. 


In reality, the so-called Iron Clads of Eastern Liao was not commanded by just Li Ru Song 
alone. It was commanded by eight men. Those who participated in the Ningxia rebellion 
suppression were only part of it. 


Then this time Li Ru Song didn’t rush for a start. After a careful consideration, he decided 
to muster all the men. Intuition about the war told him a far stronger enemy was waiting for 


him in Korea. 


As the most elite cavalry unit of Ming, the Iron Clads of Eastern Liao numbered not many. 
In total it didn’t exceed ten thousand. It was separately commanded by Li Cheng Liang’s 
former subordinates, family servant generals, and sons. Besides Li Ru Song’s three thousand 
men, his brothers Li Ru Mei, Li Ru Zhen, and Li Ru Wu, and trusted family servants Zu Cheng 
Xun and Cha Da Shou each commanded one thousand. Thus it conformed to the saying the 
best produced are only found in the few. 


Besides these units in his clique, he also had to wait for a few other units. 


Per Song Ying Chang’s order, those who were to be commanded by Li Ru Song included 
all units around the country. Starting in August of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 
1592), units in Jizhou, Baoding, Shandong, Zhejiang, Shanxi, and South Zhili began to receive 
orders and started mustering to the same destination. 
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In November of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), all units met in Eastern 
Liao and that completed the Korean expedition force. The total troop strength was over forty 
thousand. Song Ying Chang was the managing strategist” and Li Ru Song was the provisional 


commander-in-chief. 


The army was divided into three corps. The middle corps was commanded by Deputy 
Garrison Commander Yang Yuan. The left corps was commanded by Deputy Garrison 
Commander Li Ru Bai, and the right corps was commanded by Deputy Garrison Commander 
Zhang Shi Jue. All other generals and commanders remain in their assigned positions. 


To put it simply, the relationships were like this. Song Ying Chang was the head and 
managed the matter on behalf of the Court. Li Ru Song was number two and was in charge of 
the fighting. Yang Yuan, Li Ru Bai, and Zhang Shi Jue were mid-level officials. All the rest 
were labors. 


A careful analysis shows there were some subtleties in this arrangement. Li Ru Bai was Li 
Ru Song’s brother, and naturally was in his circle. Yang Yuan’s original position was adjutant 
to the commander-in-chief, but he was Song Ying Chang’s man. Although Zhang Shi Jue 
reported to Li Ru Song, he was not his staunch ally. 


The commanders of the left, middle, and right corps actually represented the three factions 
of left, middle, and right. Li Ru Song was given the freedom to fight. But he also had to be 
restrained so that he wouldn’t make trouble. Minister Song indeed worked laboriously to 
strike a balance. 


But not until in practice, did Minister Song find that it was not something he anticipated. 


According to Ming’s interpretation, Li Ru Song was the head of the military and Song Ying 
Chang was the special representative of the Court. By rule, when Li Ru Song saw Song Ying 
Chang, he had to be dressed in full military uniform and salute first. But Li Ru Song, true to 
his nature, wasn’t to abide by it. When he first met Song Ying Chang, he purposely dressed in 
civilian clothe. He also allowed himself to sit next to Minister Song. He didn’t take himself as a 
stranger. 


Of course Song Ying Chang was not happy. But the situation was more important than 
personalities. Well, he knows how to fight, that can’t be helped. Let him do what he likes. 


If he treated his boss like that, then needless to say he treated the generals below him even 
worse. He routinely bawled and yelled to them. He always snubbed others. Even when his 
father’s old subordinate Cha Da Shou wanted to chat with him, he was taciturn and very 
haughty. 


*° Managaging strategist was civilian position ranked higher than the military commanders of one or more armies. 
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But in front of one man, his haughty air would be restrained. 


In December of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), like usual, Li Ru Song, 
who cursed and swore around the camp, finished his waiting when the last unit of his troops 


arrived. 


This unit arrived the last because their barracks were the farthest from Eastern Liao. But a 
man like Li Ru Song would always find fault in someone. Others must wait for him, not the 
other way around. Only someone bored of living would dare to let his lordship wait. Past 
routines meant what welcomed the officers and men of the late arriving unit must bear Li Ru 
Song’s torrential outpouring of spittle and admonishments. Those experienced subordinates 
withheld their breaths and got themselves ready for a spectacular show. 


But surprisingly to everyone, there was no spectacular show. The energetically spiteful and 
excited Li Ru Song suddenly changed his demeanor. Not only did he not throw a tantrum, he 
ordered to prepare the camp for a welcome. His subordinates were stunned. 


All these changes began when he heard the name of the officer who led the troops. The 
name was Wu Wei Zhong. 


Wu Wei Zhong’s alias was Wu Yun Feng. He was born in Yiwu of Jinhua Prefecture in 
Zhejiang. He was at the time the general of raiders of Zhejiang. 


The name was not glaring and the resume was not glorious. But if one took a notice of his 
birthplace and flip through his personnel files, he would understand why Li Ru Song had to 


respect him. 


In summary, over twenty years ago, when Li Ru Song was still roaming around, the fellow 
had already started fighting the Japanese bandits in Yiwu of Zhejiang. The man who recruited 
him was Qi Ji Guang. 

Li Ru Song was not an impolite man. But he showed his politeness only to those he 
respected. Qi Ji Guang was naturally one of them. In addition, his father Li Cheng Liang and 
Qi Ji Guang maintained a good relationship. To the man he regarded as an idol, Li Ru Song 
always worshiped him like a god. 


As Qi Ji Guang’s unit commander, Wu Wei Zhong had plenty of combat experience. He 
also spent more than half of his life fighting the Japanese. He should be considered an expert 
in fighting the Japanese bandits. Such a specialist was surely someone Li Ru Song wanted to 
extol. 

More importantly, Wu Wei Zhong also brought along with him four thousand special 
infantry, the Qi Army. 


Although Qi Ji Guang was no longer around and men of the first generation of the Qi 
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Army were either retired or promoted (for example, Wu Wei Zhong), his training methods 
were passed down from generation to generation as a glorious tradition. It was much like 
today’s “Company of Steel Knives” or “Regiment of Heroes”. 


These four thousand men were the products of Qi Ji Guang’s training method. Time was 
different but the training method was still the same. They crawled and tumbled and endured 
all sorts of hardships and drudgeries. Then once they finished training, they were drawn to 
practices in real world in fighting the Japanese bandits. 


Although there were no longer large scale invasions by Japanese bandits, Japan of that era 
was still a country in chaos. Domestic jobs were hard to find, and once a while there were 


some poor guys coming over to loot. Then they became the targets of training for the Qi Army. 


After being tested for a long time combining theories and practices, as the best troops of the 
Empire of Great Ming and the Qi Army (second generation) that had fought the Japanese 
bandits for years, they would be going to Korea and experience a war their predecessors had 
pursuit hard, because in there they would find their enemy, who was the originating source of 


the Japanese bandits. 
Coming together with Wu Wei Zhong was another man, whose name was Luo Shang Zhi. 


Yun Gu was Luo Shang Zhi’s alias. He was a native of Yuyao of Shaoxing in Zhejiang. He 
was a colonel of the Smart Weapons Brigade. If one word was used to describe this man, it 
would be ferocious. If two words were used, then he was very ferocious. It was said the man 
had extraordinary arm strengths. He was able to lift a thousand jins (if he were alive now, he’d 
be in the Olympics). Thus he got the nickname Luo of a Thousand Jins. 


Despite the exaggeration, Luo Shang Zhi was indeed very strong. Not only was he of great 
strength, he was also excellent in martial arts, particularly in swordsmanship. He had no 
problem fighting seven or eight at the same time. Not long later, he would be a key figure in 


deciding victories or losses. 


In addition to having well trained soldiers and capable generals, this Qi Army’s uniform 
was also very unique. According to Korean history records, they all wore red uniforms and 
carried multiple weapons (all required equipment by Mallard Formation). They were very 
noticeable to look at in distance. That had to be something strange. In combats, being very 
noticeable was really not a good thing. For example, Comrade Cao Cao had to cut his beard 
and robe. Thanks to such effort to keep himself from being noticed, he was able to save his life. 


But the progress of the war later revealed a profound truth to us. Keeping a low profile was 


the patent of the weak. In battlefields, the strong never needed to disguise themselves. 


Thus by now, mustering of the two main forces of the Empire of Great Ming was 
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completed. The best generals had all arrived. Everything was ready. It was time to show the 
cards. 


But moments before their departure, a man suddenly broke into the camp of Li Ru Song, 
whom was told the Japanese troops could be repelled by just a few words of him, without 
having to resort to any force. 


The man was Shen Wei Jing. 


Although Song Ying Chang had warned him in harsh words and also explicitly told him 
the conditions for negotiation, the big spin master seemed to have found his rhythm in his 
spins. Not only did he not go home, he actually increased his effort. He conducted his 
diplomacy (or spin) between the Japanese and Koreans by shuttling back and forth between 
them. 


When he heard Li Ru Song was about to start the expedition, he rushed over. He worried if 
the fellow opened the battle, his “great peace initiative” would be ruined. As soon as he saw 
commander Li, he exerted all of his skills he used in humbugging the Korean king. He painted 
a vivid beautiful picture of peace. He urged Li Ru Song to agree to the Japanese terms. In his 


view, peace was a possibility. 


He prattled for a long time while Li Ru Song listened attentively in silence. Once he 


stopped talking, Li Ru Song asked: are you done? 
Shen Wei Jing replied: yes. 
Good that you've finished. Li Ru Song smashed the desk and bawled: 
Arrest him, take him out and behead him! 


Shen Wei Jing was dumbfounded. He didn’t know Li Ru Song’s only attitude toward the 
so-called ambassador of peace was to smash his dead with a brick. 


I have troops in my hands. Kill them, everything will be fine. Negotiation? It’s a joke! 


Just when it seemed that Spin Master Shen was about to meet his end, a man came up and 
opened his mouth. 


The man was advisor Li Ying Shi. Although his name was Ying Shi*!, he didn’t seem to be 
the product of exam-based education. Eyes rolling, he stopped Li Ru Song and said a few 
words to him. 


Then Li Ru Song changed his mind. Then the terrified Shen Wei Jing got his life saved (for 
the moment). He was dragged back to the camp and was put under house arrest. 


What Li Ying Shi said can be summarized in these words: the man is useful and we can 


>! The name literally means taking exam. 
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take advantage of him. 


More explicitly, the man could be used to feign acceptance of the Japanese terms so as to let 


the enemy’s guard down and then launch a sudden attack. 


“Demonstrate with movements. Take advantage of enemy’s idleness to gain the initiative. 
Turn movements into a wind. This is so-called sneaking through Chencang in disguise.”*, 
quoted from the chapter On Fighting the Enemy in The Thirty Six Strategies. 


On December 26 of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Li Ru Song and his 


troops crossed the Yalu River. 


Joseon Seonjo, the Korean king, stood across the river and personally welcomed the arrival 
of the reinforcement. Having been pursued and slaughtered for months and also being 
humbugged for days, men came back and forth and until now he hadn’t seen anything for real. 


Now he finally got his real hope after a long wait. 
But Ryu Seong-ryong thought differently. Following his old habit, the fellow started 


counting as soon as the troops arrived. Once finished counting, he knitted his brows and saw 


Li Ru Song in private. He then asked: how many men have you got? 
Li Ru Song replied: over forty thousand and less than fifty thousand. 


Ryu Seong-ryong was in disagreement. The Japanese forces numbered nearly two hundred 
thousand and the Korean army has lost all of its strength. I know the Heavenly Troops are 
brave, but the forty thousand and plus is probably of little help. 


By his usual temperament, if someone dared to speak to him like that, Li Ru Song would 
have drawn out his weapon. But he was now in a foreign country and he had to be mindful of 
political impacts of his actions. Thus Young Lord Li restrained his irritation and coldly uttered 
his reply: 

While Your Grace think we have too few, I think we have too many! 


Ryu Seong-ryong sighed. To him, the man looked like another Zu Cheng Xun. 


Then what happened next even more convinced him Li Ru Song was an overconfident and 


totally inexperienced commander. 


As Li Cheng Liang’s family servant, Zu Cheng Xun had been in many battles. He had been 
always foolishly bold. But ever since he came back defeated, he had been totally changed. He 
often told people the Japanese were terrifying. Specifically, they were said as “use animal 
hides and feathers to decorate their clothes, use gold and silver dummies to cover human and 


*° Chancang was a mountain pass between present day Sichuan basin and the outside world. It was of great military 
importance in ancient Chinese war fares. 
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horse faces, and they look wicked and strange.” There were many similar descriptions. The 
basic meaning was Japanese looked strange and acted weirdly. It was very possible the 
Japanese were unusual and like daemons. Perhaps they were even cannibals. 


It must be admitted that these opinions were understandable. Japanese generals of the 
Warring States period all enjoyed wearing bizarre things. For example, Kuroda Nagamasa 
liked wearing a spatula hat (it shaped like a spatula) every time he went in a battle. But 
Fukushima Masanori’s hat was two long bull horns. There were many similar strange and 
bizarre garments. After all, they were all custom designed and could be made as hip as one 
wished. 


It was normal if one saw someone dressed this way for the first time. In the Korean War, 
when the Chinese Army of Volunteers saw a regiment of blacks, they were so frightened that 
they ran back, the reason is the same. 


But not long after that, Zu Cheng Xun’s demonization of the Japanese soldiers was stopped, 
because Li Ru Song punished him. Although Zu Cheng Xun was an old timer of his father’s 
era, Zu Cheng Xun watched him grow up, and Zu Cheng Xun was nonetheless a senior officer, 
to Li Ru Song, all these didn’t seem to be important. 


Garrison Commander Zu was punished by clubbing of twenty times and was issued a 
severe warning. If he was to confuse the public and undermine the confidence of the army 
with his words of evils again, he would lose his head. 


If that was the only thing, it would have been fine. But Commander Li was not only 
intolerant of “words of evils’, he refused even to hear words of humans. Several times Zu 
Cheng Xun advised him the Japanese soldiers were fierce, used unique weapons, and fought 


in strange ways so they should be taken seriously. But Li Ru Song just ignored them. 


Seeing the scene that seemed to have been seen before, Ryu Seong-ryong completely lost 
his hope. He once said to Yoon Doo Su, a Korean official, in private: The commander-in-chief 
(Li Ru Song) doesn’t understand the enemy, yet he is so overconfident and there is no doubt 
that he’ll be defeated. 


Thanks to Zu Cheng Xun’s propaganda, many Ming generals also feared the Japanese (they 
never saw them before). But Li Ru Song was as arrogant as ever. He dismissed the Japanese 
like they were nothing. It seemed he was simply confident without reason. Overall, everyone 
felt unassured. 


Only one man knew all the truth. 


Although it had been a long time ago, Li Ru Song still clearly remembered over twenty 
years ago, in a late dark night, the down-and-out old man stood at his side and patiently told 
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him everything: where they had come from, why they came, and their weapons and tactics, 
their ferociousness and cruelty, and the ways to defeat them. 


Then the man left. Many years had gone by. But every word said by that man, the vastness 
of his knowledge, his inculcation, and the eyes full of vicissitudes of life and expectations, all 
had been etched in his memory. 


I’ll remember everything you’ve taught me today. 
Yes I remember everything. In over twenty years, I’ve not forgot for even a single day. 


I’ve been waiting for this moment for a long time. 


Misunderstanding 


On January 4 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), under the doubtful 
eyes of many, Li Ru Song took his army to Andingguan (Suningguan, in The Official History of 
Ming). In here, he met the delegation of the Japanese army. 


But these men came to neither declare war, nor to suit for peace. They came for a comical 
purpose, seeking reward. 


Li Ru Song’s plan was a success. Under his direction, Shen Wei Jing sent people to inform 
Konishi Yukinaga that Korea would agree to the peace terms. They came to reward the 
Japanese generals and hoped them to be ready with a reception. 


The Japanese were rather earnest. When he heard people carrying rewards had come, 
Konishi Yukinaga was very pleased. He hastily sent people to see Li Ru Song. 


Usually, it would be enough to just send a handful of men to take care of matters like this. 
But it was unknown if Konishi Yukinaga wanted to be polite or if he was so poor that he was 


desperate, this time he sent twenty three men by forming a delegation to receive the reward. 


By the way, the number is from my research of the memorial by Song Ying Chang, the 
deputy minister of war. But according to The Official History of Ming, the number of men was 
twenty. The number of people remained after the incident was also different. We can’t do 
much. The difficult part about Ming history is there are too many history records. This book 
says this and that book says that. Everything is a self-contradictory mess. Similar problems are 


numerous. 


In this book, whenever we’re in such a difficulty, usually we follow Mr. Gu Jie Gang’s 


principle of history analysis. Here, we use Song Ying Chang’s memorial. 


When the twenty three men arrived, Li Ru Song was in his main camp. He ordered to bring 


the several leaders to the main camp and he would be there immediately. 
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Immediately meant very soon. But of course it still had to take some time. 
For something to happen, it only had to take a moment. 


Li Ru Song understood the importance of keeping things secret. Only a few men knew 


Shen Wei Jing’s situation and his plan. Li Ning was not among the few. 


Li Ning was one of Li Ru Song’s unit commanders. He was simple minded and had a rash 
temperament. Every day he shouted for battle. Coincidentally today he was outside of the 
main camp. When he heard the Japanese came and Commander Li was to deal with these men, 
his madcap spirit erupted. He took a few men with him and entered the camp. 


As soon as he entered the camp, Li Ning minced no words. He just drew out his knife and 
swung to the Japanese, who were flummoxed. Even in war, ambassadors of the enemies are 
not supposed to be harmed. Now we are here to receive rewards and we are attacked! Helter- 


skelter, they ran off in all directions. 


Because Li Ning acted on his own and there was no coordinated plan. When the 
donnybrook started, no one knew what was going on. Then some Japanese were able to escape. 
After a confused battle, the result was as follow: one was captured alive, fifteen were killed, 


and seven escaped. 


When Li Ru Song “immediately” got there, that was what he saw, a scene of complete 
chaos and disorder. He exploded because the dunderhead not only acted without an order; he 


also disrupted his entire plan. 

Commander Li of course wouldn’t just finish there. He immediately ordered beheading of 
Li Ning. 

Usually in these situations, there were always some generals coming out to either beg or 
plea for mercy. In other words, the man was to be saved. 


This time there was no exception. Li Ru Bai, Li Ru Song’s brother came forward and 
lobbied hard (cried in begging for mercy). Bowing to the pressure of the men, Li Ru Song 
didn’t kill Li Ning. Instead, he ordered a punishment of clubbing by fifteen times. Li Ning 
would have to redeem himself in battle. 


But just when everyone felt a great relief, Li Ru Song stopped Li Ru Bai and said to him 
calmly: 


Today you pled for him and I forgave him. But if you dare to disobey my order, I’m going 
to kill you. 


Li Ru Bai shivered. He knew his brother never joked. 


From that moment on, no one dared to disobey Li Ru Song’s orders again. 
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Li Ning was taught a lesson and his brother was threatened. But the matter was still 
irreparable. The Japanese envoy had been killed. You can’t just go to Konishi Yukinaga and 
say to him it was a mistake. We originally planned to put you off guard so we can attack you 


two days later. Please, send men over again and let’s talk again. 


As long as the Japanese were psychologically stable, the matter was probably hopeless. Li 
Ru Song was sure that his plan was ruined. 


But the most bizarre thing happened. Just a day later, Konishi Yukinaga sent a second team 
of envoys. Their task was to neither declare war nor seek revenge. Rather they came to clarify 


the misunderstanding. 
Misunderstanding? Li Ru Song was flummoxed. 


Perhaps Shen Wei Jing’s skill in spin was too good, Konishi Yukinaga was still confident 
about the peace talk. All he was waiting for was Ming’s award of titles. When he heard the 
men he sent over had been killed. At first he was astonished. Then he began to think. After 
some deliberation, he slapped at his head. He was now clear. It’s got to be a mistake. 


Concerned that the men of the previous team was probably uneducated such that they 
were not polite enough, this time he sent over his confidante Naito Tadatoshi, who was 
enjoined to meet Li Ru Song and get everything clarified. 

Everything was just as he expected. After a momentary astonishment, Li Ru Song received 
him with smiles all over his face. He was also invited to dine. Then he confirmed Konishi 
Yukinaga’s suspicion. No question, it was a mistake. 

If it was a mistake, then Konishi Yukinaga naturally should feel assured. Mistakes are 
inevitable. Let those dead be dead. We hope the Ming contingent get to Pyongyang soon and 
he will welcome you warmly. 


Li Ru Song replied he was very grateful and he would offer his thanks personally once he 
got to Pyongyang. 

On January 6 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), Li Ru Song arrived 
in Pyongyang. 

The Japanese were indeed serious. To welcome the Ming contingent, not only the walls and 


the gates of the city were festooned with lanterns and colorful flags, they also had people 
dressed in flowery fancy clothes by the roadsides. It was said they even rehearsed. 


But when Li Ru Song saw all these from a distance, he couldn’t believe his eyes. Flying 


banners and people lining up welcoming? What’s going on? Insult me? 


But after being taken aback momentarily, Li Ru Song realized it was an opportunity of a 
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life time. If he could use the momentum and charge into the city, Pyongyang would be at his 
finger tips for him to take! 


He issued the order of general assault. 


But something unexpected happened. His troops seemed to have been spellbound. Some 
charged forward but most remained still in observation of the scene. Even after repeated 
orders, they stomped their feet but remained stationary not daring to move forward. 


It was still the old problem, first exposure to such a scene, which made such a strange 
phenomenon to occur. They came from thousands of lis away, but they didn’t see knife 
brandishing enemies. Instead they saw a bunch of exotically dressed people dancing and 
chanting on the roads. To them these people appeared to be a bunch of mad men. Anyone in 
their place would feel unassured about what to do. In addition, Zu Cheng Xun’s demonizing 
propaganda also made everyone stuck to one idea, no hurry, let’s take a look first. 


While they were looking they missed the opportunity. 


For the Qi Army, naturally there would be no curiosity in fighting the Japanese. They 
didn’t hesitate. They rolled up their sleeves and pushed forward. But they were foot soldiers 
and their movement was slow. Most of the cavalrymen were observing the rare scene and no 
one caught on with them. 


Even a fool would have realized what was going on upon seeing such a helter-skelter. Like 
suddenly being awoken from a dream, Konishi Yukinaga immediately ordered to close the 
city gates and sent troops to take up defensive positions, which prevented the Ming troops 
from entering the city. Although his honor guards were lost, Pyongyang was safe. 


Li Ru Song was furious. The gates were wide open for the taking and you don’t take. Are 
you all blind?! 


But once the fury subsided, Li Ru Song took a detailed look at the city before him. He 
quickly realized despite it was an unsuccessful assault, it was not entirely a waste, as long as 
proper actions could be taken. 


Thus a scene that bewildered Konishi Yukinaga appeared. The Ming army, which had lost 
the opportunity, not only didn’t stop, instead launched a new assault. And their target was the 
northern fortress of Pyongyang. 


The northern fortress featured a strong defense and the highland of Peony Hill. It was easy 
to defend and tough to attack. The attack was quickly repulsed. Ming troops didn’t linger 
there. They withdrew. 


Standing atop of the city wall, Konishi Yukinaga witnessed the whole battle. He was 
mystified. Why did the Ming army still launch the attack knowing they didn’t have much 
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chance of a success? 


But regardless of the result, the battle ended. He didn’t lose. In Konishi Yukinaga’s mind, 


only one image remained, Ming troops had once assaulted the northern fortress. 
But to Li Ru Song, that was already enough. 
The attack ended but Li Ru Song’s rage didn’t end. Once back in the camp, like usual, he 


summoned all of his generals and began cursing at everyone. 


The scale of this verbal assault was very wide. Except Wu Wei Zhong, Luo Shang Zhi, and 
a few others, no one of the dozens of generals under him was spared. The furious Commander 
Li’s invectives showered indiscriminately on everyone’s head. 


But it was what it was. They already closed the gates. Humbugging would no longer work. 
Cursing would not get the gates open. The only option left was a head-on assault. 


If it has to be a head-on assault, then there should be an assault plan. How to attack and 
who are going to be in the attack? But Commander Li didn’t seem to have a sense of that. With 
curses finished, he walked away and left only one sentence: 


“Li Ru Bai, you go on patrol tonight, you mustn’t rest!” 


As Li Ru Song’s brother and subordinate, Li Ru Bai took this as a punishment to him and a 
trick to warn others. 


Hours later, he would recognize his mistake. 


At dawn in the early morning, the west gate of Pyongyang, which had been tightly closed, 
suddenly opened. Under the disguise of darkness, over three thousand Japanese troops rushed 
toward the Ming camp. 


That was Konishi Yukinaga’s plan. In his mind, the newly arrived Ming army hadn’t found 


its footing and was also new to the terrain. A night raid would be a sure bet. 


It was said the book Konishi Yukinaga liked the most was Romance of the Three Kingdoms. 
He was much into the tactic of night raid on enemy camps. But unfortunately, this sometimes 
didn’t necessarily work, particularly on Li Ru Song, who also was a loyal reader of the book. 


As soon as they got to the camp gate and even before they entered the camp, the three 
thousand and plus men were discovered by Li Ru Bai, who was doing the patrolling. A melee 
ensued; the Japanese had to retreat, leaving dozens of bodies behind. 


That ended the first probe by the Japanese army. 
Morning of January 7, foggy. 


Konishi Yukinaga was very nervous. He understood very well this kind of weather was 
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good for hiding troops and launching raids. He ordered to beef up the defense. But 
surprisingly to him, throughout the entire morning, there was no movement at all in the Ming 
army in front of him. 

He thought over and over again but failed to come up with any idea. Then he decided to 
play another trick to probe Ming army’s true strength. 

He sent a messenger to Li Ru Song, indicating he was willing to surrender but the Ming 
army had to first retreat thirty lis. 

Li Ru Song replied: good, we'll do it tomorrow. 

But both sides knew they didn’t have much time left playing the game. The real show was 
about to begin. 


That was the night of January 7. 


But perhaps Konishi Yukinaga was too obsessed with Romance of the Three Kingdoms, or 
perhaps he couldn’t extricate his mind from a fixed track. After the failure of last night, he 
once again sent out nearly a thousand Japanese troops on a night raid. Then they were routed 
again by Ming night patrols. 

But Konishi Yukinaga was not discouraged. If it didn’t work today, I'll try tomorrow, I'll 
keep trying until you leave! 

But he wouldn’t have another chance. On that night, Li Ru Song convened his first and 


only military conference. 


Right at the beginning of the conference, Li Ru Song announced the date of his attack, 


tomorrow (January 8), a date that he had been planning for a while. 
Of course, he also explained why he announced his plan now: 


“Kim Shun-liang and over forty other Japanese spies have all been captured in the last few 
days. Information about or army has not been compromised.” 

Now everyone became suddenly aware of what was going on. 

If the plan was announced too early, then it would run the risk of being leaked, which 
would hinder the fight. By announcing today when the fight was tomorrow, there was also 
another purpose that even if there were any spies, then the spies wouldn’t have enough time 
to deliver the information, in addition in consideration of security. There were only these men 
in the conference. If the information was leaked, it would be easy and a sure thing to 
investigate the leak and identify the leaker. 


That obviously meant he didn’t trust the men, who weren’t happy about it. 


There would be more unhappy things. 
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“In tomorrow’s attack, every must do his best. Cowards will be immediately executed!” 
Then he added: 
“Taking heads is prohibited! Violators will be severely punished!” 


Although Li Ru Song was not someone to argue against, but when the generals heard these 


words, uproar arose along with a lot of chattering. 


On this issue, it’s necessary to have a detailed explanation. In Ming, the number of enemy 
heads was the gauge to assess combat accomplishments. That’s understandable. If you say 
you've killed such and such number of enemy, you have to show your proof. Heads are a 
proof. Otherwise, if you boast you've killed thousands, who will be able to verify? 


Even in large scale battles, when results are reported to the Court, they are calculated in 
terms of enemy heads. And afterwards the Ministry of War would verify and issue rewards 
based on the number of heads. 


Thus, back then, heads were hot commodities. Whenever an enemy was killed, many Ming 
soldiers competed to get the head (that’s money). Sometimes the competition was so intense 


that no one cared to charge anymore. Everyone was busy on grabbing heads. 


Li Ru Song understood that very well. Tomorrow’s battle would be fierce. Then there 
would be no shortage of heads. But opportunities in battle could be gone in an instant. If 
everyone was busy on grabbing heads, who would take the city? 


But the men are not going to accept that. I’ve toiled hard by coming here to fight with you. 
Besides serving the country and working hard to fight, I have to be paid. If you don’t allow me 
to take heads as proofs, then how do I claim my prizes? Are you going to reward me by how 
much I ask? 


Actually, Commander Li was a reasonable man. He wouldn’t ask someone to do a job 
without paying him. After finishing with those unsavory words, he followed with something 
more tangible: 

“In tomorrow’s attack on the city, whoever gets on the wall first will be rewarded five 
thousand ounces of silver!” 

In the instant that everyone heard these words, golden rays shone out of the eyes of 
everyone. 

How much was five thousand ounces of silver in today’s money? This is a complicated 
question. Throughout nearly three hundred years of history of Ming, there had always been 
inflation and price appreciations and the changes swung widely. It’s hard to come to an 
accurate number. We have to estimate. 
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According to the history records available to me and applying the theory of parity in 
purchasing power, we can come to such a conclusion: In the Ten Thousand Seasons era, one 
ounce of silver could be at least two dans of rice, which is over three hundred jins. After some 
checks, the market price of a jin of rice costs about two yuans. 


Using such calculations, an ounce of silver in Ten Thousand Seasons era is equivalent to 
about six hundred yuans. Five thousand ounces of silver is thus about three million yuans. 


Who says ancient people were stingy, they were really willing to spend big. 


Almost at the same time, in the city of Pyongyang, Konishi Yukinaga was also doing his 
final preparation. Ever since the arrival of the Ming army, he had been keeping a close eye on 
Ming troops’ movements, hoping to find the enemy’s main target of attack. Because of heavy 
fogs and the Ming army moved stealthily, he had not been able to have his wish fulfilled. Thus 
the deployment of troops in the city changed frequently and was not finalized. 


Not much time was left. Years of combat experiences told him the final decisive battle 
would come soon. Tonight it might be his last chance. 


After a period of intense work, Konishi Yukinaga made his final decision. 


The troops defending Pyongyang included the entire first corps and part of the second 
corps, which totaled over eighteen thousand men, as well as Korean troops that totaled over 
five thousand. In total he had twenty three thousand. 


Based on traces of evidence, the main direction of Ming army’s attack should be the 
northwest. That place would be defended with the bulk of the troops. Konishi Yukinaga issued 
his order: the main forces of the first corps of twelve thousand would guard the three gates in 
the northwest, the Gate of Seven Stars, Little West Gate, and Big West Gate. Large numbers of 
cannon and guns would be deployed there. The gates would be defended to the last man. 


On the east side, there weren’t many Ming troops. Konishi Yukinaga made a bold guess: 
Ming troops would not mount a hard attack on the east of the city. 


Now, only south and north of the city were left. 
After a momentary hesitation, Konishi Yukinaga made the following decision: 


“The south is wide and open and it’s not good for battle. The New Army (Korean troops) of 


five thousand men will guard the Gate of Blankets in the south.” 
“The remaining other troops guard the north!” 
I am sure at that moment, in his mind there was a flash of the scene of the day before. 
“All the remaining troops are reserves and commanded by me!” 


Konishi Yukinaga finished his deployment. 
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Based on Ming army’s movements and the location of camps, there shouldn’t be enemies 
on the east side. On the south said, the attack must be a feint. The main target of attack must be 
the west and north of the city. 1am sure my guess is correct. As long as we repel the attack by 
the Ming army, we can stay and wait for reinforcement. Then victory will be ours! 


Now, in the Ming camp outside of the city, Li Ru Song finally revealed his attack plan that 
he had been keeping as a secret for a long time: 


“The main target of our attack will be the west.” 


The Ming attacking army totaled over forty five thousand. The detailed deployment was as 
follow: 


“Yang Yuan and his left corps of ten thousand are to attack the Little West Gate on the west 


side.” 


“Li Ru Bai and his middle corps of ten thousand are to attack the Big West Gate on the west 


side.” 


“Zhang Shi Jue and his right corps of ten thousand are to attack the Gate of Seven Stars at 


the northwest.” 
“The thirty thousand men are the main force of our attack.” 
The next area to be deployed was the north side. 


“The Southern Army (the Qi Army) of three thousand led by Wu Wei Zhong to attack the 
Peony Terrace at the north of the city!” 


Usually in military conferences, Li Ru Song basically was the only actor in a one-man show. 


He talked and others listened. But now, one man interrupted him: 
“T don’t think this is a good attack plan.” 
The man who interrupted him was Cha Da Shou. 


Cha Da Shou was from Iron Ridge. He started his career as Li Cheng Liang’s family servant 
and now he was a deputy garrison commander. 

As Li Cheng Liang’s able unit commander, Cha Da Shou had been through numerous 
battles and accumulated a lot of combat experience. He was also very close to Li Cheng Liang. 
With such a connection, he was bold enough to say a few words: 

“We've been on the west side for two days. The Japanese probably already know our main 
target of attack. If they strengthened the defense on the west side, it’Il be hard for us to take the 
city.” 


“Also, although the Southern Army is our main force, the terrain in the north is too high. 
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Attacking upward is going to be tough and it’ll be hard to take the city from there.” 


We must say Cha Da Shou commanded some respect. Li Ru Song didn’t utter a word and 


allowed him to finish. 
Of course that was all the respect he got. Commander Li waved his hand and bawled out: 
“Don’t worry about these things, just obey your order!” 
Then the east and south became the topic: 
“No need to attack the east!” 
“Why?” This time, the one asked was Zu Cheng Xun. 


Although he was very much afraid of Li Ru Song, he really didn’t feel he understood it. If 
there are more troops available, why not attack the east? 

The reply was also expected, it was terse and rude: 

“Haven't you read military books? There must be an opening left in a siege!” 

Leaving an opening in a siege was a psychological tactic. Specifically, it said when 
attacking a city, one should not have the entire city all surrounded. Because when the enemy is 
in a tight encirclement, he would have nowhere to escape. He would fight to death. If the city 
was all tightly surrounded and over twenty thousand men in the city decided to charge out, it 
would be hard to say if they could be stopped. 

The last one was the south side. 

“Luo Shang Zhi, commanding the Smart Weapons Brigade, will take the best two thousand 
of the Southern Army and together with Zu Cheng Xun, the deputy garrison commander of 
Eastern Liao with eight thousand are to attack the Gate of Blankets at the south of the city. I’ll 
be there to monitor the fight. We must take this one!” 

Not until the last moment, did Li Ru Song show all of his cards. 

In the Battle of Ningxia, Li Ru Song personally experienced the power of a cornered beast. 
Surrounded by the Ming army, the rebels in the city became even more stubborn. Dirt bags 
failed to work. Water failed to submerge them. They had neither provisions nor outside help. 
But they managed to hang on for nearly half a year. Not until resorting to all kinds of tactics 
and suffering numerous casualties, was the Ming army able to get a victory. 

From this cruel and fierce battle, Li Ru Song learned two important lessons: 

One, to make the enemy feel helpless, he must be given hope. This is so-called leaving an 
opening in a siege. 


Two, to take a city, the best point of attack is not the weakest position. Rather it’s a position 
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that the enemy is least expected. 


Two days earlier, he attacked the north side and bivouacked his main force on the west 


side. He left the east open and ignored the south. 
The west side is where the main force is located. This must be the main point of attack. 


The south side is too wide and open and it’s hard to decide on a point of attack. It’s 


disadvantageous to the attacker. No one is going to mount an attack here. 
The north side has been probed and it is very probably the prelude of attack. 
Then my real target is the south side, the Gate of Blankets. 


Once everyone suddenly came to understand it, Li Ru Song announced his final 


arrangement: 


“Deputy Garrison Commander Tong Yang Zheng with his nine thousand men are the 


reserves.” 


We have to say he was a man of no significance and it was also an insignificant assignment. 


In the ensuing battle he also played no role. 


But ironically, the insignificant deputy garrison commander was a man who influenced 
history. Comparing to him, Li Ru Song, the commander-in-chief, was someone not even worth 
mentioning. 

More specifically, it’s like this: years later, after being defeated in a battle, he and his 


brother Tong Yang Xing followed the direction of the wind by surrendering to Late Jin and 
became a Chinese traitor and a pillar in establishing the Manchurian Qing Dynasty. 


He had a son, whose name was Tong Tu Lai, who had several sons and daughters. Let’s 
first introduce one of the daughters. She married to a man named Fu Lin Aisin Gioro, who was 


commonly known as Emperor Rule in Obedience to Heaven. 


This daughter of Tong Tu Lai’s was later addressed as Empress Gentle and Tender, who 
gave birth to a son named Xuan Ye Aisin Gioro, or commonly known as Emperor Prosperity 
and Splendor. 


Tong Tu Lai’s sons also did well. One of them was Tong Guo Gang, who achieved great 
military accomplishments. He followed Emperor Prosperity and Splendor on an expedition to 
the west against Galdan and died. Another was Tong Guo Wei, who monopolized the 
government for years and whose words were final. He was dubbed as “the Tong of half of 


government.” 


Tong Guo Wei had two daughters and both married to the same man, Emperor Prosperity 


and Splendor. 


304 


Book of Zhu Yi Jun 


Although one of them didn’t produce a son, she was doted. Later when a woman of low 
birth gave birth to a son for Emperor Prosperity and Splendor, the child was given to her to 
raise to until his adulthood. The child considered her his mother. His name was Yin Zhen 
Aisin Gioro, or commonly known as Emperor Harmony and Just. 


Tong Guo Wei had another son, who maintained very close relationship with Emperor 
Harmony and Just and made great contributions later to the emperor’s succession. His name 
was Kelongdo. Because Kelongdo was the emperor’s foster mother’s brother, when the 
emperor met Kelongdo, he always addressed him as “uncle”. 


That was a brief introduction of Tong Yang Zheng’s descendants. He also had many 
empresses, imperial concubines, and key officials as his descendants, who were too numerous 
to enumerate and there is no need to describe each one here. 


By the way, his brother Tong Yang Xing was one worth mentioning. After the fellow 
surrendered to Late Jin, he commanded his troops to resist Ming. Then he was killed by 
soldiers led by an obscure man. The obscure little soldier’s career then took off and became a 
garrison commander and one of the best known generals on the border. His name was Mao 
Wen Long. 


Later when this Mao Wen Long advanced higher, he started to become arrogant and 
domineering and no longer respected his superiors. In the end he was eliminated by his boss. 
The boss’s name was Yuan Chong Huan. 


Then later on, Yuan Chong Huan was killed by his emperor. One of his crimes was killing 
Mao Wen Long. It’s really hard to sort out this messy account of things. 


Usually after the reserve was announced, the meeting would have adjourned. Li Ru Song 
didn’t mention it, and people left one after another to prepare for next day’s battle. 


Zu Cheng Xun thought the same thing. But just when he was about to walk out of the tent, 
he heard Li Ru Song’s voice: 


“Zu Cheng Xun, hang on a second, there’s one more thing for you to do.” 
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A Bloody Battle in Pyongyang 


On January 8 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), Ming troops 
assembled into columns and marched out of their camps. 


As usual, Li Ru Song stood at the front of the assemblage. Reviewing the strongly fortified 
city in front of him, he knew a great battle was about to begin. 


“Li Ru Song possessed preternatural talents. He was fierce, decisive, and brave in battle. 
He was well versed in military strategies. In April of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons 
(AD 1598), the barbarians invaded Eastern Liao. He took a team of light cavalrymen on a long 
distance raid of the enemy headquarters. He marched ahead of his soldiers. They were 
ambushed and he was killed in a fierce battle.” 


Now at the moment, his death was still five years away. 

Li Ru Song’s life wasn’t long. But Heaven treated him generously. His extraordinarily 
brilliant abilities and talents would shine at this moment. 

At dawn, the Ming army commenced the attack. 

Now Konishi Yukinaga was monitoring the battle at the west side of the city. Just as he 


predicted, this was the main point of attack by the Ming army. But looking at the large number 
of Ming troops outside of the city, he was not nervous. 


He was so confident not only because he was well prepared, but also he received an 


important piece of information. 


Before the war started, Japan had tried to find out Ming army’s equipment in fire arms. But 
because information flow was hindered, first hand intelligence was not obtainable. Only after 
some twists and turns, did they know the Ming troops were also equipped with guns. But the 
guns were not as lethal as the Japanese versions. They were also not much advanced. 


Although Japanese guns were all single shots and reloading took considerable time and the 
range was one hundred to two hundred paces, it was easy to use in fighting the poorly 


equipped Ming troops. 
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In addition, in the attack two days ago, the Ming army indeed didn’t use fire arms in large 
scale, which also confirmed Konishi Yukinaga’s thinking. 


Konishi Yukinaga was sure that facing the high walled and deep moated city of Pyongyang, 
which was defended by troops heavily armed with fire arms, all the primitive Ming army, 
armed only with arrows and low grade fire arms, could do was to lament before the city. 


The Official Encyclopedia of Laws of Ming and The Catalogue of Military Equipment cataloged 
the firearms used by the Ming military, here is an excerpt: 

“Name of weapon: Quintuple Thunders, first in service in year one of Grand Celebration. It 
has five gun barrels of 1 chi 5 cuns* each in length. It weighs five jins. There is a front sight at 
the muzzle of each barrel. A general purpose rear sight is installed at the handle, which also 
has a copper tube. The barrels can turn. In an instant, they can be turned and fired.” 

Based on this description, the thing is pretty much like a present day revolver handgun. It 


also fires continuously. 


What is described above is only a child’s play. According to history records, Ming troops 
were equipped with over twenty kinds of fire arms and most of them were multi-barrel guns. 
Whoosh whoosh, when they were fired. No need to aim, not to mention reloading. 


Mr. Lu Xun once said: after gunpowder was invented, Westerners used it to fill bullets 
while Chinese used it to make firecrackers. 


I can say at least in Ming, these words weren’t necessarily true. 


It was really commendable that Konishi Yukinaga’s intellectual aptitude made him so 
confident. 


But even more ironic was in certain aspect, Konishi Yukinaga’s assumption was correct. 
According to history records, although at the time Ming’s fire arms were relatively advanced, 
they weren't widely used by the Ming troops that reinforced Korea. 


Of course there was a reason for it. 

Pretty soon Konishi Yukinaga would be able to fully understand the reason. 
At seven o'clock in the morning, a signal bomb exploded and the attack began. 
Attack first took place at the west side. 


Konishi Yukinaga stood atop of the wall on the west side of the city and waited intensely. 
But he was surprised to see long after the bomb exploded, Ming troops neither charged nor set 
up scaling ladders. Instead, they formed groups of two and were installing a kind of strange 
looking apparatus that was about over two meters long. 


°° Chi and cun are length units in ancient China. A chi was approximately a foot and a cun was approximately an inch. 
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Just when he was wondering and couldn’t make out what it was, he heard a thunder clap 
that shook the sky and earth. 


Loud and deafening peals of sound came out of the cannon from the Ming positions. 
Countless number of rocks and lead fell from the sky on the parapets of the walls on the west 
side of the city. 


The Japanese were totally unprepared. In an instant many were killed or wounded. Konishi 
Yukinaga was also wounded. But before he was carried down to have his wound bandaged, 
he shouted out the name of the terrifying weapon: 


“Big tube!” 
In Japanese, guns were called iron cannon and what was called a big tube was cannon. 


The answer to the mystery was revealed. The Ming army didn’t use guns because they had 


cannon. 


Having traveled hundreds of lis, one had to use the best gift to receive his guest. It was 
highly inappropriate to hide it from the guest. 


But to be more accurate, the thing that the Ming army used was not cannon. According to 
present day classification of weapons, it should be either hand cannon or rocket launcher. Its 


real name is firangi. 


In year one of Civility and Tranquility, in an accidental sea battle, Wang Hong, the deputy 
inspector of marine navigation, defeated his enemy, a Portuguese fleet. After the battle, he 
went onboard the ships abandoned by the enemy and discovered some weapons that he had 
never seen before. After some demonstration, he saw these things were immensely powerful 
and of value in wide uses. He decided to hand them to the central government and suggested 


to make some copies. 
This was a turning point in Ming’s firearms development. 


Because in Ming all foreigners were called Firangians, all the firearms imported from 
abroad, regardless if they were smuggled, stolen, or seized, were all called firangis. 

The firangis captured by Wang Hong (cannon mounted on ships) were an advanced kind 
in the world. The Court took it very seriously and immediately started researching it. 

If you didn’t know, the Chinese have always been really good at researching. As soon as 
the world came up with something new, regardless if it was developed by themselves or not, 
they would take a look at it and be able to make something that would be very close to the 
original. Despite it’s an imitation, the quality is usually better than the original. 


The firangis went through this process. They were dismounted from the Portuguese ships. 
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They were loaded with gunpowder and test fired. They were found to be very good. Then 
they were used and then improved. They were improved and then put in use. They were put 
in use again and improved again. They were improved and put in use again. The big thing 
that was originally installed on ships became smaller and smaller after improvements. There 


were also more variants of it. 


By year twenty six of Civility and Tranquility (AD 1547), Ming’s firangis were all 
domestically produced and all the parts were manufactured domestically. Research and 
development of it were done independently. It filled a void in domestic production. It was also 


mass produced and reached an advanced level in sixteenth century internationally. 


Ming weapons developers showed with their actual works that quality of domestically 


produced products was assured. 


For example, the big firangi model that equipped the Ming army had a total length of only 
two meters. It was equipped with a front sight. The body was rotatable. It was capable of 


causing great damages. 


Just one or two people would be able to handle cannon of two meters. By any standard it 
would be good enough. But the spirit of improvements in Chinese was really dreadful. Very 


soon, Ming developed a small firangi model. 


The small firangi was only ninety centimeters long. A steel ring was attached to the body 
and allowed it to be carried. In battles one man would be able to carry it. At the designated 
position, one only had to put it on a stand and then it would be ready to fire. It was more 


rocket-like than a rocket launcher. 


This thing is still available today. There are some real ones at the Military Museum in 
Beijing. I have visited the museum and seen them. They indeed don’t look big. Perhaps I can 
carry one around. Those who are interested should go take a look. 


Besides these infantry models, Ming also invented cavalry cannon or cavalry firangis. 
These cannon are smaller than even the small firangis. It measured only seventy centimeters in 
length. It could be carried by a cavalryman and fired in rapid movements. It was a powerful 


deterrent weapon. 


In summary, Ming’s firangis were easy to carry and operate. It had to be the choice of 
second to none in attacking cities, uprooting camps, killing men, and smashing walls. With 
this thing, only ghosts would opt to use guns. Thus thousands of Ming troops carried these 
lethal wares to the outskirts of the city of Pyongyang and fed the Japanese troops a real dose of 


the power of the weapon. 


But Konishi Yukinaga deserved his name as an experienced commander. He quickly 
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restored himself and went back to the front despite his wound. He mustered the stunned 
troops and told them not to get scared because after the cannon fired, they had to be reloaded 
and they would be able to use the time to reorganize and strengthen the defense. 


Konishi Yukinaga, based on his own experience, thought the cannon were different from 
guns and they had to be reloaded after each firing, which would take some time before they 
could be fired again. Feeling confident, he mustered his troops and readied them for the 


defense. 
The opinion seemed to be correct. But in fact it was wrong. 


Just when the Japanese troops recovered their senses and were about to get reorganized 
and reemerge again on the city walls, they were immediately attacked by the second round of 
bombardment! Rocks and bombs fell from the sky. The Japanese troops got hit hard and 
suffered heavy casualties. 


The Japanese troops were in a delirium. But before anyone got his sense recovered, the 
third round of bombardment came and once again they were smashed. Then it was the fourth 
round and fifth round..... 


Konishi Yukinaga was thoroughly confused. Is the bombardment never going to end? Are 
all of your cannon capable of firing continuously? 


Indeed, Ming cannons were all continuous firing models. 


To be fair, Konishi Yukinaga’s guess was correct because the cannon used in Ming times 
were not loaded with shells filled with gunpowder, which would blow up a large area upon 
explosion. Rather they were filled with iron dregs and rocks first, then lead beads were 
compressed in, and finally fired by igniting gunpowder. It worked like present day shells 
containing steel balls (shells are filled with steel balls, which spread everywhere upon 
explosion and everyone in the vicinity of the explosion will be killed. It’s a weapon that has 
been prohibited). It had a large effective killing area. One would be either killed or seriously 
wounded. If one was not seriously wounded, he would survive with a face of pockmarks. 


Of course, relatively speaking, it had its obvious drawbacks. Once the series of procedures, 
starting with compressing many different sort of stuff into the barrel, loading gunpowder, and 
firing, were all ready, the enemy would have gone off work. 


But back then there were no artillery shells, it was beyond people’s ability to speed it up. 


But history has told us ancient people were pretty smart. 


After some research, Ming military technologists came up with an absolutely ingenious 


idea, cluster blunderbuss. 


A so-called cluster blunderbuss worked pretty much like a rocket launcher. The main 
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blunderbuss was like the barrel of cannon. The blunderbuss shell, which was smaller than the 
blunderbuss, was like the cannonball. Before a battle, the blunderbuss shell was filled with 
iron dregs, rocks, lead balls, gunpowder, sealed and packaged, and then carried to the 
battlefield. 


Once arrived at the destination, one just had to put the shell in a blunderbuss. As soon as 
the powder was ignited, it could be immediately fired. Once it was fired, the shell was pulled 
out and the second one was put in, which could then be fired continuously. The speed of its 
operation was comparable to that of a howitzer. 


Thus a Ming firangi, once started roaring, would not stop. To keep up a continuous fire, an 
average firangi was equipped with four shells. In just a few minutes they could be all fired, 
which would be enough to completely suppress the enemy. 


For this expedition into Korea, in order to adapt to the international circumstances, the 
Ming army specifically equipped itself with a new model, hundred round firangi. It was 
obvious that it was unique. It had ten shells. 


Under the attack of several fusillades of bombardment, the Japanese army suffered heavy 
casualties. Black smokes billowed above the city walls. Fire was burning everywhere and 


bodies were everywhere. 


By now the large scale bombardment from the Ming army had stopped. The three columns 
of troops on the west side began to line up and advance toward their targets. In the short 
moment, there was a deadly silence on the battlefield. 


Following another explosion of a bomb, the silence was once again broken. Under the 
commands of Yang Yuan, Zhang Shi Jue, and Li Ru Bai, three columns of Ming troops 
launched fierce assaults on Little West Gate, Gate of Seven Stars, and Big West Gate. 


Bombs could fly but men couldn’t. To take the city, the Ming troops had to laboriously 
scale the walls. The Ming soldiers started setting up the scaling ladders and attacked the city. 
By now, along the walls on the west side of the city, no large number of Japanese troops could 
be seen at the parapets. What ensued seemed to be the logical result: the Japanese army, which 
had been heavily attacked, had lost the ability to defend and fled. So if they climbed to the top 
of the wall, Pyongyang would be taken! 


But just when the Ming army was at the final moment of victory, thunderous shouts of 
battle cry shook the sky. The Japanese troops appeared again and fired on the Ming troops 
under the wall. Scaling ladders were toppled. The Ming army, under the sudden attack, had 
many killed or wounded and the assault had to be called off. 


Having been bombarded continuously by the Ming army, the Japanese army didn’t retreat, 
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despite having suffered heavy casualties. 


After a momentary panic, order was gradually restored among the Japanese troops. Under 


Konishi Yukinaga’s coordination, following strict discipline, they began to redeploy. 


Li Zong Ren, the famous general in the war against Japan in WWII had once commented: 
The Japanese army is so well-trained and possesses so great fighting power that it’s perhaps 
unmatched in the world. Either on a march or in a deployment, they operate by following 
strategic and tactical principles without showing a slight disorder. They are down to the earth 
and meticulous in their work. 


We have to say it was a fair remark, because one of the most significant traits of the 
Japanese people is they are single minded. They are also a bit foolishly stubborn. Once they 
have their minds on something, they won’t stop until the end. They are also inclined to think 
death is honorable. Even jobs like seppuku belonged only to warriors and ordinary people 
were not qualified. There is no exaggeration in saying they were daredevils. 


In the Battle of Pyongyang, the hardheaded spirit was on full display. After repelling the 
Ming army’s attack, the spirits of the Japanese troops were elevated. They poured boiling 
water down the walls. They threw rocks and timber logs down and continuously fired at the 


Ming troops with guns and arrows. 


Despite the Japanese stubborn resistance and under the double incentives of 
professionalism (love of country) and material reward (five thousand ounces of silver), Ming 
soldiers continued to surge forward to attempt to take the city. 


But the Japanese were willing to fight and fought hard. Ming attacks were repeatedly 
thwarted. A few managed to get on the wall but were quickly hacked to death. The battle was 
at a stalemate. 


The situation at the Gate of Seven Stars was most serious. The stubbornness of the Japanese 
resistance was beyond many people’s imagination. Seeing it was not easy to earn the five 
thousand ounces and perhaps one had to lose his life, some began to turn around and began to 
retreat. The Ming formation began to crumple. Seeing the situation was deteriorating, Zhang 
Shi Jue, the commander of the right corps, started cursing. But amid the chaos, it became a 
futile effort. 


Just when the right corps was about to retreat in defeat, Li Ru Song arrived. 


After the battle began, Li Ru Song donned his armor and went to the front. He patrolled 
around the city with two hundred cavalrymen. Seeing Zhang Shi Jue wasn’t able to control the 
situation, he came here in a hurry. 


But he ignored Zhang Shi Jue, instead he came to under the city, stopped a Ming soldier in 
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retreat, and drew out his saber. 
The knife fell, together with a head. 


Soldiers who were in retreat were shocked when they saw the terrifying scene. They looked 
at the man who held a blood stained saber and heard him uttering the following sentence 
word by word: 


“Retreat means death!” 
The Ming troops in retreat stopped moving. 


In the uproar mixed with sounds of gun and cannon fires and tumult, every one of them, 
without exception, heard Li Ru Song’s low but clear voice. At that moment, determination and 
excitement filled his eyes: 


“Today is the day to kill all those japs!” 


At the same time when the west side attack started, the Ming army in the north of the city 
also started its attack. 


The city north featured the highest terrain in Pyongyang. The Japanese entrenched 
themselves in the Peony Hill. They occupied the high ground and were equipped with large 
numbers of guns and arrows and waited for the Ming army’s attack. 


Two days earlier, when Wu Wei Zhong saw the city north the first time, he was convinced 
that to take this part of the city was essentially impossible. 


Having fought for decades, Wu Wei Zhong was capable of accurately making such a small 
prediction. 


But one day later, Li Ru Song told him, your job is to attack the city north and all you have 
is three thousand men. 


Wu Wei Zhong understood very well it was a task impossible to accomplish. Li Ru Song’s 
real purpose was to distract the Japanese. He would be a small sacrifice in exchange for a big 


success. In an ordinary phrase, they would be used like cannon fodder. 
But he replied: yes, order will be obeyed. 
He didn’t hesitate at all. 


What he faced now was the Japanese force that had the numerical advantage, densely 
allocated guns, and a strong fortification. In addition, he had to look up to see the parapets. 


Wu Wei Zhong turned his head and looked at his soldiers. In just a few words, he 
completed his pre-battle motivation speech: 


“There, are the Japanese bandits!” 
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To the soldiers who grew up in Zhejiang, the two words “Japanese bandits” are like 
stimulants. No need to take into account of stories about parents being killed and houses 
robbed, just the traditional education that saturated their eyes and ears were enough to stir up 
their deep hatred of the enemy. This battle needed no motivational speech. 


Not only that, they were the Qi Army! 

Forty years ago, Qi Ji Guang built the unique army in Yiwu. Since that time, they had been 
closely connected with that glorious name and shrouded by its radiance. They fought for over 
a decade and expelled those shameless bandits. 


Now, they were at a different place and different time and faced the same enemy. And they 
needed to act the same way. 

Led by Wu Wei Zhong, three thousand Qi Army troops charged toward Peony Terrace. 

Reality proved Wu Wei Zhong’s prediction was correct. The city north was easy to defend 
and tough to attack. In all honesty, there was no way to attack. The terrain was unfavorable. In 
addition, the Japanese continuously fired down. Despite the Qi Army troops were experienced 
fighters, agile, and good at shielding themselves, and they suffered no significant casualties, 
two attacks were repelled with the charges were only on half of the way. 

Wu Wei Zhong didn’t give up. He knew the fiercer his attack was, the more concentrated 
the enemy’s attention and the easier to get the enemy stuck here. The real breakthrough would 
start at that moment. 

The third charge began. This time Wu Wei Zhong stood at the front of the formation. He 
brandished his knife and rushed toward that impossible target. 

It was an action that was too rough and bold. Very soon, a bullet struck him in the chest 
(shot by a lead bullet). Blood poured out. 

But Wu Wei Zhong didn’t stop his movement. He still brandished his knife and ordered 


the soldiers to charge forward, because in his mind, his mission had not been accomplished. 
Not until Pyongyang was taken and the Japanese fled, was the city north taken. 


But after the battle, everyone thought the soldiers who were assigned to attack the city 
north had fully accomplished their task. 


In the long stream of history, Wu Wei Zhong was a very obscure name. In later Korean 
history records, the general rarely appeared. No one seemed to care about his evacuation back 
to China and convalescence in Korea. That was not unusual. In this show of the big battle, 
comparing to Li Ru Song, he just played a small role. 


A general of the Nationalist Party once lamented after being defeated in the Chinese civil 
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war: The Nationalist Party was defeated because everyone wanted to do the easy. But Mao Ze 


Dong’s army was victorious because some people were willing to do the tough. 
Wu Wei Zhong was the man willing to do the tough. 
In history, he acted in a small role. But he played a great small role. 


While the city west and city north were in hot battles, the defenders of city south were 
fighting dozes. 


The city south stretched from the Sun Gate and the Gate of Blankets. The terrain was flat 
and unfavorable for covert and sudden assaults. It was hard to find a critical target of attack. 
The Japanese had no problem to hand the defense of this part of the city to five thousand 
Koreans. 


If we have to say it, there was no patent assigned to the word traitor. The sense of honor for 
some Koreans was really not that important. Just months after Pyongyang’s fall, they managed 
to organize such a large body of troops and that wasn’t an easy thing to do. 

Of course the Japanese army couldn’t count on the fighting ability of the five thousand. If a 
man wasn’t even willing to defend his homeland, what else could he be counted on to defend? 

But what pleased the Koreans was despite the loud fighting in the west and north, here it 
was absolutely quiet. 

But pretty soon, the Koreans discovered they were destined not to be bored. An army was 
quietly approaching the city. 

The Koreans were very nervous. But in a moment, when they saw the new comers’ 
uniforms, they were greatly relieved and they became ecstatic. 

The unexpected guests were wearing Korean uniforms. 

Facts proved that troops that had the traitors’ hats on their heads shared a common feature: 


they were incapable of fighting, they were coward, and they especially enjoyed looking down 
at their compatriots. 


The army of Korean traitors was also men of this sort. When they saw the Korean army 
coming, they were jubilant because they knew the Korean soldiers had little will to fight and 
would collapse as soon as the fight started. They were just like that before. 


The Korean attackers seemed to behave just like they expected. They worked slowly and 
approached the city slowly. By the way they acted, it seemed they were slower than slow 


motions. 


But not until when these compatriots brought out the scaling ladders and began to scale the 


wall, did the Korean traitors find out they were in serious trouble. 
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The Korean compatriots from outside of the city suddenly became very swift in action. In 
an instant, dozens were already on the defenseless wall. 


Before the Korean traitors were able to restore their senses, the men began to change their 
uniforms. That was very understandable because it was just too uncomfortable in Korean 


uniforms. 


Very quickly the miserable cries of the Koreans were heard over the top of the city wall: 
“Mings, Mings have attacked and are here!” 


Frankly speaking, if they were said to have attacked, I don’t see it. 


On the previous night, after everyone had left, Li Ru Song assigned a task to Zu Cheng Xun: 
Get all Ming soldiers to wear Korean uniforms without delay. 


Of course Zu Cheng Xun didn’t dare to be dilatory. Just like that, on the next day, the 
Koreans on the city wall saw their compatriots. 


The troops who attacked the city south were the elite troops of the Ming army, which 
included part of the Qi Army commanded by Luo Shang Zhi and Zu Cheng Xun’s Iron Clads 
of Eastern Liao. These rough men of course wouldn’t be polite. They simply drew out knives 
and hacked at anyone they saw. The Korean traitors were capable of only bullying ordinary 
people. As soon as they were in the engagement, they were soundly defeated and fled. 


Konishi Yukinaga’s mobile reserves were of capable spirits. When they saw the Koreans 
fled, they immediately rushed on to fill the void. But it was too late. The Ming troops, like 
tigers and wolves, surged forward and took the Gate of Blankets. 


That was basically how things went. Comparing to the west and north gates, it was really 
not that spectacular. Of course there were some casualties, but rather in a comical way: 
Because the progress was too smooth and there were no one shooting arrows or bullets, 
essentially anyone would be able to get on the wall. Over a thousand men fought forward 
harder than charging into a battle. 


But that made sense. It would be easy for anyone without much effort to earn a part of five 
thousand ounces of shining silver. Anyone would want to get into the action. 


The city south was not the key part of the city’s defense. The walls were not strong. In 
addition, everyone was so excited that they managed to crush a part of the wall. 
Coincidentally, Luo Shang Zhi was going through here and was hit. He was injured. 


Of course some history records said he was wounded in battle. It’s unclear about the actual 
situation. So let it be so. 


Nonetheless, the attack succeeded. The Ming flag flew over the parapets of Pyongyang’s 
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walls. The city south was taken. 
But to the troops attacking the city west, it really didn’t mean much. 


It was the tough fight at the city west that made the city south easy to take. The Japanese 
resistance was stubborn. They fired guns, threw rocks, and poured boiled water, which 
resulted in a lot of Ming casualties. On the other hand, the fight also incited fury in the minds 
of the Ming soldiers. Toppled ladders were re-erected. Those who didn’t die from falling off 
the ladders climbed up again. Once they got on the wall, they were engulfed in a deadly fight 
against the Japanese. 


Despite the city south had been taken, because Pyongyang was not a small city, it took time 
to get from the city south to the west. By now, with the battle having gone this far, to the Ming 
army, it didn’t matter much at which gate the fighting would take place. Hack the Japs was 


now the immediate concern! 


Nonetheless, the Japanese devils had what it took for them to be fierce fighters. They were 
not afraid of death and were not frightened under Ming’s furious attack. No one fled. They 
stood firm at the parapets and shot at the Ming troops. If the Ming troops got too close, they 
took up knives and fought hand to hand. They would rather die in the fight than surrender. 
They had the will to fight and they were not cowards. 


Thanks to the Japanese’s stubborn resistance, attacks by the Ming army failed despite 
repeated attempts and casualties climbed. Yang Yuan, the commander in charge of attacking 
the Little West Gate was wounded in an assault led by him. His unit commander Ding Jing Lu 
was killed. What happened to Li Ru Bai, the commander at the Big West Gate, was even more 
scary. He took a shot at the head. Fortunately he was wearing a helmet of good quality and he 
was spared. 


Even Li Ru Song, the commander-in-chief, could not escape from being hit. Because he 
roamed everywhere with his two hundred cavalrymen, he became a notable target. The 
Japanese targeted him, a volley of shots came and he immediately fell to the ground. 


At the moment of his fall, everyone at the scene was stunned. How could the fight be 
continued if the commander-in-chief was killed? 


While everyone was at a loss on what to do, Li Ru Song suddenly stood up and once again 
gave a new interpretation of the word valiant. 


His face was covered with dirt and blood dripped from his nostrils. But despite being 
battered, Commander-in-Chief Li didn’t seem to care much. He dusted off the dirt and uttered 


four words to his men: 


“Give me another horse!” 
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The boss had shown his bravery. Little soldiers now would have no excuse to not fight 
hard. They rallied and bravely charged toward the walls. But the Japanese didn’t budge, 
despite half of them had become casualties. With knives in their hands, they hacked against 
the attackers. It seemed they were full of the bushido spirit. 


The fighting kept going on like that. Although Ming now had the upper hand, the city still 
couldn’t be taken. The Ming troops who entered from the city south also met stiff resistance 
from the Japanese. Casualties kept climbing. The result would be unimaginable if the battle 
raged on like that. 


But Li Ru Song, who stood outside of the Gate of Seven Stars, wasn’t worried. Everything 
taking place before his eyes was already anticipated by him: 


“Pull up that thing!” 
That was Li Ru Song’s last killer weapon. 
That thing was a big cannon. At the time, it was called “The Great General’s Cannon”. 


The great general’s cannon was more than three chis in length. It weighed several hundred 
jins*. It had a front sight and a rear sight. It was capable of holding over one jin of gunpowder 
and three to five jins of lead. The range could reach over a li. 


Because the thing was bulky and heavy, no one would want and wasn’t able to carry it. But 
Li Ru Song insisted on bringing it. During a march, it was mounted on a wagon and pulled by 
cavalry. Li Ru Song never would have thought he had unintentionally set a world record, the 
earliest horse-drawn artillery force in the world. 


But by dragging these things to Korea, Commander Li wasn’t interested in setting a world 
record. He only wanted to use them to take cities. 


But on the other hand, although the thing was powerful, it also had many issues. For 
example, it was prone to accidentally injuring the operators. It was also not accurate. If it 
bombed a wrong target, it would be a no joking matter. In addition, because of the technology 
of the time, the cannon was prone to implosion (the issue had never been resolved). Unless a 
situation absolutely demanded it, it wouldn’t be put to use. 


Now it was the situation that demanded its use. 


Soldiers erected the cannon, loaded it with powder and lead. They aimed at the target and 
were ready to fire. 


Li Ru Song gave his order. The big cannon produced a thunderous sound. It didn’t 
implode and there were no accidental injuries and it hit the target accurately. 


* Jin was a unit of weight. A jin was approximately a pound. 
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The Gate of Seven Stars was bombed open. Pyongyang was bombed open. 


Trustworthiness 


The fall of the Gate of Seven Stars completely destroyed the Japanese’s confidence. 
Japanese soldiers gave up their positions and fled. Yang Yuan and Li Ru Bai followed by 
taking the Little West Gate and the Big West Gate. Thirty thousand Ming troops took out their 
butcher’s knives. With eyes filled with murderous spirits, they entered the city. 


Usually, at this stage of the show, what was to follow would be giving chase to the 
remnants of the enemy and cleaning up the battlefield. But devils being devils, they’d rather 
not give up. 

Having lost the gates, Konishi Yukinaga demonstrated his amazing psychological strength 
and military capability. He didn’t panic. He collected his troops, took up critical positions 
inside the city, and readied himself for a street to street battle. 


That had to be something disgusting. If one had to defend his own homeland, it wouldn’t 
have mattered much to have a hard fight. Now he was holding on to other’s land and 
wouldn’t leave no matter what. Only devils could have done that. 


The main Japanese strongholds were Shining Silk Pavilion, Wind and Moon House, and 
Peony Terrace. The common feature of the three places was they were at high grounds. They 
were essentially the dominant positions in the city. If the Ming troops attacked, they had to 
attack upward, which meant not only it was hard to attack, but also heavy casualties. If the 
Japanese were able to hold on until reinforcement arrived, they would even be possible to 
reverse the result. 


That was Konishi Yukinaga’s carefully calculated plan. 


Li Ru Song didn’t have to pre-calculate a plan but he was really good at calculate on the 
scene. Once he got into the city and saw the situation. He waved his hand and told the soldiers 
to cease the attack. Instead, he told them to do something else, find wood. 


Amid plips and plops, big heaps of wood encircled the Japanese strongholds. Then a single 
command came, light up! 


The Japanese now were in trouble. They had got themselves ready with arrows, knives, 
and guns. They were ready to fight from high ground and were willing to fight hand by hand. 
But instead, the enemy didn’t come close and instead set fire and intended to bake them alive. 
In an instant, conflagrations shot up to the sky. Thick smoke billowed. Under the high 


temperature and smoke, the Japanese lamented ceaselessly. 
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But Li Ru Song still thought they didn’t suffer enough. He sent five thousand men, who 
brought large quantities of guns, rockets, and firangis with them. They didn’t attack. Rather 
they stood outside the heaps of fire, aimed at the Japanese strongholds and fired with 
whatever they had. 


Then all of a sudden rockets and cannonballs filled the sky. Japanese positions were set 
aflame. Smokes and fires raged. If they wanted to put down the fire, they found no water. 
Burned by fire, the Japanese wailed and howled. Their fortresses had been turned into 
furnaces. 


Considering he had recently entered the city and had to rescue the civilians in Pyongyang 
with a lot of things to take care of, Commander Li Ru Song left to deal with other matters after 
he had the troops in charge of the sieges in good order. 


What was worthy of note was the sense of responsibility shown by the troops. They 
dutifully fired guns, shot arrows, and ignited fires despite the absence of their boss. 


For the whole night, they worked over time without rest. 


The next day (January 9), Cha Ying Kui, one of Cha Da Shou’s family servants, rose up 
early. He came to Peony Terrace, the key position at the north of the city. Yesterday, this was 
still a Japanese stronghold. But now, what lay in front of his eyes was a real hell on earth. 


Peony Terrace and the enclosing walls had been burned so badly that it was no longer 
recognizable. The place where yesterday there were continuous sounds of gunfire was now 
silent without a sound. He entered the fortress and saw numerous dead bodies, whose limbs 
were all entangled together. Not a single body could be identified because they had all burned 
into charcoals. 


Cha Ying Kui did a rough count. He found four to five hundred bodies of Japanese soldiers 
in the narrow enclosure outside of the gate. Obviously they were either burned alive or 
suffocated by the smoke. 


Naturally, servant Cha Ying Kui didn’t have the moral sense to lament on the cruelty of 
war. He ecstatically ran back and reported what he saw to his boss Cha Da Shou. His report 
was recorded in history as evidence of that scene. 

In fact what Cha Ying Kui saw was just the tip of an iceberg. On the night of January 8, 
lights of fire lit the sky over Pyongyang. Ming soldiers burned from outside and Japanese 
soldiers moaned inside. Countless number of people died in the fires. The stench of burnt 
bodies permeated the air over Pyongyang. History record says: odor of burned dead bodies 
filled the air and the stench could be smelled ten lis away. 


One must be more cruel than the enemy to eliminate the cruel enemy. I think under some 
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circumstances, this statement makes sense. 

But the ability of the Japanese to sustain high temperature had to be appreciated. They 
hung on through the night and didn’t come out to surrender. 

On the next day, they could no longer sustain themselves. 


The enemy entrenched in their strongholds finally collapsed. After suffering a night of 
gunfire and bombardment and scorching fire, bushido no longer worked, even spirits of 
immortality wouldn’t be of much help to them. Except a few thousand men with Konishi 
Yukinaga, who stayed in a strong and well defended fortress and still bitterly held on, all other 
Japanese soldiers in the city fled. 


But even fleeing required a direction. Pyongyang was already under Ming control. Where 
to flee? 


The fleeing Japanese troops had good senses. They saw the west, south, and north were all 


manned and only the east was lack in defense. 
The Japanese troops were ecstatic. They all escaped toward the city east. 


Everything seemed to be going well. The defeated army fled to the east. Although Ming 
troops were closely pursuing them, the Japanese managed to successfully escape from the east 
of the city, thanks to the strong urge to survive. 

But they would soon discover that dying in fighting inside the city wasn’t necessarily a bad 
thing. 

When Li Ru Song deployed his troops, he followed the military strategy that said an 
opening must be left in a siege. But many probably overlooked one question: why the east side? 

I am sure once the Japanese troops fled out to the east gate, they found the answer. 

Outside of the east gate was a big river, turbulent and wide. 

Only someone whose head was filled with water would have chosen here to be the base for 
an attack. 


The Japanese army was in trouble. If one chose to run along the city wall, he would find no 
end. If one chose to go back to the city, the Ming army wouldn’t allow. In front of them they 
had no exit. Behind them was the pursuing enemy. With no other alternatives, they had only 


one option, jump into the river. 
I remember that day was January 9. Boreal winds blew ...... 


Climate in Korea was pretty much like that of northeast of China. Usually it was very cold 
at this time of the year. It had to be several degrees below zero. But the Japanese soldiers 
bravely jumped into the river. 
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Although the temperature was below zero I’m pretty sure the river was not frozen. In 
Korean history record, there is this statement: over ten thousand drowned. 


Previously they were scorched near death. Then they jumped into the icy river and got 
themselves frozen. Ancients said: ice and fire, earth and sky. I shiver whenever that phrase 


comes to my mind. 


Under these circumstances, if one was not dead, he had to be a superman. Obviously the 
Japanese army lacked men of this special capability. 


Those who escaped were basically dead. They were either drowned or frozen. But in the 
city, Konishi Yukinaga’s life was worse. He clearly knew he was finished. What he had to 


think now was neither reward nor defense of the city. Rather he had to think how to survive. 


At the moment of life and death, the Japanese troops showed the amazing fighting ability. 
Led by Konishi Yukinaga, they repulsed repeated Ming attacks. It seemed they would not give 
up until they die fighting. Like fish in a net, they would die or they would break the net. 


Although the Ming army had the upper hand and had the numerical advantage, they had 
been fighting for a day and a night. Even if they didn’t get paid for overtime, they still had to 
take a breath. In addition, victory was already in hand. But reward had not been paid. If one 
was killed at this moment of the battle, it would not be worth. 


Although the Japanese army was numerically inferior, the soldiers were not afraid of 
fighting. Before life and death, one would be willing to do everything. In today’s jargons, the 
mentalities of the two sides were different. The proverb, don’t chase a desperate enemy, means 
the same logic. 

Then a strange scene emerged. After a day and a night's fierce fighting, a moment of calm 
again was seen in the city. 

Then, a mysterious thing took place. 

It’s mysterious because even until today, it’s unclear what exactly happened. 


On this matter, in history records, there are basically four versions. 


According to the report submitted to the emperor by the army supervisor and the generals, 
this is what happened: The remnants of the Japanese army decided to retreat once they 
realized they could no longer resist the Ming army’s attacks. General Li Ru Song had predicted 
the enemy would flee. He set up an ambush and sent troops to give chase. The Japanese army 
was routed. 


The second version was the report submitted to the Korean king by Ryo Seong-ryong. This 
version is similar. In it Li Ru Song was described as predicting his enemy’s movement like a 
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god. An attack was launched after the Japanese started fleeing and the enemy was soundly 
defeated. 


The third version was the report submitted to the Saintly Father of Great Ming by the 
Korean king (who was considered a Ming official). Such a document could be read as the 
standard document between a superior and his subordinate. Whenever the king’s opinion was 
stated, it was phrased as “Yours Humbled thinks”. Ming soldiers were heavenly soldiers and 
Ming was a heavenly dynasty. The emperor of Ming was saintly and martial. The garrison 
commander of Ming brought his heavenly troops down from heaven. The flattering went on 
from beginning to end. 


Once the battle began, “the sky and the earth were cracked by its (the Ming army’s) force; 
Mountains overturned and rivers reversed”. His own army (the Korean army) “acted 
cowardly and hesitantly and dared not to extend a helping hand”. The Japanese army was like 
“a mantis trying to stop a moving wagon and unable to resist”. By his logic, the Japanese army 
collapsed as soon as the Ming army’s godly presence befell on the Japanese. 


The one that contains the most detailed and most realistic is the fourth version. 
According to records in the Annals of the Joseon Dynasty, this is what happened: 


After the battle was in a stalemate, Li Ru Song did something that surprised everyone. He 
sent a representative to negotiate with Konishi Yukinaga. 

Many people didn’t understand this decision. The enemy had been surrounded, why 
negotiate? 

But reality showed it was a wise decision. By now the main portion of the Japanese army 
had been annihilated, Pyongyang had been taken, and the strategic goal had been achieved. 
What he needed the most at the moment was the time to recuperate and guard against the 
enemy’s counter attack. With these desperate men inside the city, head on attacks would not 
only waste energy, casualties would also be high. If the situation was prolonged, it could also 
cause unexpected changes. Negotiation was the best option. 


This was Li Ru Song’s condition in the negotiation: 


“With the force I have I can completely annihilate you. But I don’t want to waste lives. I'll 
retreat for a moment and allow you to leave.” 


What he meant was, I can destroy you. But I’m too lenient (actually too hard to do). So I’ll 
let you go. 


This was Konishi Yukinaga’s reply: 


“We're willing to withdraw. Please don’t chase us from behind.” 
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What he said was, I know I’m lost. But please, when I am fleeing don’t play tricks on me. 


By this account, the result pleased both sides. An agreement was reached. The Ming army 
withdrew from the encirclement. The Japanese army, under extreme caution, held weapons in 
their hands and gradually retreated out of Pyongyang. 


With the situation progressing so far, there didn’t seem to be anything strange. But that is 
what was strange. Given that the matter was resolved satisfactorily, why in the official report 
nothing was mentioned about this matter? 


There are probably two reasons. First, negotiating with the enemy and allowing the enemy 
to escape, regardless of motivation and result, didn’t seem to be something that should be 


glorified. 
The second reason probably can be attributed to Li Ru Song’s character. 


If Konishi Yukinaga knew Li Ru Song or had heard what happened in the Ningxia 
rebellion half a year ago, he would absolutely not negotiate with Li Ru Song even if he had to 
fight to death. 


Based on Li Ru Song’s personality and the end of Ba Bai, the leader of the Ningxia rebellion, 


we can probably come to this conclusion: 
Li Ru Song, at least on this score, was not a trustworthy man. 


Almost at the same time when Konishi Yukinaga took his army out of Pyongyang, Li Ru 
Song summoned Cha Da Shou and assigned him a task: Take three thousand men and set up 
an ambush on a small road east of the river. 


A comered beast would not be easy to handle. But if he was released, it would be easier to 
fight. 


When Konishi Yukinaga had left and was far away from Pyongyang, he finally let his 
guard down, and was assured of his escape, Cha Da Shou appeared. 


Based on analysis of history records, by now the Japanese army numbered about five 
thousand. If they were willing to fight, Cha Da Shou’s men of three thousand would not be a 
match. But after Commander Li’s hocus-pocus, the Japanese troops were full of hopes of peace 
and had no will to fight. As soon as they saw the Ming army, they ran away without even 
fighting. 

Cha Da Shou gave the order to pursue. The Japanese army was routed and over three 
hundred Japanese soldiers were killed. But the soldiers had fought a long time and were tired. 
In addition, the Japanese ran fast and Ming soldiers weren’t able to catch up with them. That’s 
all they could do. 
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The Battle of Pyongyang thus ended. The Ming army achieved a complete victory and the 
Japanese army was thoroughly defeated. 


In this battle, the Ming army had seven hundred ninety six killed and one thousand four 
hundred ninety two wounded. 


The Japanese casualty was interesting. According to records, in this battle the Ming army 
killed one thousand six hundred forty seven Japanese. That didn’t seem to be many. 


That must be a very accurate number. But it’s not the number of Japanese casualties. Rather 
its’ the number of heads taken of Japanese soldiers. 


Because before the battle Li Ru Song explicitly ordered to not grab heads, on this valuable 
resource, the Ming army didn’t pay much attention, nor did they carefully preserve. In 
addition, with fire attacks and drowning, many were either burned to ashes or frozen. So it 
was tough to extract heads. After some picking here and there, they managed to gather more 
than a thousand, which was already a remarkable feat. 


On the Japanese actual casualty, there were no accurate records in Ming and Korean 
history records. There are only vague words like “over ten thousand” or “thousands”. It’s the 
bad consequence of one who cared much about killing and not much about burying. 


In the end, the Japs were the earnest ones. If no one helped them to count, they counted by 
themselves. In War History of Japan, there are such records: 


On March 20 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), the Japanese army 
collected the remnants of its forces. Here is an abstract of the count of the number of troops: 
The first corps under Konishi Yukinaga, initially numbered 18700, now 6520 were present. 


Although the total number of Japanese forces entering Korea was over a hundred thousand, 
most of them were the warlords from places in Japan and they were not Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s 
men. In today’s jargon, they were assemblies of diverse forces. The men he truly trusted were 
only Konishi Yukinaga and his first corps and Kato Kiyomasa and his second corps. They were 
the forces he thought was his. 


These two armies were Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s elite and main forces. Between them, the first 
corps was the most able fighting unit. It performed extremely well in the battles against the 
Korean volunteer armies and they didn’t have to fight very hard. 


But in the war in Korea, the unit was almost annihilated. We can do a calculation to get the 
actual number. Essentially it was severely disabled. 


That was only the casualty numbers of the first corps. The second corps lost eight thousand 


men. Among them, most of them were killed in Pyongyang. 
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Adding them up, in the Battle of Pyongyang, the Japanese casualty was at least twenty 
thousand. 


Of course the five thousand Korean soldiers were not included. We have reasons to believe 
they were still alive. Although Li Ru Song was not a man of credibility, at least he wasn’t in the 
habit of killing prisoners. 
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A Celebrated General of Once a Generation 


The mystery about a lone army 


Once Pyongyang was taken, Li Ru Song didn’t at all hesitate. He immediately sent out 
troops and continued attacks. 


Because Ming troops totaled just between forty and fifty thousand, many unit commanders 
worried they didn’t have enough manpower. But the ensuing scenarios showed them what 


panic stricken meant. 


After Konishi Yukinaga’s defeat, Japanese forces everywhere got the news and all 


unanimously adopted the same strategy, flee. 


In only three days, Japanese forces in Hwangju, Pyongsan, and Chunghwa scattered 
without fight. Everyone fled without even seeing shadows of the Ming troops. Kaesong, a key 
military position, therefore was exposed to the Ming army. 


The Japanese forces garrisoning Kaesong were the third corps and sixth corps. The 
commander was Kuroda Nagamasa. 


The man in charge of attacking Kaesong was Li Ru Song’s brother Li Ru Bai. He led his 
cavalry of eight thousand and fought all the way toward here and created a tremendous 
momentum. Kuroda Nagamasa had some guts, initially he vowed to resist to the end. But as 
more and more Japanese soldiers escaped to Kaesong, more and more godlike the Ming army 
was proclaimed to be. The fellow couldn’t sit still anymore. Before the real people even 
appeared, on January 18, he fled after setting the city afire. 


Li Ru Bai badly wanted to have a good fight. The result was not what he anticipated. 
Galled, he didn’t want to just give up and pursued Kuroda Nagamasa without letting up. 
After a hot chase, he was able to find the enemy. A melee ensued. Kuroda Nagamasa couldn’t 
come up with any ability to fight. He led the fleeing. The Japanese rear guard suffered heavy 


casualties. Five to six hundred died. The Ming army’s loss was only six dead. 


From January 9 to 20, in just twelve days, twenty two prefectures from Pyongyang to 
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Kaesong were retaken. The entire line of the Japanese defense collapsed and withdrew to the 
south. 


But Li Ru Song wasn’t satisfied. Ahead of him, there was still his final destination, 
Wangkyong. 

Wangkyong was present day’s Seoul. After the collapse of the Japanese line, most of the 
men withdrew to here. By January 20, the number of Japanese troops concentrated here had 
reached fifty thousand. Also it seemed they didn’t appear to want to leave. In here Li Ru Song 
would face the biggest test of his life. 


Although Li Ru Song had fought numerous vicious and tough battles, this time though, he 
wasn’t quite sure. 

Mr. Sun Tzu had told us: The best military strategy is to employ stratagem, the next best is 
to use diplomacy, the next is to use force, and the worst is to take cities. 

In addition, he also told us: in military strategies, encircle if one had ten times of the force 


and attack if one had five times of the force of the enemy. 


In summary, it means this: In war the worst plan is to take cities. In offense, if one has ten 
times of the strength over the enemy, encircle him; if one has five times of the strength over the 
enemy, attack him. 

Now, in the city there were fifty thousand Japanese. 

Li Ru Song had in his hand at most fifty thousand men. 

In a city defense battle, the defensive side had a lot of advantage. In the Battle of 
Pyongyang, Li Ru Song used his army of forty thousand to attack a defense of twenty 


thousand. He had to utilize all sorts of tricks and exhausted all of his energy before he finally 
took the city. 


To attack a force of fifty thousand with a force of fifty thousand, the task would be tough, 
difficulties would be pronounced, and victory was basically impossible. 


When everyone’s attention was on Wangkyong, an unexpected incident completely 
disrupted the difficult situation. 


On January 26 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), Li Ru Song issued 


an order: 


Garrison Command Cha Da Shou, Deputy Garrison Commander Zu Cheng Xun, and 
General of Raiders Li Ning are ordered to lead an elite force of three thousand on a 


reconnaissance mission to Wangkyong. 


Only a half day later, he received the Ming army’s battle report: 
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We encountered the enemy on our way. Cha Da Shou ordered an immediate attack. Over 


six hundred enemies were killed. 


After the Battle of Pyongyang, the Japanese army had lost all fighting abilities. Li Ru Song 
was already used to such reports of enemy soundly beaten. 


If a man heard the same kind of news for long, then he would come up with his own 


assessment based on this kind of news. 


The usually cautious Li Ru Song made a decision. He would personally lead a 


reconnaissance. 


Actually, to Li Ru Song, the action meant no bravery. During the intensive Battle of 
Pyongyang, he was brave enough to ride his horse everywhere. Now, nothing would be 
worthy of questioning. 


But he could never have expected that everything would change because of this decision. 


On January 27 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), Li Ru Song with his 
deputy commanders Yang Yuan, Li Ru Bai, and Zhang Shi Jue and a force of twenty thousand 
marched toward Wangkyong. 


His speed of advance was fast. Not long after, he arrived at Masankwan. It was only ninety 


lis from here to Wangkyong. 
Li Ru Song suddenly held back his horse’s reins. 


His intuition from experiences in years of combats told him what was ahead of him was 


probably not as simple as he thought. 
He thought for a moment and then issued an order: 


“Tll march ahead with a thousand. Commander Yang Yuan will follow me with the other 


thousand.” 
It was this order that saved his life. 


After the force was divided, Li Ru Song continued his march. Soon he arrived at another 
place, which was only forty lis from Wangkyong. The name of the place was Jade Hoof House. 


At here he finally saw the field strewn with bodies and abandoned weapons. Apparently 
this was the battlefield mentioned in Cha Da Shou’s report. The sound of loud battle cries also 
told him the battle was not over yet. Then he charged into the battle without any hesitation. 


Not until he went in, did he find out he was in trouble. 


Just a day earlier, Cha Da Shou proudly issued his victory report. In fact he indeed won a 


battle and killed several hundred enemies. But he didn’t want to stop. He wanted to 
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completely annihilate the enemy. Then problem came up as he pursued deeper and deeper. 


One had to know the place was near Wangkyong. Even if the Japanese was afraid, it was 
still the headquarters of tens of thousands. You come with three thousand to make trouble and 


now you want to annihilate us, you're asking for too much. 


The Japanese forces recovered and stabilized their defense. Then they started a 
counterattack. According to history records, the Japanese forces came to here were of varieties 
of origins. Besides the first corps, there were troops from the fourth, the sixth, and the eighth 
corps. Basically all those in the vicinity came here. 


Because previously the Japanese had been soft, Cha Da Shou didn’t take them seriously. 
Not only did he fully satisfy himself with killings, he was also surprised to discover he had 
been surrounded. 


He repulsed one group of enemy but then another group came. By the morning of the 27th, 
the number of Japanese troops around him had reached twenty thousand. By now Cha Da 
Shou realized he was in serious trouble. He charged left and right but couldn’t break the 
encirclement. Asking for reinforcement was also out of question. Then he made up his mind. 
He would kill as many as possible and fight to the end. 


Then at this moment, Li Ru Song stormed in. 


That had to be an occasion like seeing your old townsman in a foreign land. But Cha Da 
Shou felt no joy at all. That’s because in military concept, the place they were in basically was a 
“dead zone”. He was also Li Cheng Liang’s family servant and watched Li Ru Song grow up. 
He was emotionally deeply connected with Li Ru Song. Now because of his carelessness, Li Ru 
Song was also about to lose his life here. Even if he went to meet the King of Hell, not to 
mention if he managed to come out alive, he would be very ashamed facing Li Cheng Liang. 


The Japanese also reacted quickly. Pretty soon they found out the force that just stormed 
into the battle wasn’t big. After a moment of confusion, they began to close the gap and 
reorganized the encirclement. 

Seeing there were Japanese troops everywhere, Li Ru Song understood this time he had 
come to the wrong place. Usually in this kind of situation where the enemy enjoyed superior 
numerical advantage, he had two options: 

Option one was to break the encirclement before the Japanese had fully encircled him and 
escape. 

Option two was to combine with Cha Da Shou’s force and find suitable terrain to set up a 


defense and wait for reinforcement. 


The gap of the encirclement became smaller and smaller. The lives of four thousand men 
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depended on Li Ru Song’s momentary decision. 
After a moment of hesitation, Li Ru Song decided on his choice, a third option. 
Facing his men, Li Ru Song held his long knife and roared: 
“All on attack! Any coward will be beheaded!” 
This option is called fight to death without retreat. 


One kind of men is always fearless, even when he is inferior in number and deep inside 


encirclement. 


Of course, besides being brave, Li Ru Song also had the capital that allowed him to be 
fearless. 


His capital was the one thousand men with him. 


Comrade Lenin had once said: I’d rather want better instead of fewer. It was truly apt to 
apply this phrase on the one thousand men. These men were all from the Ironclads of Eastern 


Liao directly under Li Ru Song’s command. 


Besides being brave, there was another reason, the equipment that made the Ironclads of 


Eastern Liao possess great fighting power. 


In the Japanese Warring States period, there was a special kind of force, which has been 
greatly publicized as a model in Japanese war history. Its Japanese name, written in Chinese, is 


ironclad. 


An ironclad is a short name for a horse clad in iron plates and its rider equipped with iron 
guns. In other words, it’s a cavalryman equipped with a gun. The main user of this kind of 
force was the warlord Date Masamune in northeastern Japan. Because the force combined 
cavalry’s mobility and offensive power in firearms, it had been claimed as the most powerful 


force in the Japanese Warring States period. 


Of course this force had its Achilles’s heel. Because the guns couldn’t be fired continuously, 
riders had to reload while moving. It required too much technology and skills. After firing a 
shot, the weapons must be changed before the rider could be in a fight again. 


Per the Japanese standard, the Ironclads of Eastern Liao would be considered a force of 
ironclads. The only difference was their weapon was not the ordinary gun. It had a special 


name, Three Eyed Smart Gun. 


A three eyed smart gun was about 120 centimeters in length. It featured three barrels and 
the muzzle protruded forward. The entire gun was made of iron. Shots could be fired in turn 
and it was the standard equipment of Ironclads of Eastern Liao. When they charged, the 


ironclads would storm into a battlefield and fire a volley. Basically after three volleys, the 
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enemy would be crushed. 
But the problem is still not completely resolved. What happens after all three shots are fired? 


Conventional thinking would inevitably lead to changing the weapons. But the wisdom of 
Chinese people had a perfect demonstration here. The gun was made entirely of iron and the 
muzzle protruded forward because after firing and the smoke from the muzzle died, one 
would be able to change the way it is held, switch the ends and it became a very well made 


hammer. 


In a battle, a rider on a horse charged in. He first fired three shots. Then he didn’t have to 
reload. Once he finished firing, he swung it to strike. After these rounds of attack, even gods 


wouldn't be able to stop him. The reputation of ironclads thus became widely known. 


By the way, there are still three eyed guns today. They can be found in the Military 
Museum. I sigh in amazement every time I see these iron hammers. Science and technology 
has to be the first in fighting power. 


With equipment like this and all these over a thousand men were Li Ru Song’s personal 
army, who always fought with valiancy and bravery and were all essentially daredevil, when 
they heard Li Ru Song’s order, they didn’t hesitate. They took up their guns and launched a 
fierce assault on the Japanese. 


Although Li Ru Song was very confident, there was one thing he was not aware of. It was 


not a chance encounter. Instead, it was a carefully planned trap. 


After their defeat in Pyongyang, the Japanese troops were very scared of the Ming army. 
The troops at various places fled without fight. They were also demoralized. To forestall a 
complete collapse of the entire army and restore the moral, after some careful planning, the 
Japanese headquarters created a detailed plan to lure the enemy into a trap. 


Specifically, they first sent out small units of troops and lured Ming’s main force to pursue 
them. Then they set up an ambush at Masankwan. Once the enemy came, they would launch a 


general assault and completely destroy the enemy. 


Per Japanese history records, the Japanese forces participating in the plan were the main 
portions of the fourth and sixth corps and portions of other remaining corps. The total number 
of troops was fifteen thousand to twenty thousand. Among them, over a thousand were 
responsible for luring the enemy. The field commanders were Konishi Yukinaga, Kuroda 
Nagamasa, Kobayakawa Takakage , and Tachibana Muneshige. Essentially anyone who was 


not disabled and able to move came. 


The operation commenced as planned. After learning that Cha Da Shou had departed with 
his forces, the over a thousand Japanese troops responsible for luring the enemy marched out 


332 


Book of Zhu Yi Jun 


first toward Masankwan. The main force was divided into two parts. They lowered their 
banners and marched out in disguise. 


The Japanese plan was to allow the one thousand men to retreat once they encountered the 
Ming force. They would fight and retreat and lure the Ming army to the designated place, 
where a general assault would be launched. 


But the actual development of events told them there was always a difference between 
theory and practice. 


Because the Japanese soldiers fled too quickly, Cha Da Shou wasn’t able to bag many on his 
way. He had been greatly irritated with anger. Once he met these Japanese, his spirit rose. He 
delivered a heavy hand. In an instant, the Japanese were annihilated. In the blink of an eye, 
over a thousand men disappeared without even making a sound. 


The Japanese commanders were stunned. They had planned a fighting retreat, now it had 
turned into a fighting without retreat. A more serious problem was Cha Da Shou obviously 
felt he hadn’t tasted enough. He followed and passed Masankwan. But the Japanese main 
force was now still in Jade Hoof House and had not been fully in positions yet. 


Without other recourse, the Japanese commanders decided to do the ambush at Jade Hoof 
House. 


Thus when Cha Da Shou arrived, what he encountered was twenty thousand fully armed 
men who had been waiting for a long time. 


Now he had nowhere to retreat. The Japanese troops who were determined to fight fought 
valiantly. Despite multiple charges by Cha Da Shou, the enemy didn’t collapse. Instead, he 


was slowly encircled and the battle was in a stalemate. 


Given the situation, the grand plan to lure the enemy deep and completely annihilate him 
was out of question. It would be a heaven’s blessing if the Japanese were able to devour the 
over three thousand men in front of them. 


But plans could never catch up with changes. Just when the battle was raging on at the 
most intense time, Li Ru Song came. 


The Japanese were ecstatic. Initially they had planned to just have an ambush to allow 
them to save their face. Now they got a big fish. What pleased them even more was the 
supreme commander of Ming had only very few men with him. 


Konishi Yukinaga was thrilled. He immediately sent an order summoning all the Japanese 
soldiers, as long as they were able to move, in forty lis of radius to come to join the fight 


without delay. 
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At the same time, he also ordered all of the Japanese officers, including Kuroda Nagamasa 
and Tachibana Muneshige, to command the fighting in the front. In other words, he threw in 
all he had. 


Under Konishi Yukinaga’s orders, the Japanese army launched the most intense assault. 
They also showed the spirit of death squads, they charged toward the most prominent Ming 
targets. 


Unfortunately, in this battlefield, the most prominent target was no other than Li Ru Song. 
The fellow was simply too valiant. Despite being tightly surrounded by the Japanese troops, 


he didn’t seem to care much. He led his ironclads everywhere like going into no-man/’s-land. 
That was just too much insult to the Japanese, who decided to concentrate on encircling Li Ru 
Song. 

Afterwards, in his report to the emperor, Li Ru Song used the following phrase to describe 


his situation: I am encircled by several layers of enemy. 


Although he was in grave danger, in reality he behaved like he was just taking a stroll. 
According to Japanese records, Li Ru Song and his cavalrymen went in and out of the 
encirclement for several times. Everywhere the ironclads went, the Japanese troops couldn’t 
stop them. All they could do was to follow them in distance. The so-called encirclement was 
actually tailgating. 

But history has told us if a man is too arrogant, he eventually will be punished. 


Just when Li Ru Song was going in and out like no one was around him, a mysterious 


Japanese general appeared. 


The appearance of the Japanese general was quite unusual. In history records he was 
describe as a Jap general in gold armor. No need to speculate if the armor was real gold or just 
gilded or if it fitted or not, anyone who dared to enter a battlefield in this outfit had to be 
someone with some ability. 


He is described as a mysterious man because his identity has never been determined. 


The main force in the Battle of Jade Hoof House was the Japanese fourth corps. This unit 
consisted mainly of men from Kyushu, which was the poorest region in Japan and the people 
living there were the most barbarous. The soldiers from this region were generally tenacious in 
fighting and cruel. They were true daredevils. Thus many history books suspected that the 
man probably was a general from the fourth corps. 


Although his origin was not clear, it was certain he was willing to fight. The man appeared 
with his mind set on dying in the fight and charged toward Li Ru Song with fury. The sudden 
appearance of this man caught Li Ru Song off guard. The troops around him were scattered. 
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The Japanese troops got closer to him. The situation was dire. 


Now Li Ru Bai and Li Ning were at Li Ru Song’s flanks. When they discovered the 
situation was bad, they directed their men to fight hard to unite with Li Ru Song. But the 
Japanese fought hard and thwarted their attacks. 


At the critical moment, the most one could count on had to be his brother. Seeing Li Ru 
Song was about to die gloriously in battle, his brother Li Ru Mei showed his hands. 


Despite he was in a chaotic situation, Li Ru Mei still easily managed to train his aim at this 
Jap general in gold armor (thus one should not be too fashionable in his dress on a battlefield). 
He shot an arrow and hit the man right in the face. The man fell from his horse. 


As soon as the commander fell down from his horse, his soldiers dispersed. Li Ru Song was 
safe from danger now. But in fact the real crisis was only at the beginning. 


By now, the two sides had fought for quite a while. Despite the bravery demonstrated by 
the Ming troops, the situation began to change gradually. Japanese forces came from 
everywhere and became more numerous. The Ming army, on the other hand, became more 
and more vulnerable. If the battle continued like that it would be a matter of time before the 
entire Ming army was annihilated. 


Although the fighting was bitter on the Ming side, the Japanese side was no better. 
Japanese commander Tachibana Muneshige was known in Japan for being stubborn and a 
tough and good fighter. Now he could sustain no more. He asked Kobayakawa Takakage to 
replace him and then exited the battle. 


With the battle going on to this stage, victory or defeat and live or death all hung on just a 
single breath. 


At the crucial moment, Yang Yuan arrived. 


Commander Yang was really a disciplined man. He followed Li Ru Song’s order and 
delayed his march. When he arrived, he saw the fighting was intense. Without hesitation, he 
charged up with his men of a thousand. 


Not too early and not too late, it was the right moment. The Japanese were fighting and 
lamenting. The sudden appearance of Yang Yuan’s cavalry crushed the Japanese formation. 
Amid the confusion they didn’t pay attention to the enemy’s number. They thought the Ming 
main force had arrived. They turned and fled. 


Konishi Yukinaga saw the momentum had lost and had to order a retreat. Li Ru Song, on 
the other hand, was still in shock. He pretended to be pursuing for a moment and then 


withdrew. After all, if the Japanese didn’t know how many men he had, he knew. 
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The Battle of Jade Hoof House ended. In this battle, Ming suffered two hundred sixty four 
killed and got one hundred sixty seven Japanese head. The casualty was basically equal. 


One statement can be used to summarize the result of this battle: 
In fishing with a net, the net broke. 
It should be pointed out that this was not a major battle. But in history, disputes about this 


battle have never ceased. Among the main points in dispute were the casualty figures of the 
two sides. 


Among many Japanese war histories (such as the Unofficial History of Japan and War History 
of Japan), the Battle of Jade Hoof House was described as a major victory for the Japanese army. 
Some even dared to proclaim that in this battle the Japanese army destroyed twenty thousand 
Ming troops. By this calculation, every one of Li Ru Song’s men must have died. In addition 


another fifteen thousand had to be included to fill the quota. Lying like that is tough. 


Although it was tough to do, devils still managed to do it and continued doing it. Later in 
the anti-Japanese war in World War II, in the Battle of Taierzhuang, the Japanese Isogai 
division was so battered that it almost became a cripple. Lost were almost ten thousand men 
and the fighting ability as a unit. But in Japanese reports, the loss was minimized to two 
thousand and they felt no shame. The Japanese have a long tradition in denying and falsifying 


records. 
In the end, the Battle of Jade Hoof House was an insignificant small scale skirmish. 


But insignificant in scale didn’t mean it was not important. In fact this was a battle that 
changed the course of the war. 


From this battle, Li Ru Song, escaped from death, came to two points of understanding: 


first, the enemy would not be easy to destroy. 


Although the Japanese forces had been defeated, they still had enough ability to fight. With 
the Ming force he had, if he attacked head on, it would be hard to achieve desired results. 


Next, he couldn’t count on his friend. 


Before the Battle of Jade Hoof House took place, Li Ru Song had enjoined the Korean army 
to follow him. They indeed followed. But as soon as the battle began, they either slipped away 
or watched on the sidelines. They appeared only after the battle was over. That was their swift 
reaction. 


What outraged Li Ru Song even more was some very unreasonable men. 


It was now the time of the year in Korea that rain fell continuously. Firearms would be 


hard to use. The Japanese army, after failing the ambush, hunkered down into Wangkyong 
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and wouldn’t come out no matter what. They also worked hard on strengthening the fortress, 
obviously intended to defend it to their deaths. Anyone with basic military knowledge would 
understand that if they attacked now, they would be doomed. 


But Ryu Seong-ryong feigned to be ignorant. He wrote to the king many times and publicly 
expressed that Li Ru Song should attack Wangkyong as soon as possible without delay. 


Before the expedition, he was unenthusiastic and refused to show his support. But now he 
jumped out and became an arm chair general. Those who fought and died were Ming soldiers 
anyway. If one had become such a scoundrel, a dead man would come alive out of his grave 


from his anger. 
Li Ru Song ignored Ryo Seong-ryong. He paused his attack. 
But pausing was not a solution. As the capital city of Korea, Wangkyong had to be taken. 
After some intense thinking, Li Ru Song decided to deploy his troops this way: 


Garrison Commander Yang Yuan would garrison Pyongyang and oversee the Taedong 
River; Li Ru Bai would garrison Posan; Cha Da Shou would garrison Rimjin in support of each 
other with Li Ru Bai; Li Ning and Zu Cheng Xun would garrison Kaesong. 

It was a confusing arrangement because the Ming army was already insufficient in the 
number of troops. Now it was divided into four units. To attack Wangkyong would like a 
dream of an idiot. 

Everyone thought Li Ru Song had abandoned his attack plan. 

Reality proved they were all wrong. 

To take a city, force was not the only option. 

The orders had been given and attacks stopped. Calm restored to the battlefields. The 
Japanese also took the opportunity to strength their defense and reorganize their troops, 


awaiting for Li Ru Song’s next attack. After been fooled so many times, they were certain the 
enemy before them wouldn’t stop. 


That assessment was very accurate. Very soon, they would receive Li Ru Song’s greeting. 
But it didn’t come in the form of gun and cannon fires. Instead, it came as a conflagration. 


Li Ru Song understood clearly with the force he had in hand, he wouldn’t be able to take 
Wangkyong. Therefore he divided his troops and set up defenses to strengthen his rear. He 
did those because he had found a better target for his attack, Ryongsan. 


Ryongsan was the Japanese army’s base for provisions. Hundreds of thousands of dans of 
grains were stored there. Most of the food consumed by the Japanese in Wangkyong and 


Busan were supplied from here. 
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On a windy night when the moon was dark, Li Ru Song gave a secret order to Cha Da Shou, 
who led a death squad and went to Ryongsan and set it on fire, which completely resolved the 
devils’ provisioning issue. 

With that, the matter ended because regardless how invincible bushido was, it couldn’t be 
a substitute for food. On this point, the devils had a clear sense and understanding. 


On April 18 of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), the Japanese 
withdrew from Wangkyong to Busan. On the nineteenth, Li Ru Song entered the city and 
Wangkyong was liberated. 


From December of year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), in just half a year, the 
Japanese were defeated on all fronts. They lost a total of over thirty five thousand men. Its 
main force, Konishi Yukinaga’s first corps, was almost annihilated. Japanese fighting ability 


received a fatal blow. They were tired and demoralized. 
At this point, they could no longer afford to fight. 


By the end of April, the Japanese forces withdrew further back to coastal regions around 
Ulsan and Tongrae, which were where they landed a year earlier. Among the entire army, 
over eighty thousand went across the sea and returned to Japan. Only forty thousand left as 
defense. 


The first phase of the anti-Japanese war to help Korea ended. The Japanese went back after 
being thoroughly defeated. 


The Japanese withdrew but Li Ru Song didn’t ride on his success to keep on beating the 
defeated enemy. It was not because he didn’t want to, but because he wasn’t able to. 


In fact the Ming army’s situation was not much better. Because the Korean army was like a 
heap of loose sand, many places had to be garrisoned by Ming forces. Li Ru Song had only ten 
thousand men available to use. It was almost impossible to push the Japanese out to the sea 
with such a little force. 


But the most serious problem was not shortage of men, but shortage of money. 


Knives, guns, horses, and cannon didn’t fall from sky. They all carried a cost. Fighting a 
war was in fact throwing money. When enemy came, the two sides threw money at each other. 
If one didn’t have the money, he had to fight a guerilla war. The Korean War was no exception. 


Although Ming was fighting to help Korea, from provisions to military pay, everything 
was self-supplied. On this point, the Koreans fully demonstrated the sense of market economy. 
Not only didn’t they provide the military pay, they asked for cash even when the Ming army 


had to buy provisions. They refused credit cards and loans were absolutely a taboo topic. 
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Li Ru Song had spent half a year in Korea and he had already spent over a million ounces 
of silver. If the fighting continued like that, perhaps even pants would have to be pawned off. 


Negotiation was the only option left. 


A spin in high class 
The second round of negotiations thus began. 


A negotiation is the upgraded version of spin. The two sides go after each other back and 
forth. They boast and dine. There is really not much real stuff. 


To be fair, Ming hadn’t been really sincere about negotiations. On the contrary, Japan was 
sincere. They had hoped for and expected Ming envoys, instead, what they received were gun 
fires and bombardment. 


The bottom line, it was all about sense of recognition. At the time, Ming addressed Japan as 
a country of dwarfs and addressed the Japanese dwarfish slaves. Those names didn’t 
necessarily imply any purposeful discrimination. They had been used all the time and people 


never felt any sense of remorse or moral impropriety. 
In summary, in their hearts the Chinese never took the Japanese seriously. 


The first round of negotiations was started because they were not ready to send troops yet. 
Once they were ready to send troops, naturally the negotiation ended. 


Now it was the second round of talks. Shen Wei Jing was surely the most ideal person for 
the job. 


Half a year ago, the fellow came to Li Ru Song’s camp full of enthusiasm and he almost got 
himself beheaded. He was incarcerated and ate half of year’s jail meal. Today, finally he once 
again found an opportunity to use his skills. 


In March of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), Shen Wei Jing went to 
the Japanese camp and started the second round of negotiations. Waiting there was his old 
friend Konishi Yukinaga. 


Despite having been the victim of spin once before, The Japanese knew it was not easy for 
them to come out to do a robbery. Having suffered so many dead, if they didn’t get something 
in return, they would not be able to go back. Thus the Japanese decided to continue the 
negotiation. They couldn’t count on to divide Korea anymore. They just wanted to get as much 
as possible. 


That was basically the Japanese’s bottom line. In their view, given where everything was, 
Ming had at least to yield something. 
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The talks went on smoothly. After the two sides exchanged pleasantries and some 
bargaining, an agreement was reached: 


First, Ming would send an envoy to Japan to meet Toyotomi Hideyoshi. Next, Ming would 
withdraw from Korea and Japan would withdraw from Wangkyong (at the time they hadn’t 
withdrawn yet). Finally, Japan would return the captured Korean princes and officials. 

She Wei Jing came back with the result of the negotiation. Surprisingly to him, both Li Ru 
Song and Song Ying Chang agreed without hesitation. 


Shen Wei Jing felt a sense of joy he had never had before. He thought everything would be 
carried out under his arrangement. It was time for him to make some accomplishments. 


But he didn’t know that negotiation and enforcement were two completely separate 
matters. 


The first round of negotiations was for Ming to buy time and Ming never was serious about 
negotiating. This time ...... , they didn’t seem to have that in mind either. 
After the war, Song Ying Chang, in his memorial to the emperor, said these: 


“Although the Japanese barbarians claimed there was a tribute agreement, I actually faked 
it. never intended to have a tribute agreement.” 


What these words meant was that, the Japanese want to talk. But I’m just fooling them. 


Please don’t take this seriously. 


It meant that the Ming army, from top to bottom, was all on the same page determined to 


overcome all difficulties to carry out the hocus-pocus to the end. 


But the agreement was signed and once it was signed, one had to carry it out. Then, in his 
own actions, Li Ru Song showed he was not only good at fighting, he was also a good hand in 
politics. 

According to the agreement, Ming had to withdraw from Korea. But Li Ru Song didn’t 
move at all. Instead, he burned the Japanese provisions, which cut off the enemy’s livelihood. 


The Japanese had no good alternatives. They couldn’t defeat Ming and they couldn’t afford 
to mess around. They knew Li Ru Song was a man not worthy of trust but they didn’t dare to 
offend him. They had to swallow what they got. Putting on a bold face, they sent an envoy to 
Ming. They were saying, I’m ok if you don’t want to withdraw. But on the issue of exchanging 


envoys, please let that proceed. 


On this point, Li Ru Song was gentlemanly enough. He then sent Xie Yong Zi and Xu Yi 


Guan to accompany Shen Wei Jing to the Japanese headquarters. 


Konishi Yukinaga was very pleased. Since the start of the negotiations, the people he met 
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were either a big hustler (Shen Wei Jing) or a big spin master (Li Ru Song’s envoy). His feeling 
was very much hurt. Now the enemy had finally sent an official representative. It had to be 
something worthy of celebration. 


But what he didn’t know was the two so-called representatives of Ming were a colonel (Xie 
Yong Zi) and a general of raiders (Xu Yi Guan). In other words, the two men were military 
officers. It was not known if the two men were literate, not to mention they being diplomats. 


Two military men were sent to negotiation not because Ming had no one else, but because 
Li Ru Song never really reported what he was doing. 


Once the fellow received the Japanese’s request, without much thinking, he randomly 
picked two men from the army. With a stroke of brush, the two became Ming representatives, 
on a business trip on their way to Japan. 


I have to play with the enemy now because I have to. If I had men in my hands, I would 


have fought all the way there. What negotiation?! 


Li Ru Song wasn’t serious. But the Japanese were. In mid-May of year twenty one of Ten 
Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), Konishi Yukinaga sent Shen Wei Jing, Xie Yong Zi, and Xu Yi 
Guan to Japan to meet Toyotomi Hideyoshi for negotiations. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was very pleased to see Ming sent representatives over. Not only did 
he hold a warm reception, housed and fed them, during the talks, he also brought warlords 
and nobles from other places to the meetings. He personally went to the meetings. Lanterns 


were hung and colored flags flew. It was like celebrating a festival. It was a grand ceremony. 
When Shen Wei Jing saw these, he realized: Now this hocus-pocus is getting serious. 


Although the Japanese were in the dark, along the way, Shen Wei Jing already knew what 
sort of men the two envoys accompanying him were. 

But given the state of the matter, he had to carry on. 

Shen Wei Jing thus began his talks. Although officially Xie Yong Zi and Xu Yi Guan were 
the official envoys, the two coarse men couldn’t even utter out complete sentences. In meetings, 
they kept their mouths shut and had to rely on Shen Wei Jing to do the spin. 

In every meeting, it was basically the same scene: Toyotomi Hideyoshi, full of emotions, 
talked loquaciously. Xie Yong Zi and Xu Yi Guan were like a pair of dumb fools and said 
nothing. Shen Wei Jing echoed mindlessly. The so-called diplomatic negotiation was really a 
talk of nonsense. 


But even a meeting about nonsense lasted over a months. Not until the end of June, did it 
end. 
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On the last day of negotiation, Toyotomi Hideyoshi finally presented Japanese conditions 
for peace. The conditions once again confirmed the following point: 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was a greedy, shameless, and helpless human scum. 

Here are the details of the conditions: 

One, Ming sends a princess to Japan as a Japanese queen or imperial concubine. 

Two, Ming opens free trade with Japan. 

Three, Ming and Japan exchange vows that they would be forever friendly to each other. 
Four, cede four Korean provinces to Japan. 

Five, Korea sends a prince and an official as hostage under Japanese custody. 

Six, Japan returns two captured Korean princes. 

Seven, Korea swears never to betray Japan. 


In this so-called peace agreement, except returning the Korean princes, there was nothing 
about friendship and harmony. Not only would Korean territories be seized, his hands also 
extended to Ming. In summary, besides greed there was greed. 


Such terms were something no Ming representative would accept. 
But Shen Wei Jing accepted. 


The fellow seemed to have no misgivings. He made the decision on the spot and indicated 


he would accept the terms and would also report back to Ming. Toyotomi Hideyoshi was very 


happy. 
Actually Toyotomi Hideyoshi didn’t know he had lost a chance for a real enjoyment, that 
even if he proposed to annex China in its entirety, the Ming envoy would have accepted it. 


That’s because Shen Wei Jing had never been a Ming representative. He was simply just a 
hustler. Nonsense could naturally come out of his mouth. Nothing was his own and he bore 
no political responsibilities. Whatever you want I, Shen Wei Jing, will give you. I’m not going 
to pay for it anyway. 

The talks in Japan ended. To summarize it briefly, it was a bunch of confused men, in a 
confused place, had a confused meeting, and arrived at a confused conclusion. Pity on 
Toyotomi Hideyoshi, a hero of a generation, he had been a brilliant man for his whole life. 
Now he was near his retirement age. Then he had been fooled by two coarse men and a hustler. 
At the last moment of his life, he managed to get his reputation tarnished. 


But Toyotomi Hideyoshi should be praised for being serious about matters. To ensure that 
his greed would be fully carried out, he then made arrangements for what was to be done. He 
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sent the Korean princes back and instructed Konishi Yukinaga to follow up on the matter. 


Konishi Yukinaga happily accepted the assignment. But not soon after he would regret for 
what he did. 


The peace talks ended. Shen Wei Jing went back to China. He said a lot and did a lot in 
Japan. But in China no one knew what he said and did. Even Li Ru Song and Song Ying Chang 
knew only that the man went to Japan and met Toyotomi Hideyoshi. That was all. 


Usually by now Shen Wei Jing would have told the truth. It was one thing that he told 
nonsense in Japan, but matters about the state were another thing and couldn’t be just evaded. 
Although the brains of the devils didn’t work that quite well, they were not idiots. It was 
impossible to just muddle it through. 


But the fellow, as a real hustler, was bold. He had no political sense at all. When Shi Xing, 
the minister of war talked to him on behalf of the Court, he mentioned not a single word of 
Japanese “peace terms”. All he did was to aggrandize himself and boast his achievements. He 
said he had the Japanese under control and he had made a great contribution to the country. 


If it was Song Ying Chang, when he heard these words, for his life he would not believe 
them. But Comrade Shi Xing was different. In some sense, he was a relatively naive man. 
Under a round of hocus-pocus, he was convinced. Following Shen Wei Jing’s words, he 


reported to the emperor. 


The Saintly Father of Ming was not easily fooled. He sensed the matter wouldn’t be that 
simple. But Shi Xing was firm. In addition, fighting a war was just too costly. Despite in doubt, 
he agreed to peace with Japan. 

The most comical scene in history appeared. After round after round of hocus-pocus, 
Chana and Japan finally agreed to cease hostility. 

In July of year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), after most of the Japanese 
forces withdrew from Korea, Ming also made changes in deployment. Only Liu Ting and Luo 
Shang Zhi with fifteen thousand men remained to help garrisoning key military positions. All 
the remaining troops withdrew back to China. 

Regardless how baffling it was, peace finally came, albeit momentarily. 

Song Ying Chang got promoted, thanks to his outstanding performance in the Korean War. 
He became the right censor general. His position, the deputy minister of war, was succeeded 
by Gu Yang Qian. 

Li Ru Song also got promoted. The Saintly Father of Ming, who had always liked him, 


increased his salary and awarded him with the title of grand tutor of the crown prince. 
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Three years later, Dong Yi Yuan, the garrison commander of Eastern Liao, left. Officials 
sent in a number of candidates. But the Saintly Father insisted on using Li Ru Song. Although 
many opposed the appointment, he stuck with his choice. 


Li Ru Song took the job. A year later he chased the enemy alone with his men. He was 
ambushed and was killed. 


In all of his battles, he always led in the front of his soldiers. There was no exception this 


time. 


He was not a man who treated others with kindness. He was even more not a man who 
was scholarly. He was arrogant and rude. But all these flaws did not tarnish his 
accomplishments at all. That’s because he was a military man, a man who was both smart and 
brave and tenacious and fearless. In his short life, he defeated his enemies and defended his 


country. In my opinion, he had fulfilled his duty. 


Actually many don’t know that despite that he was a military officer, he was not an 
uneducated man. In researching history records about him, I have found a poem written by 
him: 

With spring here the desire to kill still goes strong, 
By now their bones have turned cold after the devils died. 


Boasting and winning strategies don’t get along, 
In my dreams of expeditions on horseback I ride. 


I think it’s a pretty good poem. 


Four hundred years have gone by. The image of him galloping on horseback is still visible. 
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Beacon of war relit 


Shen Wei Jing was a rather strange man. As an outsider, he bravely and willingly threw 
himself into diplomacy. He wasn’t afraid of being jailed, nor was he afraid of being executed. 
He did it without regret. What he did was hard to understand. 


As a hustler, he traveled thousands of lis, lived through hardships and threats of death, for 
the specific purpose of involving himself in state affairs. In my view, he was the embodiment 


of the purest spirit of meddling. 


But meddling usually required some motivation. Even a hustler had to earn a living for 
himself. But from the beginning to the end, there had been no record of the fellow being 
rapacious, except managing to just get a few meals. Neither did he take any advantage to 
pocket money for himself. Therefore we have reasons to believe he truly wanted to accomplish 


something. 


But what Shen Wei Jing didn’t understand was that to some extent, diplomacy and politics 
were also about fooling around. But it was not the way he did. If one fooled around without 
purpose, he could lose his head. 

On December 7 of year twenty two of Ten Thousand Seasons, the arrival of a man made 
Shen Wei Jing understand a truth: words said and signatures signed couldn’t be simply 
avoided by denying them. 

Naito Tadatoshi came. Based on the result of the peace talks in Japan, as a Japanese envoy, 


he came to ask Ming to follow through with her commitments. 


Now Shen Wei Jing was facing the biggest crisis of his life. Because Naito Tadatoshi wasn’t 
part of his secret plan and the Japanese envoy surely would be received by senior Ming 
officials, if they met and both sides cross checked, his scheme would unravel. He would not be 


able to escape from punishments like beheading or getting his butt beaten. 


The man was already in the capital. He had not the courage to kill the man to muffle his 
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mouth. Nor did he have the opportunity to flee. Even if he went abroad, he would have 
nowhere to go. He had humbugged Korea and Japan. He had to wait a few hundred years 
before thinking about breaking out of Asia. 


To Shen Wei Jing, his life was approaching its end, barring a miracle. 
But a miracle appeared. 


On December 19 of year twenty two of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1594), Shi Xing, the 
minister of war, following the emperor’s order, opened the talks with Naito Tadatoshi. 


In these talks, Shi Xing presented the three conditions for peace. These were the real 
conditions: 


One, Japan must withdraw all of its troops from Korea in a specified time period. 


Two, Toyotomi Hideyoshi will be bestowed the title of King of Japan. But he is not going to 
be allowed to pay tributes to Ming. 


Three, Japan must swear that she will never invade Korea. 


Then he told Naito Tadatoshi that if Japan agreed to the terms, there would be peace. If 
they refused the terms, war would follow again. 


Before his departure, Naito Tadatoshi had been told that Ming had accepted the seven 
conditions presented by Japan. And his mission was to bring back the document of Ming’s 
consent to cede portions of Korea to Japan. If everything went well, he would also bring a 
Ming princess back. 


Now he knew there was no hope of a princess and there would be nothing about Korea. 
Opening trades would be out of question. Japan’s only option was to receive a few dresses and 


official seals from Ming, pack up, get out of Korea, and swear they would never come back. 


Naito Tadatoshi now was completely stunned. He finally realized that everything he was 


told before was just imagination and once again he had been fooled. 
But then he did something that was totally unexpected. 
To Shi Xing, Naito Tadatoshi gave his reply: agree. 


His agreeing meant Japan would be willing to unconditionally withdraw from Korea, 
would want no princess, would not demand opening trades, and would not make any more 
other demands. 


Of course that was not possible. 
Thus the conclusion was Naito Tadatoshi lied. 


But if we do some analysis we will see that he indeed had reasons to lie. 
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First, he was a close confidante of Konishi Yukinaga, who was in charge of this mission as 
well. With such a result, if the news was sent back to Japan, Konishi Yukinaga would be surely 
punished. 


Next, he was in Ming’s territory after all. Given the position his counterpart had taken, if he 
again presented Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s “dream” terms, which could infuriate Ming, then it 
was not impossible for Ming to kill the envoy as a signal of the opening of hostility between 
the two countries. 


For the moment, his most important task was to get around and over with the problem and 


deal with it later once he went back. 


Hearing Naito Tadatoshi’s reply, Shi Xing was very pleased. He immediately wrote a 


memorial to the emperor and reported the big diplomatic victory. 
But he never imagined that the emperor didn’t believe it! 


It must be pointed out that although the emperor was lazy, he was not stupid. When he 
heard the news, he immediately summoned Shi Xing and questioned him about the matter. 
How can the Japanese accept such conditions? 


Shi Xing’s brain never quite worked well. Upon being asked with this question, he was 
totally befuddled. For quite a while, he couldn’t come up with an answer. 


Finally it was the emperor who found a solution for him. 
“Tomorrow make sure you confirm with the Japanese envoy again.” 
Then he added: 

“Ask Zhao Zhi Gao to go together with you!” 


Zhao Zhi Gao was at the time a grand academician. The fact that the emperor specifically 
mentioned to bring him along was an indication of the emperor’s lack of confidence in Shi 
Xing’s intellectual capacity. 


On December 20 of year twenty two of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1594), the second 
inquiry began. 
Many Ming officials came to the inquiry. Besides Shi Xing and Zhao Zhi Gao, many other 


officials from the six ministries were present. 


Shi Xing presented eight questions to Naito Tadatoshi, who, gazed by the people around 
him, answered eloquently, which was unusual for him. He explained Japan’s desire for peace, 
which was so convincing that the audience nodded their heads repeatedly. 


After some discussions, both Shi Xing and Zhao Zhi Gao came to a consensus conclusion: 
Naito Tadatoshi was believable. 
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But what Shi Xing didn’t realize was that what enabled Naito Tadatoshi to provide such 
eloquent answers was that every word he said was pure nonsense. 


Specifically, he said whatever he needed to say and only words dulcet to the listeners’ ears. 
“The divine power of the heavenly dynasty” and other catchy slogans were used profusely. 


All lies work perfectly as long as they are flatteries. 


Despite that the officials at the meeting were all learned scholars and many were seasoned 
politicians like Zhao Zhi Gao, their judgements were limited by the environment they were in. 
They didn’t have enough quotas to go abroad. No one knew exactly what Japan was about. 


Everyone was convinced. 


Thanks to his excellent performance at Ming, Naito Tadatoshi now had placed himself 
among the successful diplomats and became as big a spin master as Shen Wei Jing. 


Just like what the proverb “a new river crest pushes forward its previous crest” says, Naito 
Tadatoshi exceled even more as a spin master despite he was a new comer. He was able to 
push spin mastery to a new level. Besides humbugging others, he was also humbugging 
himself. 


This is what happened. Per diplomatic protocol at the time, after the talks ended, Ming 
officials were preparing a sendoff for Naito Tadatoshi. But the fellow felt things weren’t quite 
over yet. He pulled out a list of names. 


The list was drafted by Konishi Yukinaga under Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s direction. In it there 
were some names and most of them were Japanese generals. Before he left, Konishi Yukinaga 
gave it to him and enjoined him to present it at the appropriate time, thus it would be evidence 


of Ming’s rewards. 


With how the matter had progressed so far, Naito Tadatoshi knew very well that the peace 
talk was just purely nonsense. It would be a blessing if he was able to go back with his head 
still on his shoulders. But the fellow was an exceptionally persistent man. He still managed to 
present the list to the Ming officials. He also told them: these are all the most loyal and 
virtuous men in Japan, I hope that they will be all given titles, and none should be omitted. 


He clearly knew everything was just a humbug but he still insisted on fooling to the end. 
He was truly of stubborn will. Of course, there was also a practical reason. Naito Tadatoshi’s 


own name was also in the list. 


Even more laughable was that before the list was presented, following Konishi Yukinaga’s 
instruction, Naito Tadatoshi removed two names from the list. One of them was Kato 


Kiyomasa and the other was Kuroda Nagamasa. 


There was a deep historical reason for doing that. Although they were all Toyotomi 
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Hideyoshi’s close confidante, Konishi Yukinaga had a poor relationship with Kato Kiyomasa 
and Kuroda Nagamasa. They often cursed at each other. In battles they didn’t cooperate. 
Konishi Yukinaga deeply resented the two men. 


It was said that once the matter became known, Kato Kiyomasa exploded: you knew it was 
a list that wouldn’t be titled, but you still didn’t include my name, we need to settle the score! 


Even after they returned to Japan, they still kept their grudges against each other. They 
continued to fight and make trouble. In the end, it was a battle in Sekigahara that ended 
everything. But those were Japanese domestic affairs and we’re not supposed to meddle with. 


The whole process started with a spin and ended with nonsense. Thanks to the incessant 
efforts by Shen Wei Jing, the founding father of the enterprise, and Naito Tadatoshi, the new 
rising star, Toyotomi Hideyoshi and the Saintly Father of Ming, and whole bunch of others 
had all been fooled. In the end there was an agreement, which was truly something that was 
worthy of celebration. 


What was even more praiseworthy was the persistence of the Japanese, especially Konishi 
Yukinaga. He knew the peace talk was just a sham and titles were just dreams. Yet he still 
insisted on removing the names of his political enemies, for which he deserved special 


commendation. 


Although it was an extremely absurd and ridiculous matter, at least to this point, there had 
been no indication of its flaws being exposed. Thanks to the shared humbugging efforts by 
both sides, peace seemed no longer a dream any more. 


The test was finally over and Shen Wei Jing finally could exhale a breath of relieve. But his 
relief lasted only a month. 


Apparently the Ming government was more efficient than the Japanese government. In 
January of year twenty three of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1595), the Ming emperor, adhering 
to the terms of negotiation, issued a decree about Japan. He also named Li Zong Cheng, the 
Marquis of Linhuai, as special envoy and Yang Fang Heng, an executive commander, as the 


deputy envoy, and together with Shen Wei Jing, to go to Japan to announce his decree. 


Shen Wei Jing couldn’t help but to go. But even before their journey began, trouble 
appeared. 
The trouble was caused by Li Zong Cheng, the special envoy. We have to say that the man 


was someone of very unique personality. To be more specific, he was a timid man. 


Although the man was a marquis by inheritance, he never ventured outside of his home. 
His only wish was to muddle along at home to his death. Now he suddenly was given the job 
of going abroad, he was very much reluctant to go. But he had to go. So he departed, turning 
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his head back at every step forward. 


They dawdled and traveled. Not until they arrived at Busan in Korea, did he learn from an 
insider the details of the negotiations. Immediately, his face turned ashen and sweat streamed 
down all over his body. 


Actually it wouldn’t have mattered much. All he had to do was to go to Japan and return 
back. The only thing was some waste of travel cost. 


But the fellow was really a timorous one. He abandoned the official seals and documents 
and then escaped. 


When the news reached Beijing, the emperor was furious. He issued the order to arrest Li 
Zong Cheng and ordered Yang Fang Heng to succeed as the special envoy and Shen Wei Jing 


as the deputy envoy to continue to Japan. 


Thus after the incident, in July, Yang Fang Heng, who knew nothing, and Shen Wei Jing, 


who knew everything, finally managed to cross the sea and arrived in Japan. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was very pleased about their visit. He organized a grand welcome 


ceremony and decided to receive the Ming envoys in Osaka, the most prosperous city in Japan. 


In September, the two sides met for the first time in a very cordial atmosphere. On this day, 
on behalf of the emperor of Ming, Yang Fang Heng presented to Toyotomi Hideyoshi the 
official hat and attire and the official seal. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi was jubilant. In his mind, the things delivered to him by the emperor 
of Ming were an indication of compromise to him. And what he truly wanted would soon be 
also in his hands. 


On the next day, the Ming envoy would announce the decree by the Emperor of Great 


Ming. In that decree, all of his wishes would be fulfilled. 


But Shen Wei Jing had a clear mind. At the moment of the arrival of tomorrow and the 
opening of the decree, everything would be over. The matter was irreversible, unless every 
Japanese had become illiterate (back then, almost all Japanese official documents were written 


in Chinese), or ...... There would be a miracle again. 


Tossing in the bed, he welcomed the morning next day. He had thought over and over and 


slept through a hopeless night, having failed to find any remedy. 
But what he didn’t know was in that night, he was not the only man who couldn’t sleep. 


Once he received the news of Ming envoy’s arrival, Konishi Yukinaga panicked. Ahead of 
this, he already learned the truth from Naito Tadatoshi. But he didn’t report it to Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi. 
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Not that he didn’t want to tell, but really he couldn’t tell. 


Ever since the start of the peace negotiation, Toyotomi Hideyoshi had been in a dreamy 
state. He always felt someone owed him something and he deserved having land ceded to him 
and a marriage with a princess. If he was awakened and told in fact he had been fooled, they 
never took you seriously, and they never wanted to negotiate with you, the result would be 


unimaginable. 


More importantly, the matter had been handled all by Konishi Yukinaga. If something 
went wrong, he couldn’t even find someone to take the blame. 


Well, let’s just keep fooling. A day lived is a day lived. 


But the Ming envoy was already here. The official attire had been presented. Tomorrow, 
the decree would be read. He would absolutely not be able to continue to fool. 


To keep his head and ensure his future, after a night of tortuous deliberation, Konishi 


Yukinaga finally came up with an idea. 
On that night, he went to see a person. More specifically, that person was a monk. 


Toyotomi Hideyoshi had a habit that all important documents would be read by a monk. 
Besides that many in Japan were Buddhists and monks enjoyed high social status, there was 


also an important reason, monks were literate and usually didn’t mispronounce words. 


Konishi Yukinaga had a clear purpose. He saw the monk and told him to skip words that 
would diverge from the terms of previous negotiations or words that would offend Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi when he read the document tomorrow. 


Of course it was also inevitable there were some exhortations like if you read something 
then something would be done to you. 


Having got everything put in order, Konishi Yukinaga had to go home. With the matter at 
this stage, he could only hope to live one day at a time. 


No matter what, everything will be ok if we can get pass tomorrow. 
The next day, the meeting began. 


By the number of people coming to the meeting and scale, it was an unprecedented 
meeting and solidarity. Besides Toyotomi Hideyoshi and his officials and the warlords, 
Tokugawa Ieyasu also came. 


As Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s traditional nemesis, the fact that the fellow managed to show up 
here was an indication the meeting was perfectly organized with enthusiasm. 


Breaking with precedence and tradition, Comrade Toyotomi Hideyoshi, in order to show 
his respect to Ming, managed to wear Ming attires. He also forced all of the meeting 
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participants to wear Ming attires. 
Then he withheld his breath and waited for the arrival of the exhilarating moment. 
Following protocols, the monk slowly opened the decree. 


Now, Shen Wei Jing’s never was so tense that it was almost at the breaking point. He knew 


there wouldn’t be another miracle. 


Konishi Yukinaga was also nervous. Although he had done his work beforehand and knew 
what was to come, there was no guarantee that Toyotomi Hideyoshi, being so excited, would 


take the decree and read it again. 
So everyone was very nervous. 
But the most nervous man was that monk. 


Last night, when Konishi Yukinaga came to see him and asked him to skip words, he 


already knew he was in trouble. If he was not in trouble, only a ghost would have visited him. 


Then, after perusing the decree, he was sure what he held in his hands was truly a barrel of 


gunpowder. 
If he read it in full, he would be punished. If he didn’t read it in full, he would be punished, 


just not knowing when. 


After an intense struggle in his mind, he made his final decision. He began to read the 


decree. 


As the sound of the reading echoed in the hall, the facial expressions of the people in the 


meeting also changed dramatically. 


Konishi Yukinaga stared at the monk. He finally realized that one would receive his due 


for being in the business of fooling. 


But the men from the Tokugawa Ieyasu clan were gratified. After all, the feeling of seeing 


one’s enemy being humiliated must be very good. 


Shen Wei Jing, on the other hand, remained rather calm because everything was already 


anticipated by him. 
The one who forgot himself the most was Toyotomi Hideyoshi. 


The fellow began by listening attentively. But the more he listened, the worse he looked. 
He could no longer restrain himself when he heard he had been endowed as the king of Japan. 


He jumped up, grabbed the decree, tossed to the floor, and spewed out his anger: 
“Tll be a king if I want to be a king. I don’t need you to enthrone me!” 


Sure, understandable. He had been treated like a fool for such a long time and he had the 
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right to pour out his anger. 
What ensued would be all logical. First, he needed to settle the accounts. 


The first one was Shen Wei Jing. He was nonetheless a foreigner, Toyotomi Hideyoshi was 


generous enough. He was simply excoriated and deported. 


The next one was Konishi Yukinaga. To this confidant of his, there was no need for being 


courteous. He waved his hand, Konishi Yukinaga would be beheaded. 


Thanks to his popularity among the people, everyone came forward to lobby for his life. In 
light of the lobbying, after being punished by beating, Konishi Yukinaga was released. 


Besides these two men, all other Japanese who were in the scheme also received 


punishment. 
Finally, there was a declaration of war. 


Having been ill-treated for such a long time, he had to have a fight. This time, again he 
made a big bet. 


In September of year twenty four of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1596), Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi issued a general order of mobilization. Eight corps were formed: 


The first corps, commanded by Kato Kiyomasa, had ten thousand men. 

The second corps, commanded by Konishi Yukinaga, had fourteen thousand men. 

The third corps, commanded by Kuroda Nagamasa, had ten thousand men. 

The fourth corps, commanded by Nagashima Naoshige, had twelve thousand men. 
The fifth corps, commanded by Shimazu Yoshihiro, had ten thousand men. 

The sixth corps, commanded by Chosokabe Morichika, had thirteen thousand men. 
The seventh corps, commanded by Hachisuka Iemasa, had eleven thousand men. 

The eight corps, commanded by Mori Hidemoto, had forty thousand men. 

Most of them are old acquaintances, so there is no need to introduce them individually. 


The above totaled a hundred twenty thousand. Adding the reserves in Busan, the total 


strength of the Japanese army was about a hundred forty thousand men. 


On the other hand, the total number of Ming troops in Korea was comparatively accurate. 


It totaled six thousand four hundred fifty three men. 
While the Japanese were busy preparing for war, Ming was settling scores. 


Yang Fang Heng was undoubtedly the most innocent comrade in this humbug. He was 


actually a military commander. Then he was sent to do the peace negotiation. Half way 
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through his boss fled. He had to take over. He took charge of the mission to Japan under 
unfavorable circumstances. He was well housed and well fed, but only for a few days. Before 
he was able to even recognize the taste of the food he ate, his host suddenly became hostile 
and he was kicked out. It was truly the most unpleasant experience for him. 


Of course, although Comrade Yang Fang Heng was a coarse man, he was not dumb. 
Having been kicked out, he still didn’t understand the full story. Not helping at all was Shen 
Wei Jing didn’t open his mouth. But on his way back he thought it over, helped by talks with 
others, he finally realized the culprit of the whole affair was actually right next to him. 


Not until all the facts surfaced, did he try to arrest Shen Wei Jing. But then he was told the 
fellow had fled, on the excuse that he had got another assignment. 


The world was the emperor’s land. He wouldn’t be able to leave the earth. Yang Fang 
Heng, enraged, went directly back to Beijing and submitted a report to the emperor, in which 
he explained the whole thing in detail. 


The emperor was infuriated. He immediately issued the order for Shen Wei Jing’s arrest. 
After some search, he was found to have escaped to Gyeongju in Korea. Back then there was 
no such thing as extradition process. All it took was to get him roped and he was dragged back. 
He was sent to the Prison by Decree. Three years later after a trial by the Ministry of Justice, he 
was found guilty and executed. 

Shen Wei Jing’s life was a mess. If we say he was a coward, he was brave enough to enter 
the Japanese headquarters alone. If we say he was fooling and boasting around, he often dined 
with Toyotomi Hideyoshi. If we say he betrayed his country, he neither ceded land nor paid 
war indemnity and he was able to stop the war. 

Regardless what he did, his head was still chopped off. 

His death allows us to come to this conclusion: 

One cannot fool around on certain things and there can be no fooling around on certain 
things. 

Shen Wei Jing was not the only one in trouble. As the man who was directly responsible for 
the affair, Shi Xing couldn’t escape. Comrade Saintly Emperor of Ming felt strongly about 
being fooled. He was so infuriated that he wrote a special essay. Here is an excerpt: 

“Shi Xing, the former minister of war, has been betraying his country and his emperor. He 
is cowardly, despicable, and disloyal. I hereby order Guards in Brocade to arrest him. Let the 


{7 


laws explain the serious crimes he has committed 


Such a tune showed he was genuinely enraged. 
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Pretty soon Shi Xing was arrested and sent to prison. His wife and children were banished 
to frontier region. He stayed in prison for several months. It was not known if he suffered from 
ill health or if someone stabbed him behind, somehow he died in prison. 

One had to admit if the emperor was mad, being a minister meant nothing. 

If talks didn’t work, then the only recourse left was to fight. 

But it was hard to figure out how to fight. A war of helping the Koreans was a money 
losing business. The Koreans contributed neither money nor food. They also demanded much. 
They had become really annoying. Thus before this event, the Ministry of War had issued a 
document to Korea, in which there was such a statement: 

“You'd better to think about defending on yourself. You shouldn’t solely rely on the 
Heavenly Dynasty.” 

In plain language, it basically said you should take care of your own business, don’t bother 
others. 

Ming at the time also didn’t take Japan seriously. They thought if someone had tens of 
thousands of men killed, one would think through everything and come to an understanding 
of the truth. But the tradition of these Japanese was about being stubborn and not learning 
from lessons. Even till today, the tradition hasn’t improved much. 

But regardless, it didn’t seem to be right if no help was offered. After taking into 
consideration of all factors, Ming still managed to send its own reinforcement, as follow: 


Wu Wei Zhong, three thousand seven hundred men. 

Yang Yuan, three thousand men. 

That was it. 

It seemed they thought the Japanese army was a guerilla force. 


Although there weren’t many soldiers, all ranks of generals were filled. Thus a few new 


splendid faces appeared on the stage. 


The first one was Yang Hao, who was the right lieutenant governor of Shandong and then 
became the right assistant censor general of the Censorial Council in charge of the military 
affairs in Korea. 


This was a man who had a great impact to the history of Ming. Of course, it was not a good 
impact. 
Yang Hao was the sort of man who was really a niggler. In the dialect of Beijing, he was a 


muddler. In the dialect of Shanghai, he was an addle brain. In Stephen Chow’s movies, he 
would be a wanderer. 
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In fact Yang Hao was a veritably good man. According Korean history records, the Koreans 
had a very good impression about him, who also left some heroic stories. In these records, he 
was described like this: 


In everywhere he went, even groceries for daily consumption were budgeted. 


What that said was that Brother Yang Hao’s troops were disciplined and he paid cash for 
the things he bought and he was never late in payments. It would be highly unusual if such a 
generous man didn’t leave a good impression. But it would be another matter if he was an able 
fighter or not. 


As the distinguished scholar of year eight of Ten Thousand Seasons, Yang Hao had been a 
county magistrate, censor, advisor, and lieutenant governor. He had a lot of experience in the 
government. He had also been in battles. He originally was under Dong Yi Yuan, the Garrison 
Commander of Eastern Liao and had received commendations. But this time, he was not 
happy about going to Korea. 


Not long ago, he attacked Mongolia, taking Li Ru Mei, Li Ru Song’s brother, with him. He 
lost with casualties of several hundred men. He ought to have been punished. Then the war in 
Korea broke out. His superior, taking advantage of the opportune timing, ordered him to 


redeem himself. So he came to Korea. 


That he had to redeem himself meant that the man was incompetent. But he was sent to 
Korea to accomplish something. So it seemed that the Japanese were really thought as just 
some bandits by Ming. 


To be fair, Yang Hao had some military sense and he was also a decent man. He paid 
attention to details. But his virtues were exactly his shortcomings. 


Ortai, the famous official of Qing, had once said: if one is scrupulous on big matters, he will 
definitely be unscrupulous on small matters. 


This is a proverb of ultimate truth, because a man has only limited amount of energy and 
tumults in the world are limitless. It’s impossible for a man to devote his limited amount of 
energy into unlimited number of tumults. 


Li Ru Song was a wise man. He knew he was a soldier and a soldier was supposed to fight. 
For him, winning was virtue and everything else was secondary. 


Yang Hao was a niggler. A niggler was doomed to be taken advantage of. 
Fortunately, Ming also sent over a wise man. 


In year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1593), having sent Li Ru Song off, Ma 
Gui came to Yansui and became its garrison commander to continue his career in war. Here he 


356 


Book of Zhu Yi Jun 


defeated Mongol tribes multiple times and made numerous great accomplishments and 
received numerous rewards. By year twenty four of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1596), he had 
had enough. He asked the Court to allow him to retire. 


Considering the work he had done and his accomplishments, the Ministry of War 
approved his application. Ma Gui was happy. He packed up and was ready to go home and 


retire. 


But there was always work. In year twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1597), the 
second Korean War started. Ma Gui was reinstated. 


His was appointed the grand general and commander-in-chief against the Japanese, as well 
as the provincial commander-in-chief in Korea. 

As soon as he received the order, Ma Gui departed without delay. He knew the job had 
been several years ago held by that man, who was unmatched by no one in capability and 
made great and splendid accomplishments. 


Four years ago I followed you and scaled a city wall. Now your unfinished endeavor will 
be completed by me. 


Ma Gui acted swiftly. On July 7 of year twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1597), he 
was already in Seoul and started war preparations. Based on his years of military experience, 
he was certain the Japanese would start to attack very soon. He didn’t have much time. 


But in reality, he was wrong, not because there wasn’t much time, but rather he had no 
time at all. 


On July 25 of year twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1597), full scale attacks 


commenced. 


The Japanese force of a hundred twenty thousand was divided into two columns, left and 
right. The left column was commanded by Konishi Yukinaga. He had forty nine thousand men. 


The target was Namwon, a key position in Jeolla-do. 


The right column was commanded by Kato Kiyomasa. He had sixty five thousand men and 


he was to attack Jeonju. 


The Japanese plan showed they had no great ambition. They didn’t have the unreasonable 
demand to occupy the entire Korea. They wanted to fight at a steady pace. They would first 
take Jeolla-do and use it as a base to threat Wangkyong. 


It would be wrong to say the Ming army was totally unprepared, because both Namwon 
and Jeonju were garrisoned. 


For example, in Namwon, the garrison commander was Yang Yuan. He had three 
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thousand men. 
In Jeonju, the garrison commander was Chen Yu Zhong. He had twenty five hundred men. 


Results of calculations are as follow. The Japanese force attacking Namwon was about 16.3 
times of the defending force in size. The Japanese force attacking Jeonju was about 26 times of 
the defending force in size. 


That was roughly the situation. By all accounts, perhaps only gods would be able to carry 
out the defense. 


Yang Yuan was not a god. But neither was he a coward. Despite that Namwon was lost, it 
wasn’t a disgrace for him. Facing the enemy that was many times greater than his own force, 
Yang Yuan resisted hard. He personally went into the battle to fight the enemy. He was 
seriously wounded. He was shot many times and escaped with over a dozen men. All the rest 


of his troops were killed. 


On the contrary, Chen Yu Zhong, who was defending Jeonju, was much clever. What the 
fellow did betrayed his name*®, he wasn’t foolishly loyal at all but rather clever. When he 
learned the Japanese attacked, he fled with his army, which suffered no casualties. 


Both Namwon and Jeonju were lost. The two columns of the Japanese army united in 
Jeonju and began to prepare to march toward Seoul. Four years later, they regained the 
initiatives of the war. 


Between victory and defeat 
Yang Yuan came back. Ma Gui received him personally and said to him: 
“Namwon’s loss is not the fault of the battle.” 


If one had to think about it, fighting tens of thousands with just several thousand without 
surrender was not a bad result at all. Yang Yuan was very grateful for his boss’s consideration 
and understanding. 


But he actually didn’t get the true meaning of those words. 


Actually, just when he felt very much consoled, Ma Gui wrote the following words in his 
report to the Ministry of War: “by military law, a defeated commander should be executed.” 


“Not the fault of the battle” didn’t mean “not your fault’. Although Yang Yuan was 
competent in fighting and fleeing, the city was still lost. If one lost a city, one had to take the 
responsibility. Months later, he was escorted to Liaoyang and was beheaded in public. 


*° His name literally means foolishly loyal. 
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Ma Gui was very sympathetic to Yang Yuan but he still had to execute him. Because he 
wanted to use the man’s head to tell everyone: in this war, it’s either victory or death! 


Now, before Ma Gui was an extremely dangerous situation. 


After taking Jeonju, the main Japanese forces were reunited and the total strength was over 
a hundred thousand men. Their moral was elevated and was marching toward Wangkyong. 


Then, another bad piece of news arrived. The Korean navy suffered a devastating defeat 
and the entire navy was annihilated. 


Although the Koreans were not so good at fighting, we must admit they were rather 
proficient in political struggles. As soon as the first war ended, they resumed their old 
profession without respite. 


This time, the man who suffered was Yi Sun-sin. After defeating the Japanese, Yi Sun-sin 
was appointed the commanding general of the navy, who commanded the three navies in the 


provinces Chungcheong, Jeollo-do, Gyeongsang. It was a powerful and prominent position. 


The result of being prominent was deep trouble. Not until had he been enjoying his 
prominence for just a few days, did someone become unhappy. Wong Gyun, who was also a 
naval general, saw him as an eye-sore. He found a few buddies who shared his view. Together 
they managed to find a way to punish Yi Sun-sin. The revolutionary hero was removed from 
his position. Only his life was spared. He was sent to perform military service. 


Wong Gyun, on the other hand, got his wish fulfilled. He enjoyed a stellar rise and took 
over Yi Sun-sin’s job. 

But what was certain was that Comrade Wong Gyun’s brain didn’t work well. He 
overlooked a very important and obvious issue. While one was enjoying his power, he had to 
also take the responsibility that came with it. 


In June of year twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1597), Wong Gyun took the job. 
On July 7, the Japanese attacked. 


From the technical standpoint, fighting was a question about ability. If one was able, then 
one would win. If one was unable, one would lose. Wong Gyun belonged to the class who 
wasn’t able to fight. 


The Japanese naval commander was Todo Takatora. In terms of his ability in commanding, 
he was a class lower than the previous Kuki Yoshitaka. But unfortunately, comparing to Yi 
Sun-sin, Wong Gyun basically belonged to no class. 


Soon after the fighting began, due to either problems in formation or command, the Korean 
navy collapsed and suffered over four hundred casualties. Wong Gyun had to retreat and then 
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began his career in fleeing. 


On July 15, after a week of fleeing, Wong Gyun was caught up by the Japanese. The two 
sides fought a big battle again in Chilchon. The Korean navy was soundly defeated again. 
Wong Gyun had to flee again. 

On July 23, another week later, Wong Gyun was caught up by the Japanese again. This 
time, the battle took place in Koje-do. The Korean navy was badly defeated again. But Wong 
Gyun finally did a little better. He didn’t flee again. He was killed in battle. 

After several battles, the Japanese exerted little effort, which resulted in sinking over a 
hundred fifty ships? The Korean navy was completely destroyed. 

The Korean navy was finished. The Ming navy had very few men. The Japanese navy 
gained the control of the sea. Over a hundred twenty thousand men marched on both land and 
sea toward Wangkyong, the target that seemed to be at their fingertips. 

The general who garrisoned Wangkyong was Ma Gui. He had mustered all the forces he 
could muster, which totaled seven thousand eight hundred forty three men. 

On this number, Ma Gui really put in some thinking. He immediately asked Xing Jie, his 
boss directly above him and the minister of war and the governor general of Jiliao, to request 
the permission to abandon Wangkyong and retreat. 

Xing Jie’s answer was simple: No. 

If the boss said no, then the only thing he could do was to fight head on. After all, Yang 
Yuan was an example before him. If he could execute Yang Yuan, then Xing Jie could execute 
him. 

But those few men were all he had. If he took all of them out to fight, it wouldn’t 
necessarily yield any result, but death was certain. He deliberated and then decided to carry 
out an ambush. 

After a careful planning, he chose Pisom, a place near Wangkyong, to do his ambush. The 
place featured precipitous terrain and was heavily wooded. It was easy to hide several 
thousand men there. 

On the night of September 9, Ma Gui personally picked two thousand well trained men, 
marched out in the darkness, and moved to Pisom to set up the ambush. 

He knew very well that he had betted all he had. If the ambush failed, when the Japanese 


came, all he could do was to sacrifice himself. 
Life or death and success or failure were all in the deep unknown. 


On July 7, the vanguard force of twelve thousand men of the Japanese army arrived at 
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Pisom. 


In the minds of the Japanese commanders, the situation was very good, not just good, but 


very good. Hundreds of thousands versus several thousands, victory was a certainty. 


Optimisms of the leaders above influenced the rank and file of the Japanese army. One 
after another, they avowed they would wholeheartedly commit themselves to killing and 
looting once they entered Wangkyong so that it would not be a disappointment for their long 
journey. Guided by such a feeling, the Japanese units competed to move forward. Everyone 
wanted to be the first. The formations were a complete mess. 


It was exactly what the Ming army was looking for. 


At dawn, the Japanese force entered the ambush. Xie Sheng, a deputy garrison commander 
and the commanding officer, started to attack. 


The Japanese army, totally unprepared, was immediately in chaos. The Ming army was 
also very cunning. They didn’t at once come out to do hand to hand fighting. Rather they hid 
in the woods and fired guns and cannon. Although the battle cry was loud, not a single man 
could be seen. Having been attacked and not being able to find the men, the Japanese army 
panicked. 


When Kuroda Nagamasa, the commander of the third corps, got the news, he immediately 
took three thousand men to help. But amid the confusion he was not helpful at all. Instead, his 
own force was pushed back and scattered by the defeated and retreating vanguard. He had to 


flee as well. 


Seeing the timing was right, Xie Sheng immediately ordered a general assault. Two 


thousand Ming troops attacked on all fronts and pursued the Japanese. 


This was the Japanese army’s another collapse. To put it simply, it was a chase done by two 
thousand Ming troops on fifteen thousand Japanese troops. They also chased relentlessly. That 
left a deep impression on the Japanese troops. In the relevant Japanese history records, there 
are such records: In the Battle of Pisom, the Ming army committed forty thousand men. They 
were seen all over the hills and in the woods and their columns stretched to no ends. 


Only ghosts would know from where the over thirty eight thousand men came. 


Just like that, the larger Japanese force was pursued by the Ming army of two thousand. 
The loss was heavy. The game of goose chase lasted to four o’clock in the afternoon. It didn’t 
end until the arrival of the right column of the Japanese army. 


In this battle, the Japanese army suffered a big defeat. Over eight hundred were killed and 


numerous others were wounded. It is called “The Victory at Pisom” in history. 


The Second Showdown 


This was a key battle. Despite the Japanese army had an absolute numerical advantage, Ma 
Gui’s taking of the risk confused them. Almost all the Japanese officers thought what was 
waiting for them ahead in Wangkyong was even a bigger trap. 


They stopped their march. 


It was a very wrong military assessment. From then on, they were unable to move forward 
a single step. 


Ma Gui, who feigned his strength, won the time. On the other hand, Xing Jie, who ordered 
him not to retreat, also didn’t disappoint him. In just the short period of two months, he had 
completed his deployment and transferred over twenty thousand men to enter the war in 
Korea. With the additional troops that had arrived in Korea, by now the strength of the Ming 
army in Korea had reached fifty thousand men. 

The Japanese, who lost a golden opportunity, suddenly realized what was going on. But it 
was too late. They retreated and cowered in the areas along the southern sea shores around 
Busan, just one step shy from going into the sea. 

The initiative of the war once again was in the hands of Ming. Ma Gui knew now it was his 


turn. 


To ensure the Japanese army would not have any concern and go into the sea without 
worry, Ma Gui made a brand new plan. 


Forty thousand Ming troops were then divided into three columns: 


The left column of sixteen thousand, commanded by Li Ru Mei and Yang Hao, would 
march toward Chungju. 


The middle column of eleven thousand, commanded by Gao Ce, would march toward 
Uiryong. 

The right column of fourteen thousand, commanded by Ma Gui himself, would march 
toward Andong. 

In addition, a Korean army of ten thousand was to march toward Jeonju. 


This was an interesting formation because the targets of the columns were where the 
Japanese forces were concentrated and each column would face different enemies. 


Ahead of the middle column was Sachon and stationed here was the Japanese force 
commanded by Shimazu Yoshihiro. 


Ahead of the Korean army was Sunchon and stationed here was the Japanese force 
commanded by Konishi Yukinaga. 


The two columns aggressively advanced toward their targets. But they were not going to 
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attack. 


There was only one purpose for sending out these two columns. It was to confuse the 


enemy. 


The Japanese had twelve hundred thousand men but Ming had only forty thousand men. 
The Ming army’s only choice was to defeat the enemy one by one. 


Ulsan was the final target chosen by Ma Gui. 


Ulsan was the last defensive barrier for Busan, and it was at a key strategic position. From 


there, the sea was easily reachable. Thus it was a key Japanese possession. 


Ma Gui was certain if he took Ulsan, he would be able to cut off the Japanese’s supplies 
and block its retreat route, then the enemy could be completely destroyed. 


The Japanese force garrisoning Ulsan was commanded by Kato Kiyomasa, who had twenty 
thousand men. In terms of numerical strength, it wasn’t a big force. It seemed to be an ideal 
target for an attack. 


But it was not as simple as it seemed. The Japanese army apparently learned from the 
lesson of four years ago. They created an elaborate formation. The Japanese forces in Sunchon, 
Sachon, and Ulsan formed a triangle and a strong defensive system that allowed them to help 


each other as needed. 


Ma Gui decided to play a trick. He sent out two columns to threat Sunchon and Sachon, 
which would create a confusion that prevented the enemy from correctly deciding the true 
target of an attack. Then he divided the main Ming army of over thirty thousand into left and 
right columns and marched toward different targets in order to degrade the Japanese army’s 


vigilance. 


Everything progressed as planned. On December 20 of year twenty five of Ten Thousand 
Seasons (AD 1597), the left and right columns suddenly changed directions and joined forces 
in Gyeongju, which was just less than one hundred lis from Ulsan. Ma Gui finally lifted the 
last veil over his face. 


The Ming army was about to pull out the butchering knife. The enemy was still in the dark. 
Comparing to Ma Gui, the Japanese generals were generally more honest. Once they received 
the reports about the enemy’s movements, Konishi Yukinaga and Shimazu Yoshihiro 
strengthened their own defenses. But Kato Kiyomasa, on the other hand, managed to leave 
Ulsan and junketed to Sosaengpo, knowing that there was nothing for him to do. 


It would be inconceivable that the soldiers of an inferior commander would not take a 
beating. On the night of December 22 of year twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1597), 
the Ming army marched out of Gyeongju and arrived in Ulsan at dawn the next day. The 
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assault then commenced. 


Li Ru Mei, the vanguard, was the first out on the attack. He took three thousand 
cavalrymen with him and penetrated right toward the main camp of the Japanese garrison 
outside of the city. The Japanese were caught completed off guard by these unexpected guests. 
They suffered a heavy loss with over a thousand men killed immediately. The Ming army, 
taking advantage of the success, gave chase and completely defeated the enemy outside of the 


city. The entire line of Japanese fell back into the city. 


When the Ming attack began, Kato Kiyomasa was building fortifications in Sosaengpo. In 
his own action, he proved one truth, that there was no such man as the slowest, and there was 


only a slower man. 


The fellow was really dumb to the extreme. Not only was he totally unprepared before, 
even when the fight had begun for a full day and a fast rider came to him with a report, he still 
wouldn’t believe it. Not until the defeated Japanese made their appearance, was he shaken. 
Then not until late in the day, did he manage to get back to Ulsan. 


On the night of December 23, all columns of the Ming army arrived. Besides Yang Hao on 
the left and Ma Gui on the right, Gao Ce in the middle also arrived. The entire force was over 


forty thousand men. Encirclement was then successfully put in place. 


To Ma Gui, everything seemed to have gone really well. Three months ago, he scared away 
over a hundred thousand Japanese with only seven thousand men. Two months later, he 
received enforcement and had successfully divided the Japanese army and encircled the 
enemy city. Now he was convinced the final victory would arrive soon. 


It had been so smooth. So smooth that it seemed beyond imagination. 
An ancient proverb says: abnormality can’t last. 
The next day, things appeared to change. 


The Ming army didn’t lessen the pressure and once again commenced attack on the next 
dawn. The battle progressed just as Ma Gui predicted. Although the Japanese defended 
tenaciously, under Ming army’s fierce bombardment, they gradually began to lose strength. 
What made things even more bizarre was a fire suddenly broke out in the city. Amid more 
confusion, the Japanese army couldn’t resist anymore. They had to fall back to the high 
ground inside the city. 


Until now, Fate had always been smiling to Ma Gui. But now, he had to get ready to cry. 
The place that the Japanese entrenched themselves was called the Island Hill. The place 


was built atop of a steep hill and the walls were built using stones and were exceptionally 
strong. It was Kato Kiyomasa’s master piece. 
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Despite the fellow was a celebrity general in Japan, his battlefield performance was truly 
miserable. But the man was not someone who was a failure on everything. On certain matters, 
he was very competent, for example, on building projects. 


On building fortification and embankment, Kato Kiyomasa was a well-qualified contractor. 
He worked hard and paid attention to details. In Japan, many strongly fortified cities were 
built by him. The Island Hill was a project that he was very proud of. 


In this world, certain things just simply can’t be forced. Combat is one of the things. 


The Ming force was in high spirit. They had the numerical advantage and great fire power. 
The Japanese force was dejected. They were few in number and had very few guns and cannon. 


Regardless how one looked at it, the Ming force would surely win. 
But reality was harsh. Ming’s attacks failed and there was only one reason, the terrain. 


The Japanese fortification was built alongside a mountain. Not only was it high, it was also 
steep. Neither scaling ladders nor arrows could reach it. Although guns were effective in 
reaching it, because the fortification was built of stones, damages were limited. The enemy’s 
defense was tight. After a day of attacking upward, there was nothing achieved. They had to 
withdraw. 


Realizing that arrows and cannon weren’t effective and the scaling ladders were too short, 
the only alternative was to scale. 

Starting on December 25, under the cover of cannon fire, the Ming troops began to climb 
the hill. 

On December 26, Ming troops took a break and Korean troops were ordered to climb. They 
were repulsed. 

On December 27, Ming troops continued to climb and achieved no result. 

On the night of 27", after some discussions, the Ming army decided to change the tactic. 


They would prepare some firewood and under the cover of cannon fire, launch a fire attack by 
shooting fire arrows into the city. 


On the 28", it rained. 
Down from Heaven to Hell was probably how Ma Gui felt at the moment. Attacks failed 
and a tactic that was conjured up after a careful deliberation now was ruined by the weather. 


But actually, everything was just at the beginning. It was said there were eighteen gates going 
into Hell. But now he only entered the front gate. 


On the afternoon of the 28", Ma Gui got another piece of news, Konishi Yukinaga was 


coming. 
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As the Japanese commander who had the most men and the brain in the best working 
condition, Konishi Yukinaga easily extricated himself from the Korean army’s harassment. His 
force marched day and night toward Ulsan. Kato Kiyomasa could be spendable, but he 
couldn’t afford to lose Ulsan. Although the two men were arch enemies at other times, now 


they were in the same sinking boat. He had to extend a hand to his fellow brother. 


The situation became more serious. After repeated attacks failed, troops were low in spirit. 
Then if he allowed the enemy to join together, the Ming army would be in danger of being 
divided and encircled. 


More and more enemy came. He had no reserves and no reinforcement. At this point, if 
anything happened, the result would be unimaginable. Many commanders proposed to retreat 


as early as possible. 
After a careful consideration, Ma Gui finally made his decision, surround the fortification. 
It was a decision that shocked everyone. But Ma Gui was certain he was right. 


He keenly recognized if he retreated now, the enemy would pursue and a great defeat 
would be inevitable. Now, although the Japanese reinforcement had arrived, the deciding 
factor of the battle was the enemy inside the fortification. If the remaining enemy in it was 
eliminated, victory would belong to him. 


He adjusted his battle plan. He sent unit commander Lu Ji Zhong to block the river port by 
deploying cannon and arrows to beef up the defense. Gao Ce would lead troops to monitor the 
Japanese forces from Busan and Sachon. All the remaining troops would concentrate around 
the city to cut off the enemy’s supply. In other words, if he couldn’t kill the enemy, he would 
strangle the enemy to death! 


Ma Gui had made a wise decision. By now although the Ming army was in a bad situation, 
the situation the Japanese defenders were in was even worse. Essentially they were pushed to 
a corner. There was no water in the city and they had to drink rain water. Food was all 
consumed and stones were not edible. At least fighting would arouse their spirits. Now 


without fighting, there was nothing they could do. 
After two days of siege, Kato Kiyomasa had a letter delivered to Yang Hao, indicating he 


was willing to negotiate for peace. Yang Hao was honest. He replied if you come out, I would 
negotiate with you. 


Kato Kiyomasa replied, you Ming people are not trustworthy and I’m not going to come 
out. 


In my opinion, that was the result of too many humbugs. 


The Japanese situation was worsening. Previously the Japanese force had over twenty 
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thousand men. Battle casualties had reached four to five thousand. Those who managed to get 
into the fortification died of hunger and cold, thanks to the shortage of food and clothing. By 
January 1 of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), there were only four 
thousand men left in the city. 


Ma Gui was certain the enemy was on his last breath. 
But he still failed to wait through the enemy’s last breath. 


Up to this point, Ma Gui’s decisions had been always correct and flawless, from creating a 
false impression, troop use, strategies and tactics, to change of plan. Everything had been 
executed without error. 


Throughout the entire battle, he made only two mistakes that seemed to be insignificant 
mistakes. 


But success or failure was decided by details. 
The name of the first mistake was mental state. 


Although Ma Gui accurately predicted the Japanese’s army’s present predicament and 
made the decision to continue the siege, he overlooked this factor: that although the Japanese 
in the city suffered more than the Ming troops, the mental states of the two sides were 
different. If the Japanese lost Ulsan, then they would have lost their retreat route. They had no 
other alternative than going into the ocean and become fish food. Thus their only choice was to 
fight to the end. 


On the other hand, the Ming force, having the advantage, would still be able to take a nap 
and come back to fight again even if they suffered a defeat. After all, fighting was the state’s 
matter and no one had to risk his life in this battle. At the final stage of the battle, the 


seemingly minor difference would be the key between success and failure. 


On January 2, the Japanese reinforcement coming from the sea launched waves after waves 
of attacks. The Ming army fought hard and finally thwarted the Japanese attack, only for the 
time being. 

On January 3, the Japanese army attacked. After suffering heavy casualties, the Ming army 
was able to repulse the attack. But the moral began to deteriorate and they had to shrink the 
defensive perimeter. 


On January 4, Ma Gui decided to retreat. 


It had become apparent the enemy was exceptionally stubborn and now a victory had 
become impossible. If he didn’t withdrawn, the entire army would be annihilated. In the 
ensuing military conference, Ma Gui made the specific plan. The right column of the Ming 
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force at the north side of the city would withdraw first and other units would follow. Unit 
commander Mao Guo Qi was the rear guard. 


He handed the task of commanding the Ming troops in the city north to Yang Hao. 
And that was his second mistake. 


Once receiving the order to withdraw, Yang Hao marched first. In the beginning, 
everything was done in an orderly manner as the troops marched in good order. But as the 
troops marched, more and more Ming soldiers, especially those wounded and sick soldiers, 
learned the news of withdraw. They were afraid they would be abandoned. Commotions rose. 


To be fair, this sort of thing was unavoidable in conducting a retreat. If it was put under 
control in time, it could be quelled. Take one step back, even if Yang Hao wasn’t capable and 
couldn’t control the troops, there would be someone at the rear and something more serious 
would not have happened. 


But amid the soldiers in a helter-skelter and noisy shouts and cries, Yang Hao panicked. 


The nice man, who would even pay cash when he bought grocery, finally exposed his most 


fatal weakness at the most critical moment. 

Facing the chaotic situation before him, Yang Hao, in panic, decided to flee, which was a 
disastrous decision. 

The situation had become hopeless. 

To some extent, to retreat means to flee. But there is a difference between the two. A retreat 
is to go slowly and in an organized way. But the main act in fleeing is to run. 

Yang Hao, without any misgivings, led the fleeing. If the boss had the right to flee, then his 
subordinates were in no obligation to not run. One after another, the Ming army was in 


disarray and ran everywhere. 


Taking advantage of the opportunity, the Japanese forces alongside the shore started to 
pursue. The Ming army was soundly defeated and suffered heavy casualties. All the 
remaining forces withdrew to Gyeongju. The Battle of Ulsan was a defeat. 


In this battle, the Ming army suffered over twenty thousand casualties. Their attack was 
thwarted and the defensive perimeter was contracted to Wangkyong. The Japanese lose was 
over ten thousand and was incapable of launch a counterattack. The war in Korea was once 


again in a stalemate. 


The most cruel part of war is not about how many people die in it and how much is the 


property loss, but rather that it cannot be stopped once it’s started. 


Everyone can quarrel without concern before a war begins but once fighting is under way, 
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it is painful. Both sides use all sorts of strategies and will employ all the most sinister intrigues 
in order to kill the enemy. If the two sides are too far part in strength, then an immediate kill is 
a good outcome. After paying indemnity and ceding territories, people can go back to do 
whatever they need to do. The most obnoxious scenario is when neither side is able to kill the 


other. If you can fight, I’m not bad either. 


In such a situation, both sides suffer. Who is going to bear the blame if one wants to end 
the fight with so many dead and so much spent? In addition, there is also an issue about 
saving one’s face. 


That was the situation Ma Gui was in. 
After the Battle of Ulsan, the Ming army began to restore order from the ruin. 


The first thing to do was to reorganize his army. Ma Gui took the task on himself. He 


recollected the defeated soldiers and reported to the Court, asking for more soldiers. 


The next thing was to deliver punishments, or in order words, placing blames. The first one 
was on Yang Hao. The fellow surely couldn’t escape from his responsibilities. The result of the 
battle meant that as the one mainly responsible for it, he couldn’t avoid his punishment. He 
was harshly censored, which even enraged the emperor, who wanted to hack him. But officials 
argued on his behalf. And his life was spared. He was removed from his position. The stories 


about this fellow didn’t end just there. There would be more to come. 


In terms of restoration from the aftermath, everything ended satisfactorily. But what was to 
follow was something hard to do. 


The Japanese weren’t capable of accomplishing what they wanted. And they truly desired 
for peace. Given the state of the war, they couldn’t expect to occupy the entire Korea anymore. 
But they had invested so much, they still hoped to gain something from it so that they could 
save their face and then leave. 


But Ming took a hardline and never wanted to negotiate. Even travel expense back would 
not be paid, not to mention ceding land and paying indemnity. Ming showed no willingness to 
yield. 

Talks would not do but fighting was also not possible. Despite that the Japanese force had 
the numerical advantage, they had been frightened from the previous fights, and they had to 
hunker down along the coastline. They didn’t dare to attack. Perhaps they had become learned. 
They would hold on to what they had got and would not leave no matter what. 


Ming, on the other hand, was motivated and always wanted to push the enemy out to the 
sea. But she didn’t have enough troops and couldn’t accomplish what she wanted to do. She 
had to just whirl around in the same place. 
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Neither could do much against the other. Everyone just had to sit in the same place and 


continue to wait. 


The Japanese could not afford the ongoing wait anymore. Because they had too many 
troops, who for a long time stayed abroad, Japan couldn’t afford to keep them there. They also 
needed farmhands and they had to pull men back. The Japanese force in Korea thus was 


reduced to eighty thousand. 


In the meantime, Ming forces continuously entered Korea. Together with the new army 
retrained by Ma Gui, the total troop strength reached seventy thousand. 


The Ming army had never been so strong and the Japanese army had never been so weak. 
Ma Gui thought it was time to act. 

In July of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), Ma Gui once again 
announced his plan. 

The east column, led by Ma Gui himself, commanded thirty thousand men, would attack 
Ulsan. 

The middle column, commanded by Dong Yi Yuan, had twenty six thousand men and 
would attack Sachon. 

The west column, commanded by Liu Ting, had twenty thousand men and would attack 
Sunchon. 

On September 7, the three columns of Ming army marched out. This time, there was no 


feigning and no turning. All the troops would march directly toward their enemies. 


To Ma Gui, it was the best time to choose this moment to get the campaign started. Now it 
had been half a year since the last campaign and all units had completed their reorganization. 
In the same time, Guards in Brocade also joined the fray. In fact these men were also good at 
espionage, in addition to being good as domestic special agents. They got accurate information 
about the true strength of the Japanese army and provided a lot of information. 

Trusting his comrades and with troops in his hands, Ma Gui was convinced the final 
victory would soon come. 

But again, he was mistaken. 

What Ma Gui didn’t know was despite Guards in Brocade accomplished a lot, they were 
not perfect. They failed to collect a very important piece of information. 

In August of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), Toyotomi Hideyoshi 


died of illness in Japan. He was sixty three. 


The most ambitious man of a generation in Japanese history finally died. His ambition also 
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died with him and became a dream. But the war started by him was far from end. 

After Toyotomi Hideyoshi died, the Japanese kept the news secret and appointed a special 
envoy to Korea and issued such an order: 

Try best to negotiate for peace. If negotiation doesn’t work, all withdraw back to Japan. 

The date of the withdrawal was set to November 5 of year twenty six of Ten Thousand 
Seasons (AD 1598). Prior to that date, all units were ordered to be on alert and defend to the 


end. All those who tried to flee would be executed. They would do the best to repulse any 
Ming attack. 


To ensure a successful withdrawal, the ones who had the knowledge of the news were 
limited to only Konishi Yukinaga, Kato Kiyomasa and a few others. Even many senior 
Japanese generals didn’t know. 


But there is no wall that would not leak air. The news of Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s death still 
reached Korea. But no one believed it. According to past rumors, Toyotomi Hideyoshi would 
have died at least a dozen times. 


What awaited Ma Gui ahead was the final Japanese frenzy. 
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A Winning Strategy 


Big Knife Liu 

The first one to arrive at his destination was the west column, whose commander was Liu 
Ting. 

Liu Ting, known by his courtesy name Liu Zi Shen, was a native of Hongdu (present day 
Nanchang) in Jiangxi. We must say he was truly a fierce man. 


Liu Ting’s father was Liu Xian, who was a senior officer in the Ming army and often went 
into combat and basically was not at home. But what was worthy of praise was his long 
absence from home didn’t hinder Liu Ting’s education at all. When Liu Xian was on a 


campaign, he took his son with him. 


Having been bivouacked in army camps since his childhood, he basically had no chance to 
be exposed to literature. He was used to seeing men hacking and killing each other. Bolstered 
by such an excellent family education, Liu Ting, at a very early age, showed he was a gifted 
child in military affairs. Not only was he brave and an excellent fighter, he was also 
exceptionally strong. The weapon he used was also unique. It was a big knife made from 
wrought iron. 

No one knows the ingredients of wrought iron but its weight is noted in history records. It 
weighed a hundred twenty jins. 


Of course, a big knife of a hundred twenty jins was not very heavy. If one was physically fit, 
one would be able to lift it up after some practice. But Comrade Liu Ting not only was able to 
lift it up, he was also able to use it. History records describe his usage of the knife as turning it 
like a flying wheel. 


Whenever I read these words, I feel a chill through my spine. 


For someone who used such a weapon in battlefields, it was hard for him to keep a low 
profile. Liu Ting quickly became a celebrity. He also got a fine sounding nickname, Big Knife 
Liu. 
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Not only was the weapon in his hands a genuine ware, Liu Ting the man was also a 
genuine one. He never hesitated to use his knife. In year one of Ten Thousand Seasons, Liu 
Xian was ordered to suppress the barbarians in the southeast. Although Brother Big Knife was 
just over twenty, he went there and was active in battles. He was fearlessly brave and made 


great contributions. 
From then on he was always in actions. 


In year ten of Ten Thousand Seasons, he went to Myanmar and soundly defeated the locals. 
He was also promoted to general of raiders. Thereafter, brandishing his big knife, he 
responded to his country’s calls and hacked toward anything that was asked of him. There 
was presence of him everywhere in the country. By the eve of the Korean War, he had already 
been promoted to colonel. 


Despite the war was already started, he remained idle and no one wanted to use him. 
Brother Big Knife became restless. He made the request to go to Korea to fight. The Court 
thought it over and sent him there, knowing he had been idle anyway. 


Liu Ting was lucky. Soon after arriving in Korea, he was promoted to deputy garrison 
commander. But in this war he didn’t play a main role because he ranked too low in seniority. 
Plus, he had a more fierce man, Li Ru Song above him. In the few years in Korea, he rarely got 
important combat assignments. Basically he assisted Wu Wei Zhong, Cha Da Shou, and others. 


By year twenty three of Ten Thousand Seasons when Ming withdrew from Korea, he was 
ordered to remain in Korea to help train Korean troops. He became a training officer, until the 
war was restarted. 


Now his turn finally arrived. 


Among the Ming forces sent to Korea at the time, three armies were recognized as being 
the strongest. They were Li Ru Song’s Ironclads of Eastern Liao, Wu Wei Zhong’s Qi Army, 
and Liu Ting’s Caravan Army. 


As a descendant of a traditional military family, Liu Ting also had a unique army that 
belonged to him, the Caravan Army. It was neither as fast and ferocious as the Ironclads of 
Eastern Liao, nor as good as the Qi Army in fighting. But it was thought as the toughest army 
to fight against by the Japanese. 


The Caravan Army had over five thousand men and most of them were from Sichuan. 
Unlike the Ironclads of Eastern Liao and the Qi Army, it was an amalgamation of various 
types of forces. Besides infantry, it had cavalry and men with firearms. Of course, it also had 


caravans. 


Here is how they fought. In combat, cavalry marched forward first and infantry and men 
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with firearms pushed caravans and advanced. When enemy appeared, the caravans quickly 
formed a circle. The men with firearms then used it as a barrier to fire volleys toward the 


enemy, which completes the first wave of assault. 


Once the enemy’s momentum had been stopped, cavalry would charge out from the 
formation of caravans to attack and destroy the enemy formation. Then infantry would charge 


to pursue the enemy. 


It was a tactic that included both defense and offense. The defense was as tight as water 
proof when it was on defense. It was invincible when it was on offense. Relying on such a 


force, Liu Ting had won countless number of battles. 


He always believed before his big knife and his caravan army, any enemy would collapse. 


Konishi Yukinaga would be no exception. 


Ever since entering Korea, Konishi Yukinaga spent most of his time in Sunchon. Unlike all 
others, he had a very clear mind. Realizing that invading Korea and then conquering Ming 
was just an idiot’s dream, he opted to just muddle along. Now the obsessed man was dead 
and his dream ended, all he wanted was to pack up and go home. 


But even before he was able to complete his thought, there came someone to send him off. 
And it appeared that the man was poised to send him directly into the sea. 

On September 19 of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), Liu Ting got to 
near Sunchon. 

Konishi Yukinaga had fought with Liu Ting before and knew the prowess of the Caravan 
Army. But for the moment, facing this formidable enemy, he was not worried. That’s because 
he had found a way to overcome the Caravan Army. 

Actually there was no secret in the method. It can be simply described in two words: no 
fight. 

I’m going to lose anyway if I fight. I’ll just ignore you. I’d like to see what you can do? 

The enemy refused to come out. Liu Ting ran out of options. He had to order a head-on 
attack. But caravans were not tanks. They couldn’t be used to smash walls. Konishi Yukinaga 
entrenched himself in the fortress. With the terrain on his side he defeated repeated attacks by 
the Ming army. Liu Ting had to cease the failed attacks. 


Given that attacks had failed, Liu Ting decided to open a negotiation with Konishi 
Yukinaga. Of course, just like before, this time he was not sincere as well. 


If we have to select the commander who had received the most attempts of hoodwinking, 
Konishi Yukinaga would have to be ranked second and no one would dare to be placed first. 
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The fellow was not only the target of repeated hoodwinking, he also learned from it and joined 
those who did the hoodwinking. By his qualification in this business, he should not believe 
this sort of words anymore. 


In the beginning, he indeed did so. Liu Ting sent out three teams of envoys and Konishi 
Yukinaga believed none of them. But Big Knife Liu was persistent. He was determined to carry 
out his scheme to the end. He sent out the fourth team of envoys. 


This time, Konishi Yukinaga was finally convinced. He got himself ready to go out of the 
city to negotiate with Liu Ting. 
But at the critical moment, a traitor in the Ming army exposed Liu Ting’s plan and Konishi 


Yukinaga withdrew back. 


Starting from Shen Wei Jing, then to Li Ru Song and Liu Ting, he had been in numerous 
negotiations and had been cheated numerous times. I am sure he would rather die than 


negotiate, even in his next life. 


Liu Ting correctly recognized that point. He changed his strategy. He supervised his all-out 
assault on the city. But the Japanese defense was flawless. No progress was made despite 
repeated assaults. Liu Ting was not in any way discouraged. He personally went to the front to 
supervise the battle. 


But on October 3, he suddenly stopped his assault. 
On this day, he received the combat report from the middle column. 


The day when Dong Yi Yuan arrived in Sachon was September 20. His opponent was 
Shimazu Yoshihiro. 


Three years ago when Toyotomi Hideyoshi heard the imperial decree read by the monk 
and knew he had been had and was thoroughly outraged, he uttered these words to Shen Wei 
Jing and Yang Fang Heng: 

“Shimanzi and his men will be left there, let’s see what the Heavenly Dynasty is going to 
do to them!” 

Combining with the context, what he really meant was, I’m going to keep Shimanzi and his 
men there (Korea) and I'd like to see what you (Ming) are going to do about him! 

Shimanzi was Shimazu Yoshihiro. 

As a warlord general from the Japanese Kyushu area, Shimazu Yoshihiro was definitely 
not in Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s inner circle. On the contrary, during the time when Toyotomi 


Hideyoshi was trying to unite Japan, he had been resisting stubbornly. He was so stubborn 
that even after the entire Japan had been conquered, he still resisted. 
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But Toyotomi Hideyoshi was very fond of him and many times gave him key tasks. The 


reason was simple, he was very dependable. 


The unique attribute of Japanese was that people were single-minded. Even more, the 
people from areas in Kyushu elevated such a traditional spirit to a height that exceeded any 
limit. Regardless in business transactions or in fighting, they were always honest and never 
played tricks or cheated. When they were fighting, they were always in the front. When they 
were retreating, they were always the rear guard. They were so gallant and brave that even 
Toyotomi Hideyoshi was awed by them. 


Even more noteworthy is that even in today, such a tradition is still preserved. For example, 
the Japanese mob society, after years of reform, its members who are in this business in Tokyo 
all are well-dressed in business suit, follow rules, and abide by laws. They are disciplined even 


when they are collecting protection fees. They never make unnecessary troubles. 


Such descriptions can’t be applied to the people from the Satsuma region of Kyushu. Times 
are different but tradition has not lost. Whenever the matters involved are about territories or 
negotiations, often they don’t mince words and they simply take up weapons and get into a 
brawl. They fight to the death. So they earned high reputations among Japanese mob 
organizations. No one dares to challenge them. 


Shimazu Yoshihiro and his fifth column were men of this sort. Their attributes included 
ferocity, cruelty, and fearlessness in combat. They would fight even when they were inferior in 


number. They were the main fighting force of the Japanese army. 


In addition, besides being very brave in land combats, Shimazu Yoshihiro also excelled in 
naval combats. He was rather a gifted man in amphibian combats. Although his brain didn’t 
work that well, he was valuable because he was willing to take risks. He also possessed a 
unique skill, siege breaking. 

Siege breaking really meant fleeing. What made Shimazu Yoshihiro unique was he was 
really good in fighting, as well as in fleeing. Not only was his fleeing on the mark, he also did 
it fast. He fled by picking the point where two enemy units met and would be gone in an 
instant. Later, in the Battle of Sekigahara in Japan, his western army was routed and he had 
only one thousand men left with him. But he managed to escape from the heavy encirclement 


by tens of thousands Tokugawa Ieyasu’s force. He was truly someone of unique capabilities. 


In summary, the man excelled both in defense and offense and had plenty of experience. 


He was a celebrated general in the Korean theater. 


On the contrary, Dong Yi Yuan, the commander of the middle corps, was much less 


recognized. The man was not well known and of ordinary abilities. Even the strength of his 
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force was average. The Japanese had twenty thousand men and he only had twenty six 
thousand. 


But the ordinary man had an extraordinary vanguard, Li Ning. 


The fellow’s temper was known to everyone. He always cried for fight and would draw 
out his knife whenever he saw Japanese. He even killed Japanese envoys, which almost ruined 
Li Ru Song’s plan. 


Now it was time for him to demonstrate himself. On September 27, when the Ming army 
just arrived in Sachon, he could wait no longer. On the night of 28", he took a thousand men 
with him and charged into Sachon. 


The Japanese were unprepared and forced to scatter. But they had the numerical advantage 
after all. A counterattack ensued. Because Li Ning charged too much to the front, he was 
surrounded and killed in the battle. 


But his death was worthy of the fight. Dong Yi Yuan and his main army arrived. After a 
fierce and ferocious battle, the entire defensive force was annihilated. Japanese general Sagara 
Yorifusa was killed. Kawakami Tadasawa, a key commander, was seriously wounded and 
escaped to the inner city with just over a hundred men. 


The one defending the inner city was no other than Shimazu Yoshihiro. He was not much 
worried because in the city there were still over ten thousand of the main parts of the fifth 
corps. The inner city also occupied advantageous terrain. It was surrounded by water on three 
sides. It was easy to defend but tough to attack. Thus he resolved to defend until the arrival of 


reinforcement. 


That was his plan but not until the Ming army attacked, did he see his plan was not going 


to work. 


Despite Dong Yi Yuan was an average commander, he was not an easy one to deal with. 
He never wanted to attack head on. Given the disadvantageous terrain, it was better to use 


cannon. 
On October 1*, the general assault commenced. 


The Ming army deployed large number of frangis at a distance of about a hundred meters 
and launched a fierce bombardment to the city. Many Japanese in the city were killed or 
wounded. Fire broke out everywhere. The Japanese lost sights of each other. Even the usually 
calm Shimazu Yoshihiro couldn’t stay calm anymore. He collected his troops and was about to 


utilize his unique fleeing skill. 


Actually his assessment of the situation was correct. The Ming bombardment had cleared 


the exterior. The city gate was also taken. Large numbers of Ming troops were already 
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mustered, waiting for order to charge into the city. By now, the Japanese in the city had lost all 
the will to fight. Japanese collapse was imminent. 


Just like what the saying says, thirty percent of the outcome is decided by Heaven and 
seventy percent of the outcome is by effort. Now effort had been made and seventy percent of 
the outcome had been achieved. Then the thirty percent would come into play. 


Given there was no obstacle ahead, Dong Yi Yuan issued the order of general assault. 


Just when he was about to take the remaining thirty percent, a series of tremendous 
explosions happened, in his rear. 


The explosions took place in the camp of Ming’s unit commander Peng Xin Gu. They 
triggered a chain reaction in the gunpowder stores in the camp. Many Ming soldiers were 
killed in the explosions. Fires shoot up into the sky. Chaos ensued. 


An investigation later confirmed that what caused the incident was not the sort of things 


like Japanese commandos or Ninjas, but rather a fire accident, a lapse in safety control. 


Then nothing could have been done. One shouldn’t blame the government for his 


misfortunes. 


In the bedlam, Ming soldiers didn’t know how to react. They all thought the enemy had 
attacked their rear. They started fleeing. Sachon, which was right there for the taking, was not 
to be available any more. Shimazu Yoshihiro, who had been getting ready to flee, had his spirit 
restored. He came out of the city and attacked. The Ming force was routed. 


The Battle of Sachon ended with Ming suffering a great loss and being forced to withdraw 
to Chinju. The Japanese, who got a lucky victory, didn’t dare to pursue and opted to remain 
where they were before. 


Thanks to this battle, Shimazu Yoshihiro received broad acclamations and was adored 
liked a god in Japan. He was dubbed as Shimazu the Devil. But to be fair, the fellow had only 
one secret weapon in achieving his victory, luck. 

But anyway, a win was a win and a loss was a loss. The consequence of loss was very 
serious. 

Besides Liu Ting’s West Corps, Ma Gui now was also in a quagmire. 

His East Corps arrived in Ulsan in late September but found themselves having nothing to 
do. Since taking a beating last time, Kato Kiyomasa had been staying in Ulsan every day. He 
remained still and never ventured out under any circumstance. When Ma Gui attacked, he 
defended. When Ma Gui didn’t attack, he still remained in defense. In summary, he dragged 
on by refusing to fight. 
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So it dragged on, until in October, when the news of the defeat in Sachon arrived. Both Ma 
Gui and Kato Kiyomasa exhaled a breath of relief. It was over. 


Under Ma Gui’s overall command, both the East and West Corps withdrew and went back 
to their original place. The September campaign officially ended. 


In this offense, Ming forces were too eager to accomplish something and the Japanese 
forces wanted only to remain alive. After more than half a month’s fight, the situation didn’t 
change at all. Nothing came out of the work. 


The man who was most depressed was Ma Gui. He put his heart and soul into a battle plan 
and it didn’t bear any fruit. He was demoralized. But what made him feel even more hopeless 
was he was convinced after this battle, with Ming army’s current strength, he would not be 
able to break the stalemate. Regardless how hard he could try, he would be able to achieve 
nothing. 


What Ma Gui didn’t know was now it was just a month away from the Japanese 
withdrawal, barring anything unexpected. On November 5, the Japanese would go back to 
Japan with all the war booties they had grabbed. By then, all that the Ming forces could do 
would be to lament across the ocean by watching the Japanese forces safely going back. 


But the arrival of one man eventually changed everything. 


Waiting 
The name of the man was Chen Lin, whose courtesy name was Chao Jue. He was a native 
of Wengyuan of Guangdong. 


By any account, the fellow would have to be considered an old hand. He became an 
executive adjutant in as far back as the last year of Civility and Tranquility. He had been in 
many campaigns. Finally, after decades in service, he became a garrison commander during 
the reign of Ten Thousand Seasons. 


But his career path was not a smooth one. Exceptions in promotion were foreign to him. He 
was never recognized by his superiors for his worth. Starting from general of raiders, to 
colonel, assistant commander, and deputy garrison commander, he climbed up one rank at a 
time. Being a military officer for him was a tough career. It was said because he was from 
Guangdong and spoke only Cantonese, he wasn’t fluent in the official tongue. He was hard to 


understand. No one took him seriously, which attributed to his slow advance. 


The man also had another flaw in character. He was greedy and he was not just greedy in 
any ordinary sense. His greed manifested in many different and endless numbers of ways. 
When he was sent to command troops, he would allow his soldiers to seize people’s properties. 
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When he was sent to a garrison duty, he would launch a lot of building projects, from which 
he would be able to commit embezzlement. When he was sent to fight a war, he would take 
part of his soldier’s pays. In the business of corruption, he had to be a man of considerable 
ability. 

But this was also a man very capable of fighting and had fought all sorts of battles. Initially 
he fought against bandits in mountainous areas. Later, he had been in charge of local security 
forces. He had captured robbers and thieves. He had also worked with Yin Zheng Mao, a 
celebrated general of a generation (as well as a corrupted criminal), and suppressed many 
rebel forces (things attracted each other of like nature and men attracted each other of like 
kind). 

By those accounts, he had destroyed men of all sorts who defied authorities, as long as they 
lived on the surface of the earth. 


Even more valuable was that even species in oceans didn’t escape from him. Marine 
bandits, pirates, and even Japanese bandits were all in his domain of destruction. 


But because the man of amphibian value had just too many flaws and anyone who got 
close to him would be in trouble. For a long time, no one used him and no one recommended 


him (officials recognized his ability but no one dared to recommend him). 


In peace times, no one wanted to get in trouble, and a man of his sort was not put in use. 


But when war came, naturally he became someone who had to be put in use. 


In year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1592), Chen Lin came out of his dormancy 
and went to Korea. 


Bringing the troublemaker out, the Court's initial wish was to see him to fight hard. But for 
unknown reasons, the fellow went there for a year and accomplished nothing. But he managed 
to rise rapidly. When he first got there, he was just a colonel. Soon he was promoted to 
assistant commander. By year twenty one of Ten Thousand Seasons, he had become a deputy 


garrison commander. 
Everyone was bewildered to see him managing to be in that position but having done no 


battle. 
Of course Chen Lin was not bewildered. After the war ended, he gladly packed up and 


went to Fujian to his position as a garrison commander, with the secret that resulted in his 
advancement. With his years of experience in grabbing money, becoming rich for him was just 


a matter of time. 


But fire couldn’t be contained by paper. Three years later, the Ming and Japanese 
negotiation failed. Shen Wei Jing’s scheme was uncovered. Shi Xing was arrested and sent to 
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prison. Along with that was the exposure of another secret. 


Actually Brother Chen Lin was not a man who took without giving. Besides being 
exceptionally good at taking, he was also very good at giving. Shi Xing, having accepted his 
money, had to work on his behalf. Thus Comrade Chen Lin was able to rise precipitously, like 
riding on wind. 

But now Shi Xing had fallen and he was no longer to remain at his position. He also had no 
way to get his money back from the man in prison. Chen Lin, who suffered a loss, had to once 
again go home. 


But if a man had a capability, he wouldn’t need to worry about having no job. In year 
twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons, Ming resumed war with Japan. The Korean navy was 
annihilated. Yi Sun-sin was still working as a logger in an army camp. To take back the 
supremacy at sea, Ming navy was the only hope. 


Chen Lin once again found a job. Despite that Xing Jie, the minister of war, despised the 
old bureaucrat, he had no other choice. 


In June of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), Chen Lin and a naval force 
of five thousand men arrived in Korea. Together with him arriving in Korea was Deng Zi Long. 


Deng Zi Long was from Fengcheng. At the time he was the deputy garrison commander 
and imperial envoy against the Japanese, as well commanding adjutant. 


In terms of years of service, he ranked above Chen Lin in seniority. He had been in the 
military since the middle of Civility and Tranquility’s reign. For years he had been in 
Guangdong, Yunnan, Burma, and Fujian. He had been in campaigns everywhere and had rich 
combat experience. His character was also unquestionable. For decades he had been working 
hard. He started his career as a foot soldier, never took back doors, and built connections. He 
was a real honest man. 


Thanks to his honesty and without backing, he only managed to become a deputy garrison 
commander when he was already over sixty. He was also quiet. Even when he had been 
wronged, he never argued to defend himself. In year twenty of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 
1592), he was ordered to carry out a campaign. He was maligned despite he won the campaign. 
He was accused by a censor and removed from his position. He opted not to defend himself 
and quietly went home. 


But still, in year twenty five of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1597), when he received the 
government’s order, he accepted the order without reservation, despite he was almost seventy, 
his position was only a deputy garrison commander, he would be taking orders from a man 
younger than him, and the man’s conduct was worse than his. 
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That was the way how two men of completely different personalities came together. Their 
appearance would completely change the fate of countless number of Japanese soldiers. 


Having settled down with Deng Zi Long, Chen Lin, who came to a land that he had once 


been before, met another subordinate of his, Yi Sun-sin. 


Yi Sun-sin of this moment had just got rid of his trouble. After Wong Gyun was killed, he 
was ordered to rebuild the Korean navy. Although many in the government still looked at him 
askance, given the urgency of the current situation, he was the only hope to deal with the 
aftermath. 


To some extent, Yi Sun-sin’s personality made him unpopular among others. Although the 
man was of exceptional ability and talent, he was not good at dealing with others. He offended 
everyone he worked with. As a subordinate, he was a difficult man to his superiors. 


But the way Chen Lin took care of the man was cut and dry. Despite that he spoke only 
Cantonese and even ghosts didn’t understand his official tongue, now he was in a foreign land 
and language was not a problem anymore. The people there couldn’t differentiate between the 
official tongue and Cantonese anyway. Chen Lin also played his skill at building relationships 
to his strength. By using a unique method, he established a rapport with Yi Sun-sin. 


The method was writing poems. 
As soon as he got to Korean, he wrote this poem to Yi Sun-sin: 


Without you the general, 

Who is going to save the country? 
The barbarians have ravaged the past, 
The demon spirits are tired today. 


Your conduct is admired by thousands, 
Your reputation is known to the world. 

His Majesty keenly desires your service, 
How can you allow your pride to refuse him! 

In terms of literary quality, the poem basically can be categorized as doggerel or in Xue 
Pan’s style® and it’s not just bad in the ordinary sense. But if we read it carefully, we will 
discover the high political skill exhibited in it. 

The first four lines were praises. As Yi Sun-sin’s superior, he truly had invested his life 
savings in praising his subordinate this way. 

The fifth and sixth lines were about carrying on the honor. He lavishly praised Yi Sun-sin 


for being admired by his people and reputation around the world. But those were only a 
presage of the last two lines, which carried the core meaning. His Majesty keenly desires your 


°° Xue Pan is a fictional character in Dreams in the Red Chamber, a famous Chinese novel known to almost every one. 
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service and urged him to realign his loyalty and suggested to him to leave Korea and go get a 
better job in Ming. 

In the entire poem, he used flatteries to drive a wedge. By driving a wedge, he flattered. 
Both worked together naturally and coherently. It is something that should be a required text 
in the Art of Building Relationships. 

Yi Sun-sin was moved and wrote several poems using the same rhymes as reply, in which 
he expressed his feelings. He also indicated he would obey Chen Lin’s orders and make 
concerted efforts and work together to push the Japanese out. 

I have always thought a man of Chen Lin’s ilk will never die of hunger regardless if Ming 
was strong or weak. 

Having succeeded in achieving unity and under Ma Gui’s exhortation, Chen Lin took part 
in the Battle of Sunchon. But due to adverse circumstance, Ma Gui had to withdraw his army 
first, leaving the navy without support. He had to back off without a fight. 

Chen Lin was very angry over what Ma Gui had done. But soon afterward, Ma Gui met 
him again and gave him another assignment. 

Ma Gui told Chen Lin, I’ve decided on a battle plan, from now on, the forces under you are 


to be all at sea. 
Chen Lin asked, what’s the objective? 
Ma Gui replied, no specific objective, you just need to do some patrolling. 
Chen Lin asked again, what are you going to do? 
Ma Gui replied, I’m going nowhere and I’ll stay where I am. 
Looking at the confused and angry Chen Lin, Ma Gui revealed the answer for the puzzle. 


After the failure of the attacks by the three columns, Ma Gui was certain head-on attacks 
would not work. Even if those positions were taken, Ming forces’ loss would also be 
significant. Given where the situation was, negotiation couldn’t be counted on either. At this 
juncture, Chen Lin appeared in his mind and he came up with a strategy that would allow him 


to achieve victory without fighting. 


Ma Gui issued his order. All Ming forces would cease fire. Dong Yi Yuan’s middle corps 
and Liu Ting’s west corps were to send envoys to discuss cease fire with the Japanese forces 


opposing them. In summary, everyone was to stop action. 
PP 8 y Me Pp 


The only one remained in action was Chen Lin. His job was to patrol the Korean coastline 


with his navy and destroy any Japanese fleets venturing close to the coastline. 


In today’s military text books, this sort of strategy is called cage tactics. In the mouth of an 
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aunt around the corner in the neighborhood, it’s called beating a dog behind a closed door. 


After numerous probes and setbacks, Ma Gui finally found the Achilles’ heel of the 


Japanese forces, supplies. 


Regardless how brave the Japanese soldiers were, they were all humans and had to eat. But 
the provisions had to be transported over the ocean from Japan. If the Korean coastline was 
blockaded and the Japanese fleets were attacked, the enemy would collapse without a fight. 


Reality showed Ma Gui’s prediction was correct. Starting from mid-October, Chen Lin took 
up a different profession and became a pirate. He conducted many patrols. He would rob any 
ship he saw and burn the ship after finishing the robbery. He created a no-man’s zone around 
the Korean coastline. He did such a thorough job that even some Korean fleets that passed the 
area were robbed. 


The Japanese had to send Todo Takatora and his navy to combat. But Comrade Chen Lin 
was multi-talented. Not only was he good at committing robbery, he was also good at fighting. 
After several rounds of engagements, Todo Takatora had to flee and no longer dare to come 


out to fight again. 


Failed in competitions in both evasion and robbery, the Japanese felt real pain, especially 
Konishi Yukinaga. Among the three Japanese corps, his was in the most miserable situation. 
Kato Kiyomasa was in Ulsan and Shimazu Yoshihiro was in Sachon. Both places were near the 
sea. As long as the ships were able to evade Chen Lin, they would be able to flee as soon as 


they managed to unload the provisions. 


But Sunchon, where Konishi Yukinaga was, was not only far from the ocean but also could 
only be reached via intricate waterways, into which after numerous turns, a ship would never 
be able to come out. Chen Lin enjoyed doing the robbery the most here. Many Japanese ships 
would not want to go there no matter what. 


After half a month, the Japanese troops were almost half dead. Amid the hopelessness, 
Konishi Yukinaga had no other alternative but to send an envoy to Chen Lin, requesting him 
to open a route. In exchange, as a price he had to pay, he made an offer that was unheard of, 
twelve hundred human heads. 


What he meant was if you open a route and let me go, I'll leave twelve hundred men to 
you; it’s up to you if you want to use them to seek reward or just kill them. 


If he had to utter these words it meant he was truly at a dead end. Of course Chen Lin 
refused because what he wanted were not just twelve hundred men. 


The Japanese force was in a hopeless situation. But Konishi Yukinaga didn’t panic because 


the previously agreed date was approaching. 
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November 5 was the date. As long as he waited until that date, everything would be over. 
Amid hope and uncertainty, the day finally arrived. 


Per previous agreement, the Japanese forces under Kato Kiyomasa, Shimazu Yoshihiro, 
and Konishi Yukinaga began to orderly collect their war booties and get ready to withdraw. 
The Ming forces opposing them showed no movement at all and they were still in the dark. 


Barring anything unexpected, the Japanese forces would be able to carry their war loots 
and with blood in their hands, withdraw back to Japan safely. 


But the unexpected happened. 


Not long ago prior to that date, the Japanese Big Five (the five officials who were 
designated by Toyotomi Hideyoshi to take care of his heir after his death) sent an envoy to the 
Ming army, indicating if the Korean king sent a prince as hostage to Japan and paid tributes in 
rice, tiger hides, and ginseng, Japan would consider withdrawing its troops as a show of 
mercy. 


It seemed this was too illogical, that even under such circumstance, they were still so 
arrogant. But in fact it was a strategy to fool the enemy in order to provide a cover for the 
upcoming withdraw. 

But they could have never thought the so-called stratagem resulted in a completely 
contrary effect. 


Although Comrade Ma Gui was a Ma, he was hard to fool%”. After all, he had been in the 
Ming government for decades and had seen all sorts of intrigues and stratagems. The Japanese, 
in this regard, were still at elementary school level. 


Ma Gui immediately concluded the true intention of the Japanese, they were about to flee. 


The day now was November 7. Ma Gui ordered a general mobilization of the entire army, 
monitoring of the Japanese troop movement, and getting ready to attack. 


On November 8, Chen Lin, who now was stationed in Kogum Island received a secret 
report, confirming Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s death and the imminent withdraw of Japanese 
troops. He immediately issued the order to put the navy on high alert and get ready for battle. 


The Ming army knew it and the Japanese army didn’t know the Ming army knew it. At the 
tense moment, the final calm dawned on the battlefield. 


Regardless, both sides were certain life or death and success or failure would be decided in 
a moment. 


Ten days later. It was the final showdown. 


*7 The Chinese word Ma carries a connotation meaning lax in judgement. 
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On November 18 of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), Kato Kiyomasa 
suddenly withdrew from Ulsan. But surprisingly, something unexpected happened, the Ming 
army didn’t come out to stop him. 


Then, Shimazu Yoshihiro also withdrew his fifth corps from Sachon. The Ming army still 
didn’t react. 

The Big Five were jubilant. They thought their withdrawal plan was a success and the 
Ming army had been kept in the dark. 

But then a piece of news interrupted their applause. Konishi Yukinaga had been 
intercepted. 


As the Japanese general of the most skillful mind, Konishi Yukinaga reacted quickly. As 
soon as he got the permission to withdraw, he immediately took his troops to the shore. But 


there, he saw the Ming navy that had been there for a long time. 
But Konishi Yukinaga didn’t panic because he already anticipated this. 


Sunchon was far from shore and not an easy place from which to escape. The coastal 
waterways were also treacherous and easy to set up a blockade. It would be a strange thing if 
the Ming army didn’t come. 


To ensure a victorious escape, he had already had a plan and put it in action. So far, 
everything had gone smoothly. A successful escape was expected. 

But actually both the Big Five and Konishi Yukinaga were wrong. 

The Ming army allowed Kato Kiyomasa and Shimazu Yoshihiro to escape not because they 
overlooked, but it was the beginning of the implementation of a trap. 


In the previous ten days, Ma Gui carefully analyzed the situation. He clearly recognized 
that the Japanese forces were withdrawing on purpose. But the current Ming strength wasn’t 
enough to ensure a complete annihilation of the enemy. On the contrary, the enemy was 
already fully prepared for the withdrawal. If he was pushed to the corner, the consequence 
would be hard to predict. 


The only way was to defeat the enemy one by one. 


But the Japanese army all withdrew in concert. With the limited number of troops available, 
the Ming army couldn’t expect to have both the fish and the bear palm. Then how to make that 


work? 
On November 4, he finally found the way. 


On that day, Chen Lin was on patrol. Suddenly he saw a small Japanese boat sailed out 


from the direction of Sunchon. The boat was evasive and sailed fast. 
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Usually Chen Lin would have immediately ordered to open fire on the boat. 


But this time he hesitated. Decades of battlefield experience told him he should refrain 
from attacking the boat. 


He thought for a moment and then sent out a ship to follow the boat. Several hours later, 
the news came back. His guess was confirmed. The destination of the boat was Sachon. 


He immediately reported the matter to Ma Gui. The two men then came to a stunning 
consensus: in a few days, the Japanese would completely withdraw; the small boat was 
dispatched by Konishi Yukinaga and its only mission was to seek support from Shimazu 
Yoshihiro. 

That was exactly Konishi Yukinaga’s plan. He knew once the withdrawal was under way, 
Kato Kiyomasa and Shimazu Yoshihiro, who were near the shore, would be able to flee 
successfully. But he occupied an adverse terrain and could very likely be intercepted. He had 
to find help. 

Kato Kiyomasa was his old nemesis. It would be a blessing if the man didn’t help Ming to 
attack him. The man was not someone who could be counted on. 

Shimazu Yoshihiro remained as the only hope. He was certain at the crucial moment, the 
madcap would certainly extend him a hand. 


He dispatched a boat to communicate his concern. The result satisfied him. The boat 
returned safely and also brought back Shimazu Yoshihiro’s promise. 


Having resolved his worry, he felt assured. 
In the meantime, Ma Gui and Chen Lin had made the final battle plan: 


Dong Yi Yuan’s middle corps and Liu Ting’s west corps were ordered to monitor Kato 
Kiyomasa and Shimazu Yoshihiro closely. As soon as they saw the Japanese starting to move, 


they would report but they wouldn’t pursue until ordered to do so. 


Chen Lin’s navy would stop the patrol and withdraw the forces in the waters around Ulsan 
and Sachon. The entire navy would concentrate on the waters around Sunchon to block 


Konishi Yukinaga’s withdraw route. 


They would let Kato Kiyomasa and Shimazu Yoshihiro go because the two men were not 
important. Only Konishi Yukinaga was the key to deciding the outcome of the war. 


He would be the perfect bait to lure the Japanese to come one by one and become Ming 
army’s ideal preys. 
Withdrawal, opening the way, and then intercepting, all were progressing as planned. Both 


sides were satisfied. But there could only be one victor. The final moment that would decide 


387 


A Winning Strategy 


the outcome had arrived. 

Night of November 18. 

Konishi Yukinaga was not mistaken. Shimazu Yoshihiro deserved his reputation as a 
madcap. Although he had safely withdrawn, when he learned Konishi Yukinaga had been 


surrounded, he kept his promise and took ten thousand men from his fifth corps to come to 
help. 


But besides Konishi Yukinaga, another man, Chen Lin, was also anxiously waiting for his 


arrival. 


Four days earlier, he mustered his entire navy to the waters around Sunchon. After a 
careful study, he found out that to sail from Sachon to Sunchon, one had to go through a 
narrow channel. The name of the water was Noryang Sea. 


Ahead of Noryang Sea there were only two water routes, one led to Gohyeonpo. Another 


led to Sunchon via Myo Island. 
He then made the following deployment: 


Deputy Garrison Commander Deng Zi Long with three thousand men would hide on the 
north side of Noryang Sea. 


Naval Commanding General Yi Sun-sin with five thousand men would hide in Gohyeonpo 


on the south side of Noryang Sea. 
He would take the remaining force and hide around the nearby waters. 


When Shimazu Yoshihiro’s force appeared, no one would be allowed to act without order. 
Only after the entire enemy force entered Noryang Sea could the attack be started. 


Once the attack commenced, Deng Zi Long’s force would move at top speed to cut off the 
enemy’s retreat route. Yi Sun-sin’s force would come out from Gohyeonpo to attack the 
enemy’s flank and disrupt the enemy formation. 


Once the two forces completed their assaults, they must hold on at all cost to ensure 


Shimazu Yoshihiro was blocked inside Noryang Sea and wait for Chen Lin’s force to arrive. 
By then, the Ming navy would launch the final assault and completely bury the invader. 


Everything was ready. But Yi Sun-sin posted a question: Deng Zi Long is to cut off enemy’s 
retreat and Iam going to guard Gohyeonpo, but who is going to garrison Myo Island? 

It was a very real concern. If Shimazu Yoshihiro was able to sustain the ambush and 
continued to advance toward Myo Island, he would be able to get to Sunchon and join forces 
with Konishi Yukinaga, then the situation would become unmanageable. 
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But Chen Lin told him Myo Island didn’t need to be garrisoned. 


“Shimazu Yoshihiro is not going to take that route, I am certain.” 
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For Those Memories to Be Forgotten 


Sacrifice 
Amid uncertainty and waiting, the night of eighteenth arrived. 


Shimazu Yoshihiro now stood on his flag ship and advanced confidently toward his 
destination. Although in the previous battle in Sachon, he won out of pure luck, he was 
victorious after all. He had been cheered as a celebrated general and he really thought he was a 
man of the time. He came to help Konishi Yukinaga not because the two were close to each 
other, but because of the eruption of his madcap spirit. If others wouldn’t do it, he would. 


In addition, he was sure the encirclement of Konishi Yukinaga meant the Ming peripheral 
defense had to be weak and the Ming army wouldn’t expect the Japanese forces would leave 
and come back. If he attacked now, he would be able to defeat the Ming army with one severe 


blow. 
In this world, the most striking characteristic of a stupid man is he thinks he is smart. 


Reality confirmed Shimazu Yoshihiro’s supposition. Nothing could be seen in the Channel 
of Noryang Sea, which had been always tightly guarded by the Ming navy. The Japanese fleet 
of over fifteen thousand men sailed through nonchalantly without opposition. 


Most of them didn’t get the ticket for the return trip home. 


The Japanese fleet was large. It consisted of over six hundred ships that formed a very long 
column. When the rear of the fleet was still advancing forward, Shimazu Yoshihiro, who was 


in the front, was already able to see the Myo Island ahead of him. 
But he would never be able to get there. When the last ship entered the mouth of Noryang 


Sea, Deng Zi Long, who had been waiting there for a long time, launched the attack. 

The three thousand soldiers who followed him here were mostly from Zhejiang. Although 
they were not well known, they were very unique. Over fifty years ago, the unit had an even 
better sounding name, the Yu Army. 
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In the tough and treacherous war against the Japanese bandits, the two great generals of 
Ming created armies that belonged only to them, the Qi Army and the Yu Army. 


Yu Da You was familiar with sea combats and was the only Ming naval general who was 
able to face Xu Hai. The soldiers of the Yu Army he created were mostly fishermen, who were 
experienced seamen and knew how to use the currents and were skilled at manipulating ships. 
They were trained rigorously and had battled the Japanese bandits numerous times. They had 
a lot of combat experience and were the best the Ming navy had. 


After fifty years of tempering and succession, they came to Korea and the Noryang Sea. 


Once they received the order to attack, Deng Zi Long’s force suddenly sailed out from 
where they were hiding and cut off the Japanese retreat route. They formed groups of over ten 
ships and attacked the Japanese fleet at multiple locations. 


It was a fatal blow. Because the Japanese column was too long and was caught off guard, in 
an instant, nearly a hundred ships in the rear were cut into several segments. Despite the 
Japanese had the numerical advantage, they were separately surrounded by Ming ships and 


were immobilized. 


The Japanese troops, who were encircled, panicked. They took up weapons and got 
themselves ready to do hand in hand combat with the Ming troops who would jump onto 


their ships. But the Ming troops didn’t move and were eerily silent. 


The Japanese troops didn’t have to wait long to get answers for their questions. Soon they 


heard the answer came as terrible sounds of cannon fires. 


Ming’s second wave of attack began not in the form of jumping over to the enemy ship to 
do hand in hand fight. Sitting Tiger, a kind of cannon that had been installed on Deng Zi 
Long’s battleships, was a large model of cannon and its range was about half a li°*. Although it 
was ordinary in power with cannon balls falling into water in just a few hundred meters, it 
was more than sufficient when used against the Japanese wooden ships coated with sheet 
metals. 


Amid the sounds of cannon fires, cries, and moaning, the rear of the Japanese fleet suffered 
heavy losses and essentially lost its fighting capability. 
When he heard the sounds of cannon fires, Shimazu Yoshihiro, who was in the front, 


immediately knew he had been ambushed. 


But, demonstrating his amazing calm and steadfastness, he quickly made the correct 


decision, to continue moving forward. 


38 About 250 meters. 
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The rear was already in enemy’s ambush and given the strength of the enemy was 
unknown, the only sensible thing to do was to continue push forward and join Konishi 
Yukinaga’s force. Only by doing so could there be a possibility of winning from a losing 
situation. 


As ordered by Shimazu Yoshihiro, the Japanese ships abandoned the rear and continued to 
advance forward, disregarding everything else. 


But they couldn’t go much farther. 


As soon as Shimazu Yoshihiro broke out of the Noryang Sea, he met a second round of 
deadly attack. Yi Sun-sin appeared in the scene. 


Having been ignored for three years, Yi Sun-sin once again became the commander of the 
Korean navy. When he took his position three months earlier, he was greeted by only two 
thousand ravaged soldiers and broken ships. Because his predecessor Wong Gyun took with 
him many ships and soldiers along when he was killed in battle. 


Back then, the Ming navy hadn’t arrived and Todo Takatora, the Japanese commander, and 
his fleet dominated the waters around Korea. Nobody could stop him. Yi Sun-sin, on the other 
hand, had nothing. 


On September 15, Todo Takatora with his over four hundred ships entered the 
Myeongnyang Strait. 
Upon hearing the news, Yi Sun-sin immediately took the few turtle ships out for battle. To 


be precise, he had twelve ships, which were all he had. 


Four hundred versus twelve. Almost everyone thought that barring a miracle, Yi Sun-sin 
would lose, despite he was a rare genius in naval combats. 


But reality showed us it was geniuses who made miracles. 


The result showed that Todo Takatora’s naval combat skills worked only against good-for- 
nothings like Wong Gyun. After a fierce battle, Yi Sun-sin won an easy victory with over forty 
enemy ships sunk and over three thousand Japanese sailors killed. General Hata Masayuki 
was killed and Todo Takatora was seriously wounded and almost captured alive. The 
Japanese navy suffered a big loss. In history, it is called the Battle of Myeongnyang Strait. 


To Yi Sun-sin, it was just the beginning of his glory and Noryang Sea would be the end of 
his legend. 


As soon as the Japanese fleet appeared in his sight, without hesitation, he issued the order 
of attack. 


Now hopes filled Shimazu Yoshihiro’s heart. He already saw Myo Island just ahead of him. 
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It was so close and so clear that once he passed it, victory would be his. 
Then he heard the sounds of cannon fires coming from his flank. 
In combat an army’s flanks are very vulnerable. The army can be easily cut in the middle if 


its flanks are attacked. Then the army will have no ability to fight. It’s much like in a brawl a 
man is hit in the back of his head by someone with a brick. It is a very lethal tactic. 


Obviously the turtle ships were far more deadly than bricks. Under Yi Sun-sin’s command, 
the iron clad turtle ships pierced directly into the Japanese ships. They seemingly cared 
nothing about tactics. They attacked and rammed everywhere with impunity. Under the 
sudden attack, the Japanese command system was completely disrupted. There was a big 


confusion. Countless fell into the water and drowned. 
But at the most confusing moment, Shimazu Yoshihiro didn’t panic. 


As an excellent commander, his head was clear and cool. At the moment of the 


commencement of the attack, he already knew the enemy would come to his flank. 


But ahead of him, everything was still open and calm. Obviously, the Ming navy didn’t set 
up defense here. 


Then just continue to go forward. As long as I can reach Sunchon, everything will be over. 


Per the earlier plan, as soon as Deng Zi Long’s first cannon opened fire, Chen Lin set sail on 
the course for the attack. 


Necessitated by hiding, Chen Lin’s force had to station at Chuk-do, which was a little far 
from Noryang Sea and required him to sail a while to arrive at the place where the battle was 
being fought. 


Prior to that, Shimazu Yoshihiro would have enough time to pass the undefended Myo 
Island area and successfully land in Sunchon. 


But Chen Lin wasn’t worried. He knew the seemingly defenseless island was an obstacle 
Shimazu Yoshihiro would absolutely not be able to overcome. 


The Japanese fleet, having fought hard to go forward, finally entered the waters around 
Myo Island. But just at that moment, something strange happened. 


Amid the silence, loud explosions happened to the three ships in the front! The ships were 
hit hard and caught fire. Two were seriously damaged and one sank. 


There was neither enemy ship nor cannon fire. It didn’t seem the explosions came from 
inside the ships. Looking at the deserted waters, Shimazu Yoshihiro for the first time had a 
doubt about this world. Can there be ghosts? 


It was a moment worthy of commemorating. Below the seemingly tranquil ocean surface, a 
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deadly weapon appeared on the stage of history. Its name is mine. 


Ming anti-ship mines were enclosed in wooden chests filled with gunpowder. Different 
amount of weights were put in a chest according to the buoyancy of the sea water so that its 
position could be fixed and it would float below the surface, which ensured it would be 


hidden and its position could be determined. 


Of course that’s all I know about this thing. I know nothing about the details such as 
triggering and waterproofing. The only thing I am certain is the thing indeed could produce a 
sound and was of use. 


That was the source of Chen Lin’s confidence. 


But Shimazu Yoshihiro’s mind was still filled with confusion. His intuition told him this 
was a very dangerous place. If he continued to proceed, then he ran the risk of his entire navy 


being destroyed. He issued the order to stop. 


Moving forward was no longer a possibility. The hopeless Japanese had to turn back and 


launch a final assault on the dreadful enemy behind them. 


Yi Sun-sin was very pleased to see the enemy returning. He knew the final decisive battle 


was about to begin. 


In the chaos of the battle, Yi Sun-sin personally beat the drum and took his flagship into the 


Japanese ships. This was a moment that he had longed for a long time. 


Despite the Japanese navy had suffered a serious blow, its strength still remained. We have 
to say Yi Sun-sin was very brave because he dared to charge into the enemy formation alone. 
But another way to look at bravery is foolishness. 


Perhaps he had been intoxicated by his sound beating of good-for-nothings like Todo 
Takatora, Yi Sun-sin never took the Japanese seriously. He charged all the way into the middle 
of the Japanese formation. But in his action, Shimazu Yoshihiro showed as the best example of 


Japanese madcaps, he was not a good-for-nothing. 


Pretty soon, Shimazu’s navy, who had been in countless number of battles, sorted 
everything out. Over fifty ships were organized and formed a tight encirclement around Yi 
Sun-sin’s flagship. Guns and arrows fired repeatedly on the ship. Although the turtle ship was 
exceptionally strong, it couldn’t sustain such repeated beating. Fires broke out at multiple 
places on the ship. The situation was dire. 


Just when Yi Sun-sin seemed about to become fish food, Chen Lin arrived. 


I am sure the two men had a strong bond because as soon as he found Yi Sun-sin had been 
surrounded, Chen Lin, without hesitation, charged into the battle without organizing his ships 
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into formation. He now had only four ships with him. 
Therefore he was also surrounded. 
By now it was already early morning of the nineteenth. 


Neither Shimazu Yoshihiro, Chen Lin, nor Yi Sun-sin anticipated the battle situation could 
have become so complicated. The Ming and Korean allied forces encircled the Japanese force, 
which in turn encircled the commanders-in-chief of the two navies. The battle at this stage had 


become a melee. 
The first one who got everything sorted out was Shimazu Yoshihiro. 


Under his coordinated command, the Japanese navy began to concentrate its fire on Chen 
Lin and Yi Sun-sin’s flagships. 


Chen Lin’s situation was worse than that of Yi Sun-sin’s because his flagship was not a 
turtle ship and it also didn’t have iron spikes and hooks. Several Japanese daredevils managed 
to jump over onto the ship. They drew out their knives and rushed toward Chen Lin. 


It happened so suddenly that people on the ship were stunned and couldn’t react. At the 
critical moment, Chen Lin’s son Chen Jiu Jing appeared. 


The fellow was tough. He rushed forward disregarding his own safety. He used his body 
to shield the knives. Even when blood streaming down all over his body, he still stood there. 


By now the Ming guards came back to senses. They piled on and killed the Japanese. 


Chen Lin, with cold sweat streaming down over his head, felt no joy at all. He saw it clearly 
the Japanese encirclement was becoming smaller and smaller. Many more would be able to 
jump onboard. If he didn’t use some extreme tactic, then before enforcement arrived, the next 


one who would be hacked to death was going to be him. 
After a moment of deliberation, he made a decision. 


Soon a strange scene appeared. The Japanese troops who gradually got close to Chen Lin’s 
flagship were surprised to see there were no soldiers on the ship! The ship was empty. There 
was no activity and it was very quiet. 


This was a very tricky scene but to the simple minded Japanese soldiers, there could be 


only one answer, everyone one on Chen Lin’s ship had been killed. 
Without hesitation they jumped onboard. 
But eventually they saw Ming soldiers, upon their landing. 
Actually the Ming soldiers had always been there. They had been lying on the deck. 


To give the Japanese soldiers a memorable impression and teach them a lesson, Chen Lin 
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issued an order, all Ming soldiers would lie down and protect themselves using shields; they 
would hold long spears in their hands and look above; as soon as they saw men coming down 
from above, they would aim at the targets and thrush the spears. 


Along with heart wrenching cries, numerous soldiers became human beads. The bloody 
scene completely shocked and frightened the Japanese soldiers. No one dared to get close 
again. 

Taking advantage of the opportunity, some of the Ming ships broke through the 
encirclement and joined with Chen Lin. They attempted to break the encirclement, but the 
Japanese fought stubbornly. They kept fighting without retreating. The battle was now in a 
stalemate. 


But at the most intense moment, signal gong suddenly sounded from Chen Lin’s ship. 


In the minds of Japanese, sounding the signal gong meant to withdraw from battle. But 
now everyone was at sea, you are in me and I am in you, withdrawing back to camp wouldn’t 
make any sense. Now you are sounding the gong, what’s going on? 


But the Ming ships all ceased firing in unison as soon as they received the signal. The 
Japanese didn’t understand what was going on. In addition, they had been taken advantage of 
previously. They didn’t dare to move. Calm once again befell on the battlefield. 


That was exactly what Chen Lin was hoping for. This time he wasn’t feigning and playing 
a trick. He had to sound the gong because he needed time to prepare setting up another secret 
weapon. 

He had got enough time. 

Then the Japanese saw another strange scene. Numerous bamboo tubes with fire spewing 
out at their tails roared out of Ming ships and pounded the Japanese ships. Fires broke out at 
the spots where the tubes hit. Thick smokes were everywhere. The Japanese fleet was engulfed 
in a sea of fire. 


The weapon was called Water Borne Blazing Dragon. 


Although years later those dull eyed Qing soldiers, with lances in their hands, seemed to be 
powerless against the British soldiers armed with guns, many perhaps didn’t know the Ming 
army of hundreds of years earlier possessed advanced creative and supreme fire arms. 


Water borne blazing dragon was the most outstanding result of Ming military industry. 


The weapon was made using bamboo or wood tubes, which were filled with gunpowder 
and balls. A fuse and some gunpowder were installed at its rear. The range could reach about 
two hundred paces. It was specifically designed to attack enemy ships and was the weapon of 
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choice of the Ming navy. Once the fuse was lit, its tail would emit fire. It glided on the surface 
of water. Thus it was called water borne blazing dragon. It was also the prototype of the 
earliest ship to ship missile in history. 


Regardless of the new gadgets, the Japanese couldn’t withstand the bullying anymore. 
Chen Lin and Yi Sun-sin took the opportunity and broke out of the encirclement. Then they 
began to organize for pursuit. 


By now, Chen Li seemed to have gained complete control of the initiative of the battle. But 
what ensued, on the other hand, surprised him. 


He mined the Myo Island and set up ambush in Gohyeonpo, and just as he had planned, he 
had cut off all routes of the Japanese. The enemy’s dream of uniting in Sunchon was also 
shattered. But he still managed to overlook one possibility, that the defeated enemy would 
have only one choice left, retreat. 


And the only retreat route was Noryang Sea. 

The man in charge of defending Noryang Sea was Deng Zi Long and he had only three 
thousand men. 

By now Shimazu Yoshihiro no longer hoped for anything. He knew he had fallen into a 
trap. For the moment, his only desire was to escape from it. 


At this final moment, in his own action, he illustrated the proverb; do not pursue a 
cornered enemy. The Japanese fleet, which had suffered heavy losses, once again converged 
and disregarded any concern of costs and attacked Deng Zi Long’s ships with a ferocity that 
was like sheer madness. 


The Ming navy was after all inferior in number. Under Japanese desperate attacks, the line 
gradually started to crumble and was about to collapse. 

At the crucial moment, Deng Zi Long appeared. 

Although he was already over seventy, he still advanced forward. He took his flagship, 


brushed aside his own safety, and charged into the Japanese formation. That’s because it was 


the only way to stop the Japanese and thus buy some time. 


Deng Zi Long’s ship attracted the Japanese attention. Surrounded and attacked by dozens 
of Japanese ships, Deng Zi Long’s ship quickly caught fire. His subordinates asked him to 


abandon the ship, get on a boat, and seek safety. 
But Deng Zi Long replied: 
1” 


“This ship is the ground I’m defending and I’m not going to retreat from here 


Then he fixed his uniform, put on a solemn look, and stayed until the last moment of his 
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life on that burning ship. 
Staying at one’s post, regardless of time and place, in his mind, was his duty. 


He had been in the military for over forty years and he had been always like that. 


Memory (the terminating decision) 


Deng Zi Long died in the battle. To block the Japanese retreat route, he had used his own 
life. 


Shimazu Yoshihiro thought the Ming navy, which had lost its commander, would soon be 
defeated and then get out of the way. 


But he was mistaken. 


The Ming navy at that moment needed no commands. When they witnessed the heroic 
scene with their own eyes and raging fire of anger was ignited in their hearts, courage and 


anger had become the greatest commander. 


Driven by the raging fire of revenge, Deng Zi Long’s soldiers from Zhejiang launched a 
counterattack that was like a tidal wave. The Japanese retreated and was pushed back into 


Noryang Sea. 
There they met their old friends whom they hadn’t seen for a long time: Chen Lin and Yi 


Sun-sin. 
It became boisterous. Ships from Chen Lin’s, Yi Sun-sin’s, and Deng Zi Long’s pursuing 
forces, together with Shimazu’s ships that retreated back filled Noryang Sea. It seemed the sea 


had become too crowded. 


The end of Shimazu Yoshihiro’s navy finally came. Chen Lin and Yi Sun-sin, who had 
waited for a long time, launched the final assault on the Japanese ships. Hundreds of cannon 
fired ferociously. Numerous Japanese sailors were either killed immediately by the explosions 
or became fish fodder when they jumped into the water. In the acrid smell of sulfur and blood, 
the blue Noryang Sea had turned to crimson, along with the burning flames. 


That was the final curtain call of Shimazu’s navy, the brave and ferocious force that had 
roamed the sea with impunity. It was also the sure end of all those ancient and present day 


invaders. 


The Japanese, who were now desperate, launched their final counterattack. But their efforts 
had become futile. Amid the roaring of the cannon, they were all destined to the same world. 


But just at the moment when the final victory was about to come, something unexpected 


happened. 
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In the battle, Yi Sun-sin once again was ahead of his soldiers. Considering previously he 
dared to attack four hundred Japanese ships with only twelve dilapidated ships, it would 
seem to be unjustified if he didn’t make a show of it when it was the perfect moment to beat 
the enemy who was at the end of the rope. 


But while he was bravely charging forward, a bullet flew over and hit his chest. 


It was something that was beyond comprehension. The allied navies of Ming and Korea by 
now had gained the complete advantage and the Japanese navy was hanging on the last 
thread and was in disorder. They had to move after each shot. They had become a sitting duck 
and would soon collapse. 

The enemy had been surrounded. They had advantages in men and weapons and high 
spirits and the remnants of the enemy were so weak they would not be able to sustain even a 
single blow. Not only that, Yi Sun-sin was in a turtle boat, which was coated with sheet metal. 
There was only limited amount of gaps exposed. To put it in more un-flattery terms, even if he 
stepped out and invited someone to shoot him, he would perhaps not be hit. 

But Yi Sun-sin still got hit. 

In this world, certain things are just not predictable. For example, in World War II, Vatutin, 
a Russian general, ever since he became a soldier, had been in numerous battles and fought in 
all sorts of ferocious, tough, and even death invoking battles. He survived Stalingrad and won 
at Kursk. He chased German general Manstein all around the places. Such was he so fierce a 
man. But at the end of a battle when he was inspecting the work of a local government, he ran 
into some bandits and was wounded in the leg by a stray bullet. By any means it didn’t have 
to be a serious wound, but efforts to save his life failed. Then he died, just like that. 

That was basically how Yi Sun-sin died. 


Nothing more needs to be said. In one word, that was his fate. 


Yi Sun-sin, who was seriously wounded, knew his mission was coming to an end. But the 
battle had not ended yet. 


At the last moment of his life, he said these words to Li Wan, one of his unit commanders: 


“Tm dying. But the battle is at a critical moment. Don’t announce my death. You take over 
my position and continue to fight in my name.” 


Those were also his last words. 


In a battlefield, the only result that matters is victory or defeat, because only stories about 
the victor will be told in history. 


Yi Sun-sin was still lucky. Despite he wasn’t able to see the arrival of victory, all of his 
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efforts would be told in history as legendary stories of a victor. It was exactly like the poem he 
wrote: 

Rewarded will he be if he fulfills his duty, 

Unknowable not is success? 

Life’s course is already predestined, 

No deviation will there be of the pursuit! 

Duty fulfilled and life’s course decided meant success. There would be no deviation from 

that course. 


Along with Yi Sun-sin’s death was the eventual fate of the Japanese navy. Under the joint 
attack by Ming and Korean navies, the battle had turned into a slaughter. Over four hundred 
Japanese ships were sunk and over ten thousand perished. The Japanese navy suffered a 
horrendous defeat. 


But it would be unfair to say there were no bright spots at all in the Japanese fight. Special 
recognition should be given to Comrade Shimazu Yoshihiro. In his own action he showed his 
skills in making escapes were unmatched in the world. Having abandoned numerous fellow 
men who became scapegoats for the sacrifice, he finally managed to escape, despite by then he 
had only dozens of dilapidated ships and hundreds of soldiers with him. 


At noon on nineteenth of November of year twenty six of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1598), 
the Battle of Noryang Sea, which lasted for a day and half, ended. The fifth corps, an elite unit, 
of the Japanese army, was annihilated. In history it is called the Victory of Noryang Sea. 

On the heels of the Victory of Noryang Sea, Konishi Yukinaga, who had been full of hopes 
before, finally completely disintegrated. The army had to disassemble and flee all over the 
places. Konishi Yukinaga didn’t want to be the loser. He took advantage of Ming’s lapse and 
skulked out to the ocean with the remainder of his troops. After a torturous journey, he 
managed to get back to Japan. Most of those left were killed. 


The anti-Japanese war ended. The war lasted for seven years. It ended with the complete 
victory of the Chinese army and complete defeat of the Japanese army. 


The bitter spirit that was brewed out of evil ambition of seven years ago, eventually poured 
down onto the tomb of Toyotomi Hideyoshi. 


He deserved it, he still deserved it even he was dead. 


Justice eventually overcame evil. Regardless if it was now or three hundred forty years 
later, in facts, History has always told us the same truth: 


Regardless of time or place, there are always a few restless invaders, who are either brutal 
or strong, or seem invincible, will eventually be buried. 
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The war ended. Regardless of victory or defeat, the major characters who participated each 
had different ends. 


Two years later (AD 1600), the ultra “Ninja” Tokugawa Ieyasu finally burst into action. He 
mustered his forces and was ready to bully Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s widow and orphaned son. 
Hardliner Konishi Yukinaga immediately formed an alliance with Ishida Mitsunari and others. 
They organized the Western Army in opposition. 


Ironically, out of deep hatred toward Konishi Yukinaga and Ishida Mitsunari, as Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi’s loyal confidant, Kato Kiyomasa, Fukushima Masanori and others decided, 
without reservation, put aside their differences against Tokugawa Ieyasu and joined the 
Eastern Army. They threw themselves into the fray of domestic affairs and fought against 
Konishi Yukinaga. 


The man whose actions were most comical was Shimazu Yoshihiro. The man never had a 
good relationship with Toyotomi Hideyoshi. At the start of the war he was Tokugawa Ieyasu’s 
man. He also took the order to help defending a city. But the men in the city didn’t receive the 
notice and took him as someone sent over by the enemy to cheat them. Not only did they not 
open the gate, they also shot a few rounds to him. 


If it was any other man, he no doubt would have complained to Tokugawa Ieyasu and 
continue to do whatever he was supposed to do. But this guy was different. His madcap spirit 
caught up with him again. He took up his weapon and went straight to Konishi Yukinaga. 


After several rounds, the men finally met in Sekigahara. They fought with the will to fight 
until death. After a day’s battle, the Western Army was defeated. Konishi Yukinaga fled after 
the defeat. Then he was captured and decapitated. Shimazu Yoshihiro, just like he always did, 
fled successfully. Later he was able to keep his life after someone lobbied on his behalf. 


That ended the enterprise created by Toyotomi Hideyoshi. 


But History hadn’t finished his punishments. Fifteen years later (AD 1615), war broke out 
again. In the Summer Battle in Osaka, Tokugawa Ieyasu took the last stronghold of the 
Toyotomi’s clan. Toyotomi Hideyoshi’s wife and children were all killed in the city. The entire 
Toyotomi clan perished. There were no descendants left. 


Iam not a believer of retribution, but on this one, I am a believer. 


After that, Tokugawa Ieyasu united Japan and founded the famous Tokugawa Bakufu. He 
worked hard to restore a friendly relationship with Ming, developed economy, and made 
many accomplishments. 


Korea lost Yi Sun-sin but gained peace. Peaceful life was restored. To commemorate those 
Ming officers and soldiers who lost their lives for the peace and freedom of the Korean people, 


401 


For Those Memories to Be Forgotten 


the Korean government built the Temple of Great Gratitude so that people would be able to 
worship them every year in order to express their appreciation to Ming’s generous help and 
remind descendants to never forget to repay the gratitude. 


Now, the Temple of Great Gratitude has disappeared. For what reason, I don’t know. 


The Ming army returned as a victor. The emperor didn’t treat them badly. Among the 
officers, Ma Gui was promoted to right commanding general. Both Chen Lin and Liu Ting 
were promoted. 


The rank and file didn’t work in vain. To show his appreciation to the mass, the emperor 
was Said to have allotted eighty thousand ounces of silver as rewards to the men. Of course, it 
would be hard to say how much the actual amount each man received, especially under 
officers like Chen Lin. But regardless, it was a nice gesture. 


Although there had been countless number of twists and turns and snags and many 
difficulties that came with significant costs, everything was worth it. 

Nonetheless it resulted in a victory. 

Justice, evil, invasion, or cruelty are most of the time meaningless nonsense. The only and 
everlasting way of evaluating a war is victory or defeat. 

The bright justice was maintained against dark violence. It was the everlasting 
accomplishment achieved by Ming. 

That was essentially how the war ended. It was very cut and dry. But interestingly, several 
hundred years later, the opinions on this war are very not so. 

Specifically, Japanese history records indicate it was a war that was a continuation of the 
glory of the Warring States period, although there was no glory about it (they admit this point). 


Korean (the south) history records, on the other hand, consider the war was won mainly 
because of Yi Sun-sin and the Korean volunteers (can’t help, the government troops’ 
performance was just too bad). As to the other factors, of course there were some, but they 
seemed to be secondary. 


The Ming side, ..., basically was quiet. 


The phenomenon was strange but the reason was simple. For Ming, the war was really not 
a big deal. 


It is a fact that is true and indisputable. The so-called anti-Japanese war, even among 
historians, was really not of importance. There hasn’t been some expert who became famous 
for researches about this war. Even in Ming, it was only one part of the Three Great 
Campaigns of Ten Thousand Seasons. There are only scant history records. Except some willy- 
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nilly descriptions in Researches on the Three Great Campaigns of Ten Thousand Seasons, many 
details are found only in Japanese and Korean history records. 


In retrospective, we have to blame our great and vast country. We have all sorts of things 
happening and all sorts of men. In terms of scale, the war was indeed not worthy of 
mentioning. It lasted for seven years. From the beginning to the end, the total number of Ming 
troops didn’t exceed forty thousand, except the final year, when the troops were haphazardly 
increased to eighty thousand. Then it ended in just two months. The scope was not big. 


On the other hand, to support the war, Japan had to commit all of its resources and the best 
officers and men. Thousands were dragged to Korea. Men were replaced after they were dead. 
At the later stage of the war, there were shortage of peasants in Japan and they had to seize 
Koreans and brought them to Japan to do farming. They were really on the breaking point. 


No need to say more about Korea, which was beaten so badly that she was out of defensive 
power. The country was almost annexed and even the king was about to go on exile. The 
sufferance was so much that the memory was indelible. 


In comparison, Japan spent all it had and Korea almost lost entirely. But there was nothing 
to show that Ming had to use great exertion. It sent several thousands to go on a foreign 
expedition. It paid the provisions by itself and it was able to finish Japan. Afterwards, it didn’t 
even demand war reparation (perhaps Japan had no money anyway). 


What it means to be strong? That was strong. 


While this war was going on, Ming had also to mobilize over a hundred thousand troops to 
suppress the Yang Ying Long rebellion in Sichuan. To Comrade Ten Thousand Seasons, the 
country landlord Yang Ying Long (a shaman) was a more serious threat than Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi. 

Because of these reasons, in propagandas Ming also fell behind. After the war ended, in 
Japan, Kato Kiyomasa and Shimazu Yoshihiro, who obviously didn’t perform well, were so 
acclaimed like they were gods. There have been ceaseless laudations for the so-called Kato the 


Tiger and Shimazu the Devil. 


In Korea, no need to mention the true hero Yi Sun-sin, who was rewarded a ducal title after 
his death. After several hundred years, all those honors that could be awarded to him had 
been awarded. He became a national hero known to everyone. 


In Ming, here is basically what handed to the men involved: 


After the war, both Liu Ting and Chen Lin were appointed to the position of executive 
deputy commander (secondary first grade). They were basically elevated by half of a rank. Of 
course their promotions came with a cost. Several months later, both fellows were transferred 
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to Bozhou of Sichuan, a desolate and destitute place. In there, Yang Ying Long was waiting for 
them and to be finished by them. 


Deng Zi Long, who bravely gave his life, was also rewarded. He was posthumously 
awarded the position of commanding adjutant (secondary second grade) and got a hereditary 
position, thus securing a job for his son. 


That was it. 


But comparing to Li Ru Song, the above men fared well. The fellow was both brave and 
smart and excelled in war. He saved the Korean situation almost single handedly. He was the 
most outstanding military genius in the Korean War. 


But the hero who overshadowed the world was not only not praised after his death, he 
almost was drowned a second time by saliva. 


In the end, it was all censors’ fault. 


Ming was an open dynasty. Censors were allowed to opine on anything. They could 
criticize the emperor and impeach officials. In today’s terms, that was democracy. 


But problems arose when democracy was overdone. When it was the era of Ten Thousand 
Seasons, the censors had become men who criticized everything. They criticized bad men as 
well as good men. They criticized those who didn’t contribute and those who contributed. The 
higher one’s position was, the more criticisms he received. The more power one had, the 
louder the criticisms were. 


Li Cheng Liang was a perfect candidate for the criteria. The fellow garrisoned the border 
for decades and possessed immense power. He became the best target. In addition, he 
committed no fewer corruptions and embezzlements, naturally he was not highly regarded 
after he went down. The papers that accused him piled high like a mountain and there were all 
sorts of charges against him. 


Li Ru Song naturally couldn’t remain unscathed. Adding to the problem was he was in the 
spotlight in the Court with a lot of military accomplishments and he became a convenient 
target for attacks. The most obnoxious one was Censor Ding Ying Tai. Not only did he attack 
Li Ru Song personally, he also attacked his battle records. He said the Battle of Pyongyang was 
a small victory, in which the Japanese suffered minor casualties, and the Battle of Jade Hoof 


House was a big defeat, in which Ming suffered significant casualties. 


Not only that, he also alleged that Korea collaborated with Japan and Li Ru Song was also 


suspected of secret communications with Japan. 


Per his allegations and calculations, the Ming soldiers were perhaps all dug out from their 


graves after they were killed (which totaled about forty or fifty thousand) and the Japanese 
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were all agents of peace with white doves in their hands (not many casualties because they 
had to escape). Li Ru Song would have to be considered a double agent. The Ming army 
colluded with the Japanese but somehow managed to expel them. 


The man was not only shameless but also of unsavory tastes. He filed memorials of 
impeachment one after another. In the end, even the emperor, who usually wasn’t easily 
bothered by others, just issued an order to get him removed from his position and kicked him 


out. 


But in truth, the one responsible for less reward and too many accusations was neither 
Ding Ying Tai nor the emperor. Per Ming custom and regulations, a war the scale of the 
Korean War, in which only thousands were used, was commensurate with just that little 
reward and that many accusations. Everyone was used to it. 


The real reason was true, albeit laughable: 
To Ming, it was really not a big deal. 


If it was not a big deal, naturally no one cared. If a man himself didn’t care, no one else 
would care either. The bored censors also badmouthed it and the Qing historians who edited 
the Ming history accepted everything without examination. Japanese and Korean history 
records also have their own positions in describing it. The appraisal on the war has become 


what it is now: controversial, misunderstood, and mysterious. 
But regardless of its scale, in history, such a thing indeed took place: 


Four hundred years ago, a group of men, in order to destroy greed and evil, went on a 
distant expedition and carried out a great war. In this profound struggle, many of them gave 
their lives. 

I think we should know everything about it. We should know there had been such a war 
and there had been such a group of men, who had fought gallantly and fearlessly in order to 
protect freedom and justice. 

For the unmatched wisdom, undaunted courage, and unselfish sacrifice. 

In April of year twenty seven of Ten Thousand Seasons (AD 1599), Ma Gui, the 
commander-in-chief of expedition against the Japanese, came back in triumph. The emperor 
received him at the front gate of the palace. 

Once finished with big and small tedious routine ceremonies, the emperor issued a decree. 
The edict of Great Ming was read publicly. It pronounced to the world the end of the Anti- 


Japanese War. 


It was an imperial edict and it was also a prophecy, because in this prolix document, there 
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is such a statement: 


“The power of justice manifests with force. Those who dare to challenge it, no matter how 


strong, will be destroyed!” 
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